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TIMON  of  ATHENS. 


Vol.  V. 


Perfons  reprefented. 

Timon,  a  noble  Athenian. 

Lucius,         "^ 

Lucullus,       >  Lords  ^  and  flatterers  o/*Timon. 

Sempronius,  j 

Ventidius,  one  ofTivaoTCsfalfe  Friends. 

Apemantus,  a  cburli/h  Pbilofopber. 

Alcibiades,  an  Athenian  General. 

Flavius,  Steward  to  Timon. 

Flaminius, 

Lucilius,       ^  Timon's  Servants. 

Servilius, 

Caphis, 

Philotus, 

Titus, 

Lucius, 

Hortenfius, 

Two  Servants  of  Varro,  and  tbe  Servant  g/'Ifidore ;  two- 

Timon's  Creditors. 
Cupid  and  Mq/kers.     Three  Strangers. 
Poety  Painter^  Jeweller^  and  Merchant. 
An  old  Athenian.     A  Page.    A  Fool. 

Phrynia,      1 

Timandra,  \  ^iftrejfes  to  Alcibiades. 

Other  Lords ^  Senators^  Officers ^  Soldiers,  Thieves^  and  y. 

tendants. 

SCENE f  Athens ;  and  the  Woods  ad/o/ning. 


►  Servants  to  Timon's  Creditors. 


riMON  of  A'T HENS. 


act:  l 

SCENE  L    Athens.    A  Hall  in  Timon's  Houft. 

Enter  Poet,  Painter,  Jeweller,  Merchant,  and 

Others,  atfeverol  doors. 

Poet.  Good  day,  fir. 
Pain.  I  am  glad  you  are  well.- 

Poet.  I  have  not  feen  you  long;  How  goes  the  world  ? 
Pain.  It  wears,  fir,  as  it  grows. 
Poet.  Ay,  that's  well  known : 
But  what  particular  rarity  ?  what  fl:range. 
Which  manifold,  record  not  matches  ?  See, 
Magick  of  bounty  !  all  thefe  fpirits  thy  power 
Hath  conjur'd  to  attend.    I  know  the  merchant. 
Pain.  I  know  them  both ;  t'other's  a  jeweller. 
Mrr.  O,  'tis  a  worthy  lord  1 
Jew.  Nay,  that's  moft  fix'd. 

Mer.  a  moft  incomparable  man;  breath'd,  as  it  were, 
To  an  untirable  and  continuate  goodnefs  : 
He  pafiies. 
Jew.  I  have  a  jewel  here. 

Mer.O^  pray,  let's  fee't  :  For  the  lord  Timon,  fir  ? 
Jew.  If  he  will  touch  the  eftimate :  But,  for  that— 
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Poet.  When  we  for  recompenft  bceue  praised  the  vile^ 
njlatns  the  glory  in  that  happy  verfe 
Which  aptly  flags  the  good. 

Mer.  *Tis  a  good  form.  [Looking  on  the  jewel. 

jEfF.  And  rich  :  here  is  a  water,  look  you. 

Pain.  You  are  rapt,  fir,  in  fome  worl^fome  dedication 
To  the  great  lord. 

Poet.  A  thing  flipp'd  idly  from  me. 
Our  poefy  is  as  a  gum,  which  oozes 
From  whence  'tis  nourifhed :  The  fire  i*the  flint 
Shows  not,  till  it  be  fl:ruck ;  our  gentle  flame 
Provokes  itfelf,  and,  like  the  current,  flies 
Each  bound  it  chafes.   What  have  you  there  ? 

jP^/i\r.  Apidure,fir.— Andwhencomcsyourbookforth? 

Poet.  Upon  the  heels  of  my  prefentment,  fir. 
Let's  fee  your  piece. 

Pain.  Tis  a  good  piece. 

Poet.  So  'tis:  this  comes  off  well  and  excellent. 

Pain.  Indifferent. 

Poet.  Admirable  :  How  this  grace 
Speaks  his  own  ftanding !  what  a  mental  power 
This  eye  flioots  forth  !  how  big  imagination 
Moves  in  this  lip  !  to  the  dumbnefs  of  the  gefturc 
One  might  interpret. 

Pain.  It  is  a  pretty  mocking  of  the  life- 
Here  is  a  touch  ;  Is't  good  ? 

Poet.  Til  fay  of  it. 
It  tutors  nature  :  artificial  ftrife 
Lives  in  thefe  touches,  livelier  than  life. 

Fjitcr  certain  Senators,  and  pafs  over. 

Pain.  How  this  lord's  foUow'd  ! 

Post.  The  fenators  of  Athens  >^Happy  mex^' 

Pain.  Look,  more ! 
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Poet.  You  fee  this  confluence,thisgreatflood  of  vifitors. 
I  have,  in  this  rough  work,  fhap'd  out  a  man, 
Whom  this  beneath  world  doth  embrace  and  hug 
With  ampleft  entertainment :  My  free  drift 
Halts  not  particularly,  but  moves  itfelf 
In  a  wide  fea  of  wax  :  no  levelPd  malice 
Infers  one  comma  in  the  courfe  I  hold ; 
But  flies  an  eagle  flight,  bold,  and  forth  on» 
Leaving  no  trad  behind. 

Pain.  How  fhall  I  underfland  you  ? 

Poet.  Til  unbolt  to  you. 
You  fee  how  all  conditions,  how  all  minds, 
(As  well  of  glib  and  flippery  creatures,  as 
Of  grave  and  auftere  quality,)  tender  down 
Their  fervices  to  lord  Timon  ;  his  large  fortune. 
Upon  his  good  and  gracious  nature  hanging, 
Subdues  and.  properties  to  his  love  and  tendance 
All  forts  of  hearts ;  yea,  from  the  glafs-fac'd  flatterer 
To  Apemantus,  that  few  things  loves  better 
Than  to  abhor  himfelf :  even  he  drops  down 
The  knee  before  him,  and  returns  in  peace 
Moft  rich  in  Timon's  nod. 

Pain.  I  faw  them  fpeak  together. 

Poet.  Sir,  I  have  upon  a  high  and  pleafant  hill, 
Feign'd  Fortune  to  be  thron'd  :  The  bafe  o'the  mount 
Is  rank'd  with  all  deferts,  all  kind  of  natures. 
That  labour  on  the  bofom  of  this  fphere 
Tq  propagate  their  ilates  :  amongfl  them  all, 
Whofe  eyes  arc  on  this  fovereign  lady  fix'd. 
One  do  I  perfcmate  of  lord  Timon's  frame. 
Whom  Fortune  with  her  ivory  hand  wafts  to  her ; 
Whofe^refent  grace  to  prefent  (laves  und  fervant^ 
Tranilates  his  rivals. 
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Pain.  'Tis  conceived  to  fcope. 
This  throne,  this  Fortune,  and  this  hill,  methinks. 
With  one  man  beckon'd  from  the  reft  below, 
Bowing  his  head  againft  the  fteepy  mount 
To  climb  his  happinefs,  would  be  well  exprefs'd 
In  our  condition. 

Poet.  Nay,  fir,  but  hear  me  on  : 
All  thofe  which  were  his  fellows  but  of  late, 
(Some  better  than  his  value,)  on  the  moment 
Follow  his  ftrides,  his  lobbies  fill  with  tendance. 
Rain  facrificial  whifperings  in  his  ear. 
Make  facred  even  his  ftirrop,  and  through  him 
Drink  the  free  air. 

Pain.  Ay,  marry,  what  of  thefe  ? 

PoET'  When  Fortune,  in  her  fhift  and  change  of  mc 
Spurns  down  her  late  belov'd,  all  his  dependants, 
Which  laboured  after  him  to  the  mountain's  top. 
Even  on  their  knees  and  hands,  let  him  flip  down, 
Not  one  accompanying  his  declining  foot. 

Pain.  'Tis  common  : 
A  thoufand  moral  paintings  I  can  fliow, 
That  ftiall  demonftrate  thefe  quick  blows  of  fortune 
More  pregnantly  than  words.    Yet  you  do  well. 
To  fliow  lord  Timon,  that  mean  eyes  have  feen 
The  foot  above  the  head, 

Trumpets  found.    Enter  Timon^  attended;  the  Serfan 
P'^ENTiDius  talking  with  bim. 

Tim.  In^prifon'd  is  he,  fay  you  ? 

Fen.  Sehf.  Ay,  my  good  lord:  five  talents  is  his  d 
His  means  inoft  ftiort,  his  creditors  moft  ftrait  : 
Your  honourable  letter  he  defires 
To  thofe  have  fliut  him  up ;  which  failing  to  him, 
Periods  his  comfort. 
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"Tim.  Noble  Ventidius  !  Well ; 
lam  not  of  that  feather,  to  fhake  off 
My  friend  when  he  muft  need  me.    I  do  know  him 
A  gentleman,  that  well  deferves  a  help, 
IfViich  he  fhall  have  :  V\\  pay  the  debt,  and  free  him. 
Ven.  Serf.  Your  lordftiip  ever  binds  him. 
fiM.  Commend  me  to  him  :  I  will  fend  his  ranfom  ; 
And,  being  enfranchised,  bid  him  come  to  me  : — 
Tis  not  enough  to  help  the  feeble  up. 
But  to  fupport  hi'm  after. — Fare  you  well. 
Vek.  Serf.  All  happinefs  to  your  honour  !    '     \^Exit. 

Enter  an  Old  Athenian. 
Old  Arn.  Lord  Timon,  hear  me  fpeak. 
7/if.  Freely,  good  father. 
OiD  Arn.  Thou  haft  a  fervant  nam*d  Lucilius. 
7/jif,  I  have  fo :  What  of  him  ?  [thee. 

OldAth.  Moft  noble  Timon,  call  the  man  before 
^iM.  Attends  he  here,  or  no  ? — Lucilius ! 

Enier  Lucilius. 
Luc.  Here,  at  your  lordftiip's  fervice.  [turc. 

Old  Ath.  This  fellow  here,  lord  Timon,  this  thy  crca- 
By  night  frequents  my  houfe.     I  am  a  man 
That  from  my  firft  have  been  incUn'd  to  thrift ; 
And  my  eftate  deferves  an  heir  more  rais'd, 
Than  one  which  holds  a  trencher. 
Tim.  Well ;  what  further  ? 

Old  Ath.  One  only  daughter  have  I,  no  kin  elfe. 
On  whom  I  may  confer  what  I  have  got : 
The  maid  is  fair,  o'the  youngeft  for  a  bride. 
And  I  have  bred  her  at  my  deareft  coft. 
In  qualities  of  the  beft.     This  man  of  thine 
Attempts  her  love :  I  pr'ythee,  noble  lord. 

Join  with  me  to  forbid  him  her  refort ; 

A«  .«• 
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Myfelf  have  fpoke  in  vain. 

7/Af.  Tlie  man  is  honed. 

Old  Ath.  Therefore  he  will  be,  Timon : 
His  honefty  rewards  him  in  itfelf. 
It  muft  not  bear  my  daughter. 

Tim.  Does  (he  love  him  ? 

Old  Ath.  She  is  young,  and  apt : 
Our  own  precedent  paffions  do  infbrudik  us 
What  levity's  in  youth. 

Tim.  [to  LuciLius.}  Love  you  the  maid  ? 

Luc.  Ay,  my  good  lord,  and  (he  accepts  of  it. 

Old  Ath.  If  in  her  marriage  my  confent  be  milling. 
I  call  the  gods  to  witnefs,  I  will  choofe 
Mine  heir  from  forth  the  beggars  of  the  world, 
And  difpoflcfs  her  alL 

jT/Jf.  How  Ihall  fhe  be  endowed, 
If  file  be  mated  with  an  equal  hufband  ? 

Old  Ath.  Three  talents,  on  the  prefent;  in  future,  all, 

Tim.  This  gentleman  of  mine  hath  ferv'd  me  long ; 
To  build  his  fortune,  I  will  ftrain  a  littje. 
For  'tis  a  bond  in  men.     Give  him  thy  daughter : 
What  you  beftow,  in  him  PU  counterpoife^ 
And  make  him  weigh  with  her. 

Old  Ath.  Moft  noble  lord, 
Pawn  me  to  this  your  honour,  fhe  is  his. 

Tim.  My  hand  to  thee ;  mine  honour  on  my  promife. 

Luc.  Humbly  I  thank  your  lordfhip :  Never  may 
That  flate  or  fortune  fall  into  my  keeping, 
Which  is  not  ow'd  to  you ! 

[ExaiMt  LuciLius  €md  Old  Athenian. 

Poet.  Vouchfafe  my  labour,  and  long  live  your  lord^ 
fhip! 

Tim.  I  thank  you;  you  fhall  hear  from  me  anon : 
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Go  not  away — ^What  have  you  there,  my  friend  ? 
Pjin.  a  piece  of  painting ;  which  I  do  befeech 
Your  lordfhip  to  accept, 

7/if.  Painting  is  welcome. 
The  painting  is  almofl  the  natural  man ; 
For  fince  diihonour  trafBcks  with  man's  nature. 
He  is  but  outfide :  Thefe  penciled  figures  are 
Even  fuch  as  they  give  out.     I  like  your  work ; 
And  you  (hall  find,  I  Uke  it :  wait  attendance 
Till  you  he^r  further  from  me. 

Pjjn^  The  gods  preferve  you ! 

Tim.  Well  fare  you,  gentlemen :  Give  me  your  hand ; 

Wc  mull  needs  dine  together Sir,  your  jewel 

Hath  fuffer'd  under  praife, 

jBfT.  What,  my  lord  ?  difpraife  ? 

Tim.  a  meer  fatiety  of  commendations. 
If  Ifliould  pay  you  for't  as  'tis  extoll'd, 
It  would  unclew  me  quite. 

jEfT.  My  lord,  'tis  rated 
As  thofe,  which  fell,  would  give :  But  you  well  know. 
Things  of  like  value,  differing  in  the  owners. 
Are  prized  by  their  mailers :  believe't,  dear  lord. 
You  mend  the  jewel  by  wearing  it. 

tiM.  Well  mock'd. 

Mer.  No,  my  good  lord ;  he  fpeaks  the  common  tongue, 
Which  all  men  Q>eak  with  him. 

7/jr.  Look,  who  comes  here.    Will  you  be  chid  ? 
Enter  ^pbmantus. 

Jew,  Wc  will  bear,  with  your  lordfliip. 

H^R.  Hell  fpare  none. 

TiM^  Good  morrow  to  thee,  gentle  Apemantus  i 

JpEM.  Till  I  be  gentle,  day  for  thy  good  morrow  ; 
When  dui^  art  Tipiop*s  4ogy  and  thefe  knaves  honeftt 
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Tim.  Why  doft  thou  call  them  knaves  ?  thou  know'fl 

j4pem.  Are  they  not  Athenians  ?  [them  not, 

Tim.  Yes. 

ylPEM.  Then  I  repent  not, 

Jew.  You  know  me,  Apemantus. 

j4pem.  Thou  know'ft,  I  do ;  I  call'd  thee  by  thy  name, 

Tim.  Thou  art  proud,  Apemantus.   - 

j4pem.  Of  nothing  fo  much,  as  that  I  am  not  like 
Timon. 

Tim.  Whither  art  going  ? 

Apem.  To  knock  out  an  honed  Athenian's  brains. 

Tim.  That's  a  deed  thou'It  die  for. 

Apem.  Right,  if  doing  nothing  be  death  by  the  law. 

Tim.  How  Hkeft  thou  this  picture,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  The  beft,  for  the  innocence. 

Tim.  Wrought  he  not  well,  that  painted  it  ? 

Apem.  He  wrought  better,  that  made  the  painter ;  anc 
yet  he's  but  a  filthy  piece  of  work. 

Fain.  You  are  a  dog. 

Apem.  Thy  mother's  of  my  generation  j  What's  fhe,  r 
I  be  a  dog  ? 

Tim.  Wilt  dine  with  me,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  No;  I  eat  not  lords, 

Tim.  An  thou  fhould'ft,  thouMft  anger  ladies. 

Apem.  O,  they  eat  lords ;  fo  they  come  by  great  bellies 

Tim.  That's  a  lafcivious  apprehenfion. 

Apem.  So  thou  apprehend'ft  it :  Take  it  for  thy  labour 

Tim.  How  doft  thou  like  this  jewel,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  Not  fo  well  as  plain-dealing,  which  will  not  cof 
a  man  a  doit. 

Tim.  What  doft  thou  think  'tis  worth  ?      ' 
.  Apem.  Not  worth  my  thinking How  now,  poet  ? 

Poet.  How  now,  philofopher  ? 
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Apem.  Thou  lieft. 

Poet.  Art  not  one  ? 

Apem.  Yes. 

ToET.  Then  I  lie  not. 

Apem.  Art  not  a  poet  ? 

Poet.  Yes. 

Apem.  Then  thou  lieft  :  look  in'  thy  laft  work,  where 
thou  haft  feign'd  him  a  worthy  fellow. 

Poet.  That's  not  feign'd,  he  is  fo. 

Apem.  Yes,  he  is  worthy  of  thee,  and  to  pay  thee  for 
thy  labour :  He,  that  loves  to  be  flatter'd,  is  worthy  o'the 
flatterer.     Heavens,  that  I  were  a  lord ! 

7/jf.  What  would'ft  do  then,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  Even  as  Apemantus  does  now,  hate  a  lord  with 
my  heart. 

f/if.  What,  thyfelf  ? 

Apem.  Ay. 

T/jtf.  Wherefore  ? 

Apem.  That  I  had  no  angry  wit  to  be  a  lord. — Art  not 
thou  a  merchant  ? 

Mek.  Ay,  Apemantus. 

Apem.  TrafEck  confound  thee,  if  the  gods  will  not ! 

Mer.  If  traffick  do  it,  the  gods  do  it. 

Apem.  Traffick's  thy  god,  and  thy  god  confound  thee ! 
Trumpets  found.     Enter  a  Sek  van  t. 

Tim.  What  trumpet's  that  ? 

Serf.  *Tis  Alcibiades,  and 
Some  twenty  horfe,  all  of  companionihip. 

Tim.  Pray,  entertain  them  ;  give  them  guide  to  us.— 

[Exeunt  fame  Attendants. 
You  muft  needs  dine  with  me : — Go  not  you  hence, 
Till  I  have  thank'd  you ;  and,  when  dinner's  done. 
Show  me  this  piece. — ^I  am  joyful  of  your  fights.— 
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Enter  Alcibiades^  with  bis  Company. 
Mod  welcome,  fir  !  [lieyfalutr^ 

Apem.  So,  fo  ;  there  ! — 
Aches  contrad  and  ftarve  your  fupple  joints  ! — 
That  there  (houldbe  fmall  love  'mongft  thefe  fweet  knaves. 
And  all  this  courtTy  !  The  ftrain  of  man's  bred  out 
Into  baboon  and  monkey. 

Alcib.  Sir,  you  have  fav'd  my  longing,  and  I  feed 
Mod  hungrily  on  your  fight. 

Tim.  Right  welcome,  fir : 
Ere  we  depart,  we'll  fhare  a  bounteous  time 
In  different  pleafures.     Pray  you,  let  us  in, 

[Exeunt  all  but  Apemantus. 
Enter  two  Lords. 

I  Lord.  What  time  a  day  is't,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  Time  to  be  honeft. 

1  Lord.  That  time  ferves  ftill. 

Apem.  The  moft  accurfed  thou,  that  ftill  omit'ft  it. 

2  Lord.  Thou  art  going  to  lord  Timon's  feaft. 
Apem.  Ay ;  to  fee  meat  fill  knaves,  and  wine  heat  fools. 
2  Lord.  Fare  thee  well,  fare  thee  well. 

Apem.  Thou  art  a  fool,  to  bid  me  farewell  twice. 
2  Lord.  Why,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  Shouldft  have  kept  one  to  thyfelf,  for  I  mean 
to  give  thee  none. 

1  Lord.  Hang  thyfelf. 

Apem.  No,  I  will  do  nothing  at  thy  bidding :  make 
thy  requefts  to  thy  friend. 

2  Lord.  Away,  unpe^ccable  dog,  or  111  fpum  thee 
hence. 

Apem.  I  will  fly,  like  a  dog,  the  heels  of  the  afs.    [£jc//, 
I  Lord.  He's  oppofite  to  humanity.  Come,  {hall  we  in, 
And  tailc  lord  Timon'9  tK>unty  ?  he  outgoes 
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The  very  heart  of  kindnefs, 

1  Lord.  He  pours  it  out ;  Plutus,  the  god  of  gold. 
Is  but  his  fteward  :  no  meed,  but  he  repays 
Sevenfold  above  itfelf ;  no  gift  to  him, 
But  breeds  the  giver  a  return  exceeding 
All  ufe  of  quittance. 

1  LokD.  The  nobleft  mind  he  carries, 
That  ever  governed  man. 

2  Lord.  Long  may  he  live  in  fortunes!  Shall  we  in  ? 

I  Lord.  Til  keep  you  company,  [Exemt. 

SCENE  IL  "the fame.  A  Room  of  State  in  Timon^s  Houfe. 
Hautboys  playing  loud  mufick.  A  great  banquet  ferved  in  ; 
FiArius  and  otters  attending  ;  then  enter  Timon^  Al^ 
ciBUDES,  LuciuSj  LucuLLUs^  Sbmpronius,  and 
other  Athenian  Senators^  with  Vmntidius  and  Attend^ 
ants.  "Then  comes ^  dropping  after  aU^  Apsmantus^  di/^ 
contentedly. 

Fex.  Moft  honoured  Timon,  *t  hath  pleafed  the  gods 
My  father's  age,  and  call  him  to  long  peace,    [remember 
He  is  gone  happy,  and  has  left  me  rich : 
Then,  as  in  grateful  virtue  I  am  bound 
To  your  free  heart,  I  do  return  thofe  talents^ 
Doubled,  with  thanks,  and  fervice,  from  whoie  help 
I  deriv'd  liberty. 

Tim.  O,  by  no  means, 
Honeft  Ventidius ;  you  miftake  my  love ; 
I  gave  it  freely  ever  ;  and  there's  none 
Can  truly  £ay,  he  gives,  if  he  receives  : 
If  our  betters  play  at  that  game,  we  muft  not  dare 
To  imitate  them ;  Faults  that  are  rich,  are  &ir. 
Fjsn.  a  noble  fpiriu 

iJiey  ^JiMd  ^eremoMio9i/ly  iooiinjg  on  TiMOtr. 
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T*iM.  Nay,  my  lords,  ceremony 
Was  but  devis'd  at  firft,  to  fet  a  glofs 
On  faint  deeds,  hollow  welcomes. 
Recanting  goodnefs,  forry  ere  'tis  fhown  ; 
But  where  there  is  true  friendfhip,  there  needs  none. 
Pray,  fit ;  more  welcome  are  ye  to  my  fortunes. 
Than  my  fortunes  to  me,  \X^^yJ^ 

I  Lord.  My  lord,  we  always  have  confefa*d  it. 

j4pbm.  Ho,  ho,confefs'd  it  ?  hang'd  it,  have  you  not 

7/j»f.  O,  Apemantus  ! — ^you  are  welcome. 

Apem.  No, 
You  (hall  not  make  me  welcome : 
I  come  to  have  thee  thruft  me  out  of  doors. 

T/Af.  Fie,  thou  art  a  churl;  you  have  got  ahumour  the 
Does  not  become  a  man,  'tis  much  to  blame :— • 
They  fay,  my  lords,  that  ira  furor  brevis  ejlj 
But  yond'  man's  ever  angry. 
Go,  let  him  have  a  table  by  himfelf ; 
For  he  does  neither  afFeft  company, 
Nor  is  he  fitxfor  it,  indeed. 

Apem.  Let  me  flay  at  thine  own  peril,  Timon ; 
I  come  to  obferve  ;  I  give  thee  warning  on't. 

7/Af .  I  take  no  heed  of  thee ;  thou  art  an  Atheniar 
therefore  welcome :  I  my felf  would  have  no  power:  'pr' 
thee,  let  my  meat  make  thee  filent, 

Apem.  I  fcom  thy  meat;  'twould  choke  me,  for  I  fhou 
Ne'er  flatter  thee. — O  you  gods !  what  a  number 
Of  men  eat  Timon,  and  he  fees  them  not ! 
It  grieves  me,  to  fee  fo  many  dip  their  meat 
In  one  man's  blood ;  and  all  the  madnefs  is. 
He  cheers  them  up  too. 

I  wonder,  men  dare  trufl  themfelves  with  men  : 
MethinkSy  they  fhould  invite  them  without  knives  ; 
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Good  for  their  meat,  and  fafer  for  their  lives. 
There's  much  example  for*t ;  the  fellow,  that 
Sits  next  him  now,  parts  bread  with  him,  and  pledges 
The  breath  of  him  in  a  divided  draught. 
Is  the  readied  man  to  kill  him  :  it  has  been  proved. 
HI 

Were  a  huge  man,  I  fliould  fear  to  drink  at  meals  ; 
Left  they  fhould  fpy  my  wind  pipe's  dangerous  notes : 
Great  men  fhould  drink  with  harnefs  on  their  throats. 
Tim.  My  lord,  in  heart ;  and  let  the  health  go  round. 
2  Lord.  Let  it  flow  this  way,  my  good  lord. 
A?EM.  Flow  this  way  ! 
A  brave  fellow  ! — he  keeps  his  tides  well.     Timon, 
Thofe  healths  will  make  thee,  and  thy  (late,  look  ill. 
Here's  that,  which  is  too  weak  to  be  a  finner, 
Honeft  water,  which  ne'er  left  man  i'the  mire  : 
This,  and  my  food,  are  equals  ;  there's  no  odds. 
Feafts  are  too  proud  to  give  thanks  to  the  gods. 
Apemantus's  Grace. 
Immortal  gods ^  I  crave  no  pelf  ; 
I  pray  for  no  man  but  myfelf: 
Grant  I  may  never  prove  fofond^ 
To  truji  man  on  bis  oath  or  bond ; 
Or  a  harlot^  for  ber  weeping  ; 
Or  a  dog^  tbatfeems  ajleeping ; 
Or  a  keeper  with  my  freedom ; 
Or  my  friends^  if  IJbould  need  ^em. 
Amen.     So  fall  to' t: 

Rich  menjin^  and  I  eat  root.        \Eats  and  drinks. 
Much  good  dich  thy  good  heart,  Apemantus ! 
Tim.   Captain  Alcibiades,  your  heart's  in  the  field 

now. 
Alcib.  My  heart  is  ever  at  your  fervice,  my  lord. 
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Tim.  You  had  rather  be  at  a  breakfaft  o^  enemies,  thai 
a  dinner  of  friends. 

Alcib.  So  they  were  bleeding-new,  my  lord,  there*s  nc 
meat  Uke  them  ;  I  could  wifh  my  beft  friend  at  fuch  \ 
feaft. 

Apem.  'Would  all  thofe  flatterers  were  thine  enemies 
then ;  that  then  thou  might'ft  kill  *em,  and  bid  me  to  'cm. 

I  Lord.  Might  we  but  have  that  happinefs,  my  lord, 
that  you  would  once  ufe  our  hearts,  whereby  we  might 
exprefs  fome  part  of  our  zeals,  we  Ihould  think  ourfelvea 
for  ever  perfedl. 

Tim.  O,  no  doubt,  my  good  friends,  but  the  gods  them- 
felves  have  provided  that  I  fliall  have  much  help  from  youj 
How  had  you  been  my  friends  clfe  ?  why  have  you  that 
charitable  title  from  thoufands,  did  you  not  chiefly  be- 
long to  my  heart  ?  I  have  told  more  of  you  to  myfelf 
than  you  can  with  modefty  fpeak  in  your  own  behalf; 
and  thus  far  I  confirm  yoiu  O,  you  gods,  think  I,  what 
need  we  have  any  friends,  if  we  ftiould  never  have  neec 
of  them  ?  they  were  the  mofl:  needlefs  creatures  living 
Ihould  we  ne'er  have  ufe  for  them  :  and  would  moft  re 
femble  fweet  inftruments  hung  up  in  cafes,  that  keej 
their  founds  to  thcmfelves.  Why,  I  have  often  wifhV 
myfelf  poorer,  that  I  might  come  nearer  to  you,  Wfe  ar< 
born  to  do  benefits :  and  what  better  or  properer  can  w< 
call  our  own,  than  the  riches  of  our  friends  ?  O,  what  2 
precious  comfort  'tis,  to  have  fo  many,  like  brothers 
commanding  one  another's  fortunes  !  O  joy,  e'en  mad( 
.  away  ere  it  can  be  bom !  Mine  eyes  cannot  hold  ou 
water,  methinks  :  to  forget  their  faults,  I  drink  to  you, 

Apem.  Thou  weep'ft  to  make  them  drink,  Timon. 

a  Lord.  Joy  had  the  like  conception  in  our  eyes. 
And,  at  that  inilant,  like  a  babe  fprung  up, 

I 


riMON  OF  ATHENS.  IJ 

Apsm.  Ho,  ho!  I  laugh  to  think  that  babe  a  baftard. 
j  Lord.  I  promife  you,  my  lord,  you  mov*d  me  much. 

Apmm.  Much !  [Tucket  founded. 

Tim.  What  means  that  trump  ? — How  now  ? 
Enter  a  Sbufant. 

Serf.  Pleafe  you,  my  lord,  there  are  certain  ladies 
mod  defirous  of  admittance* 

Tim.  Ladies  I  What  are  their  wills  ? 

Serf.  There  comes  with  them  a  forerunner,  my  lord, 
which  bears  that  office,  to  fignify  their  pleafures. 

Tjm.  I  pray,  let  them  be  admitted. 
Enter  Cupid. 

Cup.  Hail  to  thee,  worthy  Timon ; — and  to  all 
That  of  his  bounties  tafte ! — ^The  five  bed  fenfes 
AcLnowledge  thee  their  patron ;  and  come  freely 
To  gratulate  thy  plenteous  bofom :  The  ear, 
Tafte,  touch,  fmell,  all  pleas'd  from  thy  table  rife ; 
They  only  now  come  but  to  feaft  thine  eyes. 

fiM.  They  are  welcome  all ;  let  them  have  kind  ad- 
mittance :-^ 
i  Mofick,  make  their  welcome.  [Exit  Cupid. 

I  Lord.  You  fee,  my  lord,  how  ample  you  are  bclov'd. 
Ibflici.  Re-enter  Cupid,  with  a  ma/que  of  Ladies  as  Anuh- 

ions,  with  lutes  in  tbeir  bands,  dancing,  and  playing. 

Apem.  Hey  day !  what  a  fweep  of  vanity  comes  this 
Ihcy  dance !  they  are  mad  women.  [^''^y  • 

like  madnefs  is  the  glory  of  this  life, 
Asdiis  pomp  fliows  to  a  little  oil,  and  root« 
Wie  make  ourfelves  fools,  to  difport  ourfelves ; 
Ai^  fpend  our  flatteries,  to  drink  thofe  men, 
I^OQ  whofe  age  we  void  it  up  again. 
With  poifonous  fpite,  and  envy.    Who  lives,  that's  not 
Depraved,  or  depraves  \  who  dies,  that  bears 

Vol.  V.  B 
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Not  one  fpum  to  their  graves  of  their  friends*  gift  ? 
I  fhould  fear,  thofe,  that  dance  before  me  now. 
Would  one  day  ftamp  upon  me :  It  has  been  done ; 
Men  fhut  their  doors  againft  a  fetting  fun. 
Tie  Lords  rife  from  table,  with  much  adoring  of  Ti  mon  ;  and 

tofhow  tbeir  loves ,  each  fingles  out  an  Amazon,  and  d 

dance,  men  with  women,  a  lofty ^rain  or  two  to  the  baut 

boys,  and  ceafe. 

Tim.  You  have  done  our  pleafures  much  grace,  fei 
Set  a  fair  faftiion  on  our  entertainment,  [ladies 

Which  was  not  half  fo  beautiful  and  kind ; 
You  have  added  worth  unto*t,  and  lively  luftre, 
And  entertained  me  with  mine  own  device ; 
I  am  to  thank  you  for  it. 

I  LjIDT.  My  lord,  you  take  us  even  at  the  bed, 

Apem.  'Faith,  for  the  worft  is  filthy ;  and  would  no 
hold  taking,  I  doubt  me. 

Tim.  Ladies,  there  is  an  idle  banquet 
Attends  you :  Pleafe  you  to  difpofe  yourfelves. 

All  Lad.  Moft  thankfully,  my  lord. 

[Exeunt  Cupid  and  Ladies 

Tim.  Flavins,— — 

Flaf.  My  lord. 

Tim.  The  little  cafket  bring  me  hither. 

Flaf.  Yes,  my  lord — More  jewels  yet ! 
There  is  no  eroding  him  in  his  humour ;  [AJidt 

Elfe  I  fhould  tell  him,— Well,_i'faith,  I  ftiould, 
When  airs  fpent,  he'd  be  crofs'd  then,  an  he  could. 
'Tis  pity,  bounty  had  not  eyes  behind ; 
That  man  might  ne'er  be  wretched  for  his  mind. 

\^Exit,  and  returns,  with  tbc  cajkei 

I  LoKD.  Where  be  our  men  ? 

Sekv.  Here^  my  lord,  in  readinefs. 
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2  Lord.  Our  horfes. 

fiM.  O  my  friends,  I  have  one  word 
To  fay  to  you : — Look  you,  my  good  lord,  I  muft 
Entreat  you;  honour  me  fo  much^  as  to 
Advance  this  jewel ; 
Accept,  and  wear  it,  kind  my  lord. 

I  Lord.  I  am  fo  far  already  in  your  gifts,-^ 

Jll.  So  are  we  all. 

Enter  a  Sbrfant, 

Serf.  My  lord,  there  are  certain  nobles  of  the  fenate 
Newly  alighted,  and  come  to  vifit  you. 

Tim.  They  are  fairly  welcome^ 

FiJF.  I  befeech  your  honour, 
Vouchfafe  me  a  word ;  it  does  concern  you  near. 

Tim.  Near  ?  why  then  another  time  I'll  hear  thee : 
I  pr'ythee,  let  us  be  provided 
To  fliow  them  entertainment. 

Fljf.  I  fcarce  know  how,  {,^Jtdc. 

Enter  another  Sbrfant. 

2  Serf.  May  it  pleafe  your  honour,  the  lord  Lucius, 
Out  of  his  free  love,  hath  prefented  to  you 

Four  milk-white  horfes,  trapped  in  filver. 
Tim.  I  fhall  accept  them  fairly :  let  the  prefents 
Enter  a  third  Sbrfant. 
Be  worthily  entertain'd.-^How  now,  what  news  ? 

3  Serf.  Pleafe  you,  my  lord,  that  honourable  gentle- 
man, lord  Lucullus,  entreats  your  company  to-morrow 
to  hunt  with  him  j  and  has  fent  your  honour  two  brace 
of  greyhounds. 

Tim.  m  hunt  with  him ;  And  let  them  be  receiv'd^ 
Not  without  fair  reward. 

Flaf.  [Afide.'\  What  will  this  come  to  ? 
He  commands  us  to  provide,  and  give  great  gifts, 

Bij 
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And  all  out  of  an  empty  coffer. 

Nor  will  he  know  his  purfe ;  or  yield  me  thif ^ 

To  (how  him  what  a  beggar  his  heart  is, 

Being  of  no  power  to  vosikt  his  wiflies  good; 

His  promifes  fly  fo  beyond  his  ftate. 

That  what  he  fpeaks  is  all  in  debt,  he  owes 

For  every  word  ;  he  is  fo  kind,  that  he  now 

Pays  intereft  for't ;  his  land^s  put  to  their  books. 

Well,  'would  I  were  gently  put  out  of  office. 

Before  I  were  forc'd  out ! 

Happier  is  he  that  has  no  friend  to  feed. 

Than  fuch  as  do  even  enemies  exceed. 

I  bleed  inwardly  for  my  lord.  [Exit* 

I'iM.  You  do  yourfelvcs 
Much  wrong,  you  bate  too  much  of  your  own  merits : — 
Here,  my  lord  ;  a  trifle  of  our  love  [ceivc  it* 

2  Lord.  With  more  than  common  thanks  I  will  re*^ 
5  Lord.  O,  he  is  the  very  foul  of  bounty ! 
Tim.  And  now  I  remember  me,  my  lord,  you  gave 
Good  words  the  other  day  of  a  bay  courier 
I  rode  on :  it  is  yours,  becaufe  you  lik'd  it. 

2  Lord.  I  befeech  you,  pardon  me,  my  lord,  in  that. 
Tjm.  You  may  take  my  word,  my  lord ;  I  know^  no  maft 
Can  jufl:ly  praife,  but  what  he  docs  affed : 
I  weigh  my  friend's  affedion  with  mine  own ; 
I'll  tell  you  true.     Pll  call  on  you. 
Ail  Lords.  None  fo  welcome. 
Tim.  I  take  all  and  your  feveral  vifitations 
So  kind  to  heart,  *tis  not  enough  to  give  ; 
Methinks,  I  could  deal  kingdoms  to  my  friends. 

And  ne'er  be  weary Alcibiades, 

Thou  art  a  foldier,  therefore  feklom  rich. 
It  comes  in  charity  to  thee  :  for  all  thy  living 
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h  toongft  the  dead ;  and  all  the  lands  thou  haft 
lie  in  a  pitch'd  field. 

Ac/j.  Ay,  defiled  land,  my  lord. 

I  Lord.  We  arc  fo  virtuoufly  bound;<P«..~ 

Tim.  And  fo 
Am  I  to  you. 

a  Lord.  So  infinitely  endear^d,^  m,,, 

Tim.  All  to  you — Lights,  more  lights. 

I  Lord.  The  bcft  of  happinels. 
Honour,  and  fortunes,  keep  with  you,  lord  Timon ! 

Tim.  Ready  for  his  friends. 

[Exeunt  jIlcibudms,  Lords^  i^c. 

Apbm.  What  a  coil^s  here ! 
Serving  of  becks,  and  jutting  out  of  bums  ! 
I  doubt  whether  their  legs  be  worth  the  fums 
That  are  given  for  'em.     Friendfhip's  full  of  dregs : 
Methinks,  &Ife  hearts  fhould  never  have  found  legs. 
Thus  honeft  fools  lay  out  their  wealth  on  court'fies. 

Tim.  Now,  Apemantus,  if  thou  wert  not  fuUen, 
Td  be  good  to  thee. 

Apbm.  No,  I'll  nothing  :  for. 
If  I  fhould  be  brib'd  too,  there  would  be  none  left 
To  rail  upon  thee ;  and  then  thou  would'ft  fin  the  fafter. 
Thou  giv'flt  fo  long,  Timon,  I  fear  me,  thou 
Wilt  give  away  tbyfelf  in  paper  (hortly : 
What  need  thefe  fi?afis,  pomps,  and  vain  glories  ? 

Tm.  Nay, 
An  you  begin  to  rail  on  fociety  once, 
lam  fwom,  not  to  give  regard  to  you. 
Farewell ;  and  come  with  better  mufick.  [Exit. 

Apbm.  So ;  ■■■■■ 
Thou'k  not  hear  me  now,.^thou  ftialt  not  then, — Fll  lock 
Thy  heaven  from  thee.     O,  that  men's  ears  fhould  be 

Biij 
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To  counfel  deaf,  but  not  to  flattery !  \Exk. 

Act  11. 

SCENE  I.    Tie  fame.    ARoom  in  a  Senatok^s  Houfe. 

Enter  a  Senator,  with  papers  in  bis  band. 

Sen.  And  late,  five  thouland  to  Varro ;  and  to  Ifidorc 
He  owes  nine  thoufand  ;  befides  my  former  fum. 
Which  makes  it  five  and  twenty. — Still  in  motion 
Of  raging  wafte  ?  It  cannot  hold  ;  it  will  not; 
If  I  want  gold,  fteal  but  a  beggar*s  dog. 
And  give  it  Timon,  why,  the  dog  coins  gold : 
If  I  would  fell  my  horfe,  and  buy  twenty  more 
Better  than  he,  why,  give  my  horfe  to  Timon, 
Aik  nothing,  give  it  him,  it  foals  me,  ftraight, 
And  able  horfes  :  No  porter  at  his  gate ; 
But  rather  one  that  fmiles,  and  ftill  invites 
All  that  pafs  by.     It  cannot  hold ;  no  reafon 
Can  found  his  (late  in  fafety.     Caphis,  ho  \ 
Caphis,  I  fay ! 

Enter  Caphis. 

Caph.  Here,  fir ;  What  is  your  pleafure  ? 

Sen.  Get  on  your  cloak,  and  hafte  you  to  lord  Timon  % 
Importune  him  for  my  monies  ;  be  not  ceas'd 
With  flight  denial ;  nor  then  filenc'd,  when — 
Commend  me  to  your  majlcr — and  the  cap 
IPlays  in  the  right  hand,  thus : — but  tell  him,  firrah^ 
My  ufes  cry  to  me,  I  muft  ferve  my  turn 
Out  of  mine  own  ;  his  days  and  times  are  pafl:. 
And  my  reliances  on  his  fraded  dates 
Have  fmit  my  credit :  I  love,  and  honour  him  ; 
But  muft  not  break  my  back,  to  heal  his  finger : 
Immediate  are  my  needs  ;  and  my  relief 
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Muft  not  be  tofs'd  and  turned  to  me  in  words, 

But  find  fupply  immediate.     Get  you  gone : 

Put  on  a  mod  importunate  afped, 

A  vifage  of  demand ;  for,  I  do  fear, 

When  every  feather  flicks  in  his  own  wing. 

Lord  Timon  will  be  left  a  naked  gull, 

Which  flafhes  now  a  phoenix.     Get  you  gone. 

Cafh.  I  go,  fir.  , 

Sen.  I  go,  fir  ? — take  the  bonds  along  with  you. 
And  have  the  dates  in  compt, 

Caph.  I  will,  fir. 

Sen.  Go.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  11.    The  fame.    A  HaU  in  Timon's  Hou/e. 
Enter  Flafius,  with  many  bills  in  bis  band. 

Flaf.  No  care,  no  flop !  fo  fenfelefs  of  expence, 
That  he  will  neither  know  how  to  maintain  it, 
Nor  ceafe  his  flow  of  riot :  Takes  no  account 
How  things  go  from  him ;  nor  refumes  no  care 
Of  what  is  to  continue  ;  Never  mind 
Was  to  be  fo  unwife,  to  be  fo  kind. 
What  (hall  be  done  ?  He  will  not  hear,  tilj  feel : 
I  muft  be  round  with  him,  now  he  comes  from  hunting. 
Fye,  fye,  fye,  fye ! 

Enter  Caphis^  and  tbe  Servants  ^Ifidore  and  Varro. 

Cape.  Good  even,  Varro :  What, 
You  come  for  money  ? 

Vak.  Serf.  Is't  not  your  bufinefs  too  ? 

Caph.  It  is  ; — ^And  yours  too,  Ifidore  ? 

Isid.Serf.  It  is  fo. 

Caph.  'Would  we  were  all  difcharg'd ! 

Far.  Serf.  I  fear  it. 

C^PH.  Her^  comes  the  lord. 

B  mj 
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Enter  TiMON^  Alcibiades^  and  Laris^  ^c. 

Tim.  So  (bcm  as  diiiner*s  done^  we'll  forth  again». 
My  Alcibiades. — ^With  mc  ?  What's  your  will  ? 

Cape.  My  lord,  here  is  a  note  of  certain  dues. 

Tim.  Dues  ?  Whence  are  you  ? 

Cjph.  Of  Athens  here,  my  lord- 

Tim.  Go  to  my  fteward. 

Caph.  Pleafe  it  your  lordfhip,  he  hath  put  me  off 
To  the  fucceflion  of  new  days  this  month : 
My  matter  is  awak'd  by  great  occaiion. 
To  call  upon  his  own ;  and  humbly  prays  you, 
That  with  your  other  noble  parts  you'll  fuit. 
In  giving  him  his  right. 

Tim.  Mine  honed  friend, 
I  pr'ythce,  but  repair  to  roe  next  morning. 

Caph.  Nay,  good  my  lord, 

Tim.  Contain  thyfelf,  good  friend, 

Var.  Serf.  One  Varro's  fervant,  my  good  lord,-^^ 

Is  ID.  Serf.  From  Ifidore ; 
He  humbly  prays  your  fpeedy  payment, 

Caph.  If  you  did  know,  my  lord,my  matter's  wants,^— 

Far.  Serf.  Twas  due  on  forfeiture,  my  lord,  fix  weel 
And  pad,— 

Is  ID.  Serf,  Your  fteward  puts  me  off,  my  lord  ; 
And  I  am  fent  exprefsly  to  your  lordlhip. 

Tim.  Give  me  breath : -. 

I  do  befeech  you,  good  my  lords,  keep  on ; 

[Exeunt  Alcibiades  and  Lon 
Tl\  wait  on  you  inftantly.— Gome  hither,  pray  you, 

[To  Flafi] 
How  goes  the  world,  that  I  am  thus  encounter'd 
With  clamorous  demands  of  date-broke  bonds. 
And  the  detention  of  long-fince-due  debts. 
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ffinA  my  honour? 

Ftjir.  Pleafe  you,  gentlemen, 

he  time  is  unagreeable  to  this  bufinefs : 

our  importimacy  ceafe,  till  after  dimier ; 

liat  I  may  make  bis  lordihip  imderfland 

Hierefore  you  are  not  paid. 

Tim.  Do  fo,  my  friends : 
iee  them  well  entertained.  [Exit  Timon. 

Fur.  I  pray,  draw  near.         •  [Exit  Funus. 

Enter  Apemantus  and  a  Fooi. 

Cape.  Stay,  flay,  here  comes  the  fool  with  Apeman- 
tus; let's  have  fome  fport  with  'em. 

Vak.  Serf.  Hang  him,  he'll  abufe  us. 

hiD.  Serf.  A  plague  upon  him,  dog ! 

Far.  Serf.  How  doft,  fool  ? 

Jfrm.  Doft  dialogue  with  thy  (hadow  ? 

Far.  Serf.  I  fpeak  not  to  thee. 

A?EM.  No,  'tic  to  thyfelf. — Come  away.   [To  tbe  Foou 

IsiD.  Serf.  [To  Fjr.  Serf.]  There's  the  fool  hangs  on 
your  back  already. 

JpEM.  No,  thou  ftand'ft  fingle,  thou  art  not  on  him 
yet. 

Caph.  Where's  the  fool  now  ? 

JnM.  He  laft  aflc'd  the  queft;ion. — ^Poor  rogues,  and 
ufurers'  men !  bawds  between  gold  and  want ! 

Jll.  What  are  we,  Apemantus  ? 

jiPEM.  ASa. 

All  Serf.  Why  ? 

Apem.  That  you  afk  me,  what  you  are,  and  do  not 
bow  yourfelves. — Speak  to  'em,  fool. 

FoQ^  How  do  you,  gentlemen  \ 

All  Serf.  Gramercies,  jood  fool :  How  does  youU 
niftrtis? 
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Fool.  She's  e'en  fetting  on  water  to  fcald  fuch  cliickeiif 
as  you  are.   'Would,  we  could  fee  you  at  Corinth. 

Apem.  Good !  gramercy. 

Enter  Page. 

Fool.  Look  you,  here  comes  my  miftrefs'  page. 

Page.  [To  the  Fool.']  Why,  how  now,  captain?  what 
do  you  in  this  wife  company  ? — How  doft  thou,  Ape- 
mantus? 

Apem.  'Would  \  had  a  rod  in  my  mouth,  that  I  might 
anfwer  thee  profitably. 

Page.  Pr'ythee,  Apemantus,  read  me  the  fuperfcrip- 
tion  of  thefe  letters ;  I  know  not  which  is  >^hich. 

Apem.  Ganfl  not  read  \ 

Page.  No. 

Apem.  There  will  little  learning  die  then,  that  day 
thou  art  hang'd.  This  is  to  lord  Timon ;  this  to  Al- 
cibiades.  Go ;  thou  wail  born  a  baflard,  and  thou'lt  die 
a  bawd. 

Page.  Thou  waft  whelp'd  a  dog;  and  thou  (halt  famifbt 
a  dog's  death.     Anfwer  not,  I  am*  gone.         [Exit  Page. 

Apem.  Even  fo  thou  out-run'ft  grace.  Fool,  I  will  go 
with  you  to  lord  Timon's. 

Fool.  Will  you  leave  me  there } 

Apem.  If  Timon  ftay  at  home. — You  three  ferve  three 
ufurers  ? 

All  Serf.  Ay ;  'would  they  ferved  us  ! 

Apem  So  would  I, — as  good  a  trick  as  ever  hangman 
ferved  thief. 

Fool.  Are  you  three  ufurers'  men  ? 

All  Serf.  Ay,  fool. 

Fool.  I  think,  no  ufurer  but  has  a  fool  to  his  fervant: 
My  miftrefs  is  one,  and  1  am  her  fool.  When  men  come 
^o  borrow  of  your  mafters,  they  approach  fadly,  and  go 
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awaj  merry  ;  but  they  enter  my  miftrefs'  houfe  merrily« 
aod  go  away  fadly :  The  reafon  of  this  ? 
Far.  Serf.  I  could  render  one. 
JpEM.  Do  it  then,  that  we  may  account  thee  a  whore^ 
inafter,  and  a  knave ;  which  notwithftanding,  thou  ihal( 
be  no  lefs  efteemed. 
Far.  Serf.  What  is  a  whoremafter,  fool  ? 
Fool.  A  fool  in  good  clothes,  and  fomething  like  thee« 
Tis  a  fpirit :  fometime,  it  appears  like  a  lord ;  fometimc, 
like  a  lawyer ;  fometime,  like  a  philofopher,  with  two 
ftones  more  than  his  artificial  one:  He  is  very  often  like 
a  knight ;  and,  generally,  in  all  fhapes,  that  man  goes  up 
and  down  in,  from  fourfcore  to  thirteen,   this  fpirit 
walks  in. 
FjR.  Serf.  Thou  art  not  altogether  a  fool. 
Fool.   Nor  thou  altogether  a  wife  man:    as  much 
foolery  as  I  have,  fo  much  wit  thou  lack'ft. 

JpEM.  That  anfwer  might  have  become  Apemantus. 
All  Serf.  Afide,  afide;  here  comes  lord  Timon. 

Re-enter  Timon  and  Flafivs. 
Apem.  Come  with  me,  fool,  come. 
Fool.  I  do  not  always  follow  lover,  elder  brother,  and 
Foman ;  fometime,  the  philofopher. 

[Exeunt  Apemantus  and  Fool. 
FiAv  Tray  you,  walk  near;  Til  fpeak  with  you  anon. 

[Exeunt  Serf. 
^iM.  You  make  me  marvel:  Wherefore,  ere  this  time. 
Had  you  not  fully  laid  my  (late  before  me ; 
That  I  might  fo  have  rated  niy  expence, 
As  I  had  leave  of  means  ? 

Flaf.  You  would  not  hear  me. 
At  many  leifures  I  proposed. 
Tim.  Go  to : 
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Perchance,  fomc  finglc  Vantages  you  took. 
When  my  indifpofition  put  you  back ; 
And  that  unaptnefs  made  your  minifter, 
Thus  to  excufe  yourfelf. 

FiAr.  O  ray  good  lord  ! 
At  many  times  I  brought  in  my  accounts. 
Laid  them  before  you  j  you  would  throw  them  off. 
And  fay,  you  found  them  in  mine  honefty. 
When,  for  fome  trifling  prefent,  you  have  bid  me 
]RLetum  fo  much,  \  have  (hook  my  bead,  and  wept ; 
Yea,  'gainft  the  authority  of  manners,  prayM  you 
To  hold  your  hand  more  clofe  :  I  did  endure 
Not  feldom,  nor  no  flight  checks  ;  when  I  have 
Prompted  you,  in  the  ebb  of  your  eftate, 
And  your  great  flow  of  debts.     My  dear-lov'd  lord. 
Though  you  hear  now,  (too  late !)  yet  now's  a  time, 
The  greateft  of  your  having  lacks  a  half 
To  pay  your  prefent  debts. 

7/Af .  Let  aU  my  land  be  fold- 

Flav.  Tis  all  engaged,  fome  forfeited  and  gone  j 
And  what  remains  will  hardly  flop  the  mouth 
Of  prefent  dues  :  the  future  comes  apace  : 
What  fliall  defend  the  interim  ?  and  at  length 
How  goes  our  reckoning  ? 

3/if.  To  Lacedaemon  did  my  land  extend. 

Flat.  O  my  good  lord,  the  world  is  but  a  word ; 
Were  it  all  yours,  to  give  it  in  a  breath. 
How  quickly  were  it  gone  ? 

7/Af,  You  tell  me  true. 

Flav.  If  you  fufped  my  hufl)andry,  or  falfehood, 
Call  me  before  the  exadefl:  auditors. 
And  fet  me  on  the  proof.     So  the  gods  blefs  me, 
When  all  our  offices  have  been  opprefs'd 
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Wth  riotous  feeders ;  when  our  vaults  have  wept 
With  drunken  fpilth  of  wine  ;  when  every  room 
flath  bUz*d  with  lights,  and  bray'd  with  minflrelfy ; 
I  have  retir'd  me  to  a  wafleful  cock» 
And  fet  mine  eyes  at  flow. 

7/ir.  Pr'ythee,  no  more. 

Fljf.  Heavens,  have  I  laid,  the  bounty  of  this  lord! 
How  many  prodigal  bits  have  ilaves,  and  peafants. 
This  night  englutted !  Who  is  not  Timon's  f 
Whatheart,head,fword,force,means,but  is  lordTimon^s? 
Great  Tmran,  noble^  worthy,  royal  Timon  ? 
Ah !  when  the  means  are  gone,  that  buy  this  praife^ 
The  breath  is  gone  whereof  this  praife  is  made : 
Feaft-won,  faft-loft ;  one  cloud  of  winter  ihowers^ 
Thefe  flies  arc  couch'd, 

Tim.  Come,  fermon  me  no  further  : 
No  villainous  bounty  yet  hath  pafs^d  my  heart ; 
Unwifely,  not  ignobly,  have  I  given. 
Why  doft  thou  weep  ?  Canft  thou  the  confcience  lack. 
To  think  I  fhall  lack  friends  ?  Secure  thy  heart ; 
If  I  would  iH'oach  the  veflels  of  my  love. 
And  try  the  argument  of  hearts  by  borrowing. 
Men,  and  men's  fortunes,  could  I  frankly  ufe. 
As  I  can  bid  thee  fpeak. 

FijiF.  Aflurance  blefs  your  thoughts ! 

Tim.  And,  infomefort,  thefe  wants  of  mine  are  crownM^ 
That  I  account  them  blelBSngs  ;  for  by  thefe 
Shall  I  try  friends  :  You  ftiall  perceive,  how  you 
Miflake  my  fortunes  ;  I  am  wealthy  in  my  friends. 
Within  there,  ho  !— Jlaminius !  Servilius  ! 
Efitcr  Flaminivs,  Smrfilivs,  and  other  Servants. 

Serf.  My  lord,  my  lord, —  [cius,— 

Tim.  I  will  defpatch  you  feverally.— You,  to  lord  Lu- 
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To  lord  Lucullus  you  ;  I  hunted  with  his 
Honour  to-day  ; — ^You,  to  Sempronius  } 
Commend  me  to  their  loves  ;  and,  I  am  proud,  fay. 
That  my  occafions  have  found  time  to  ufe  them 
Toward  a  fupply  of  money  :  let  the  requeft 
Be  fifty  talents. 

Flam.  As  you  have  faid,  my  lord4 

Flaf.  Lord  Lucius,  and  lord  Lucullus?  humph!  {Afiia 

7*1  M.  Go  you,  fir,  [To  another  Serf.']  to  the  fenators, 
(Of  whom,  even  to  the  ftate's^beft  health,  I  have 
Deferv*d  this  hearing,)  bid  'em  fend  o'the  inflant 
A  thoufand  talents  to  me. 

Flaf.  I  have  been  bold, 
(For  that  I  knew  it  the  moft  general  way,) 
To  them  to  ufe  your  fignet,  and  your  name  5 
But  they  do  (hake  their  heads,  and  I  am  here 
No  richer  in  return. 

Tim.  h\  true  ?  can  it  be  ? 

Flaf.  They  anfwer,  in  a  joint  and  corporate  v6ic6, 
That  now  they  are  at  fall,  want  treafure,  cannot 
Do  what  they  would ;  are  forry — ^you  are  honourable,—-^ 
But  yet  they  could  have  wifh'd — they  know  not— but 
Something  hath  been  amifs— ^  noble  nature 
May  catch  a  wrench — ^would  all  were  well — ^'tis  pity— ^ 
And  fo,  intending  other  ferioxis  matters. 
After  diflateful  looks,  and  thefe  hard  fradions. 
With  certain  half-caps,  and  cold-moving  nods^ 
They  froze  me  into  filence. 

Tim.  You  gods,  reward  them  ! 
I  pr'ythee,  man,  look  cheerly :  Thefe  old  fellows 
Have  their  ingratitude  in  them  hereditary  : 
Their  blood  is  cak'd,  'tis  cold,  it  feldom  flows ; 
Tis  lack  of  kindly  warmth,  they  are  not  kind ; 
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And  nature,  as  it  grows  again  toward  earth, 

]s  £dhion'd  for  the  journey,  dull,  and  heavy.— 

Go  to  Ventidius, — [7J?  a  SERr.l  Pr'ythee,  [7i  Flafius^^ 

be  not  fad, 
Thou  art  true,  and  honeft ;  ingenioufly  I  fpeak. 
No  blame  belongs  to  thee  : — [To  Ssrf.'^  Ventidius  lately 
Bury'd  his  father ;  by  wKofe  death,  he's  ftepp'd 
Into  a  great  eftate :  when  he  was  poor, 
Imprifon'd,  and  in  fcarcity  of  friends, 
I  cleared  him  with  five  talents  :  Greet  him  from  me  j 
Bid  him  fuppofe,  fome  good  neceiBty 
Touches  his  friend,  which  craves  to  be  remember'd 
With  thofe  five  talents :-?— that  had, — [To  Flafius.']  give 

it  thefe  fellows 
To  whom  'tis  inftant  due.     Ne'er  fpeak,  or  think, 
That  Timon's  fortunes  'mong  his  friends  can  fink. 
Flaf.  I  would,  I  could  not  think  it ;  That  thought  is 

bounty's  foe ; 
Being  free  itfelf,  it  thinks  all  others  fo.  [Exeum. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I.    Tie  fame.   A  Room  in  Lucull  us^s  Hou/e. 

Flaminius  waitifig.    Enter  a  Sbrfant  to  bim. 

Sbrf.  I  have  told  my  lord  of  you,  he  is  coming  down 
to  you. 
Flam.  I  thank  you,  fir. 

Enter  Lucullus. 
Serf.  Here's  my  lord. 

LucuL.  [AJide.']  One  of  lord  Timon*s  men  ?  a  gift,  I 
warrant.  Why,  this  hits  right ;  I  dreamt  of  a  filver  ba- 
fon  and  ewer  to-night.     Flaminius,  honefl  Flaminius ; 

you  are  very  refpedively  welcome,  fir. ^Fill  me  fome 
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wine. — [Exit  Serf  ant."]  And  haw  docs  that  honourable, 
complete,  free-hearted  gentleman  of  Athens,  thy  very 
tMuntiful  good  lord  and  mailer  ? 

Flam.  His  health  is  well,  fir. 

LucuL.  I  am  r^ht  glad  that  his  health  is  well,  fir : 
And  what  hail  thou  there  under  thy  cloak,  pretty  Fkh 
minius  ? 

Flam.  'Faith,  nothing  but  an  empty  box,  fir;  which, 
in  my  lord^s  behalf,  I  come  to  entreat  your  honoar  to 
fupply;  who,  having  great  and  inilant  occafion  touie 
fifty  talents,  hath  fent  to  your  lordihip  to  fumiih  him ; 
nothing  doubting  your  prefent  aifiilance  therein. 

LucuL.  La,  la,  la,  la,-— nothing  doubting,  fays  he?  alaf, 
good  lord !  a  noble  gentleman  'tis,  if  he  would  not  keep 
fo  good  a  houfe.  Many  a  time  and  often  I  have  dined 
with  him,  and  told  him  on't ;  and  come  again  to  fiqppa 
to  him,  of  purpofe  to  have  him  fpend  lefs :  and  yec  he 
would  embrace  no  counfel,take  no  warning,  by  my  com- 
ing. Every  man.  has  his  fault,  and  honeily  is  his  j  1 
have  told  him  on't,  but  I  could  never  get  him  from  it. 
Re-enter  Sea  fan  r,  with  wine. 

Serf.  Pleafe  your  lordihip,  here  is  the  wine. 

LucvL.  Flaminius,  I  have  noted  thee  always  wife. 
Here's  to  thee. 

Flam.  Your  lordihip  fpeaks  your  pleafure. 

LucuL.  I  have  obferved  thee  always  for  a  towardly 
prompt  fpirit, — give  thee  thy  due,--.and  one  that  knows 
what  belongs  to  reafon ;  and  canil  ufe  the  time  well,  if 
the  time  ufe  thee  well :  good  parts  in  thee*— C5et  you 
gone,  iirrah,  [To  tie  Semfant^  who  goct  02i/.}---Draw 
nearer,  honeil  Flaminius.  Thy  lord's  a  bountiful  gen* 
tleman :  but  thou  art  wife ;  and  thou  know^ft  well 
enough,  although  thou  comeil  to  me,  that  this  is  no  time 
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to  lend  money ;  efpecially  upon  bare  friendfliip,  with- 
out fecurity.  Here's  three  folidates  for  thee;  good  boy, 
wink  at  me,  and  fay,  thou  faw'ft  me  not.  Fare  thee  welL 

Flam.  Is*t  poflible,  the  world  fhould  fo  much  diflfer ; 
And  we  alive,  that  Uv'd  ?  Fly,  damned  bafenefs, 
To  him  that  worfhips  thee.       [T'browing  the  money  away. 

LvcuL.  Ha  \  Now  I  fee,  thou  art  a  fool,  and  fit  for  thy 
mailer.  ^  [Exit  Lucullvs. 

Flam.  May  thefe  add  to  the  number  that  may  fcald 
Let  molten  coin  be  thy  damnation,  [thee! 

Thou  difeafe  of  a  friend,  and  not  himfelf ! 
Has  friendfhip  fuch  a  faint  and  milky  heart. 
It  turns  in  lefs  than  two  nights  ?  O  ye  gods, 
I  feel  my  matter's  paflion !  This  flave 
Unto  his  honour,  has  my  lord's  meat  in  him  : 
Why  fhould  it  thrive,  and  turn  to  nutriment, 
When  he  is  tum'd  to  poifon  ? 
0,  may  difeafes  only  work  upon't ! 
And,  when  he  is  lick  to  death,  let  not  that  part  of  nature 
Which  my  lord  paid  for,  be  of  any  power 
To  expel  ficknefs,  but  prolong  his  hour  !  [Exit. 

SCENE  II.    "The  fame.    A  publick  Place. 
Enter  Lucius,  with  three  Strangers. 
Luc.  Who,  the'lord  Timon  ?  he  is  my  very  good  friend, 
and  an  honourable  gentleman. 

I  Stran.  We  know  him  for  no  lefs,  though  we  are 

but  ftrangers  to  him.     But  I  can  tell  you  one  thing,  my 

lord,  and  which  I  hear  from  common  rumours ;  now 

lord  Timon's  happy  hours  are  done  and  paft,  and  his 

e/late  fhrinks  from  him. 

Luc.  Fye,  no,  do  not  believe  it ;  he  cannot  want  for 
money. 
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2  Stran.  But  believe  you  this,  my  lord,  that,  not  long 
ago,  one  of  his  men  was  with  the  lord  Lucullus,  to  bor- 
row fo  many  talents ;  nay,  urged  extremely  for't,  and 
fhow^d  what  neceflity  belonged  to't,  and  yet  was  denied* 

Lvc.  How  ? 

2  Stran.  I  tell  you,  denied,  my  lord. 

Lvc.  What  a  ftrange  cafe  was  that  ?  now,  before  the 
gods,  I  am  afham'd  on't.  Denied  that  honourable  man? 
there  was  very  little  honour  fhow'd  in't.  For  my  own 
part,  I  muft  needs  confefs,  I  have  received  fome  fmall 
kindnefles  from  him,  as  money,  plate,  jewels,  and  fiich 
like  trifles,  nothing  comparing  to  his ;  yet,  had  he  mif- 
took  him,  and  fent  to  me,  I  fhould  ne'er  have  denied  his 
occafion  fo  many  talents. 

Enter  Sertilius. 

Ser.  See,  by  good  hap,  yonder's  my  lord ;  I  have  fweat 
to  fee.  his  honour. — My  honoured  lord, [To  Lucius. 

Luc.  Servilius !  you  are  kindly  met,  fir.  Fare  thee 
well  :-^Commend  me  to  thy  honourable-virtuous  lord, 
my  very  exquifite  friend. 

Ser.  May  it  pleafe  your  honour,  my  lord  hath  fent— 

Luc.  Ha  !  what  has  he  fent  ?  I  am  fo  much  endear'd 
to  that  lord ;  he's  ever  fending  :  How  fhall  I  thank  him, 
think'ft  thou  ?  And  what  has  he  fent  now  ? 

Ser.  He  has  only  fent  his  prefent  occafion  liow,  my 
lord ;  requefting  your  lordfiiip  to  fupply  his  inftant  ufe 
with  fo  many  talents. 

Luc.  I  know,  his  lordfliip  is  but  merry  with  me  ; 
He  cannot  want  fifty-five  hundred  talents. 

Ser.  But  in  the  mean  time  he  wants  lefs,  my  lord. 
If  his  occafion  were  not  virtuous, 
I  fliould  not  urge  it  half  fo  faithfully. 

Luc.  Doft:  thou  fpeak  ferioufly,  Servilius.^ 
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Sbk.  Upon  my  foul,  'tis  true,  fir. 

Lac.  What  a  wicked  bead  was  I,  to  disfurnifh  tnyfelf 
againft  fuch  a  good  time,  when  I  might  have  fhown  my- 
felf  honourable?  how  unluckily  it  happened,  that  I  (hould 
pnrchafe  the  day  before  for  a  little  part,  and  undo  a 
great  deal  of  honout  ? — Servilius,  now  before  the  gods, 
I  am  not  able  to  do't ;  the  more  beaft,  I  fay  : — ^I  was 
fending  to  ufe  lord  Timon  myfelf,  thefe  gentlemen  can 
witnefs ;  but  I  would  not,  for  the  wealth  of  Athens,  I 
had  done  it  now.    Commend  me  bountifully  to  his  good 
lordftiip ;  and  I  hope,  his  honour  will  conceive  the  fair- 
eft  of  me,  becaufe  I  have  no  power  to  be  kind  : — And 
tell  him  this  from  me,  I  count  it  one  of  my  greateft  af- 
fli^ons,  fay,  that  I  cannot  pleafure  fuch  an  honourable 
gentleman.     Good  Servilius,  will  you  befriend  me  fo 
fer,  as  to  ufe  mine  own  words  to  him  ? 
Srk.  Yes,  fir,  I  fhall. 
Ujc.  I  will  look  you  out  a  good  turn,  Servilius. — 

[Exit  SBRriLius. 
True,  as  you  faid,  Timon  is  flirunk,  indeed  } 
And  he,  that's  once  denied,  will  hardly  fpeed. 

^    [Exit  LuciuSf 

1  Stran.  Do  you  obferve  this,  Hoftilius  ? 

2  Stran.  Ay,  too  well. 
I  Stran.  Why  this 

Is  the  world's  foul ;  and  juft  of  the  fame  piece 
Is  every  flatterer's  fpirit.    Who  can  call  him 
His  friend,  that  dips  in  the  fame  difli  ?  for,  in 
Mjr  knowing,  Timon  has  been  this  lord's  father. 

And  kept  his  credit  with  his  purfe  ; 

Supported  his  eftate  ;  nay,  Timon's  money 

Has  paid  his  men  their  wages  :  He  ne'er  drinks^ 

But  Timon's  filver  treads  upon  his  lip  j 
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And  yet,  (O,  fee  the  monftroufnefs  of  man 
When  he  looks  out  in  an  ungrateful  (hape !) 
He  does  deny  him,  in  refped  of  his, 
What  charitable  men  afford  to  beggars. 

3  Stran.  Religion  groans  at  it. 

I  Stran.  For  mine  own  part, 
I  never  tafted  Timon  in  my  life, 
Nor  came  any  of  his  bounties  over  me, 
To  mark  me  for  his  friend ;  yet,  I  proteft. 
For  his  right  noble  mind,  illuftrious  virtue, 
And  honourable  carriage. 
Had  his  neceflity  made  ufe  of  me, 
"I  would  have  put  my  wealth  into  donation, 
And  the  beft  half  ftiould  have  returned  to  him. 
So  much  I  love  his  heart :  But,  1  perceive, 
Men  muft  learn  now  with  pity  to  difpenfe ; 
For  policy  fits  above  confcience.  [Exeimt. 

SCENE  III.    T^efame.  A  Roomin  Sempronius^s  Houfc. 
Enter  Sempronius^  and  a  Servant  ^Timon's. 

Sem.  Muft  he  needs  trouble  me  in't  ?  Humph !  'Bove 
all  others  ? 
He  might  have  tried  lord  Lucius,  or  LucuUus  j 
And  now  Ventidius  is  wealthy  too, 
Whom  he  redeemed  from  prifon  :  All  thefe  three 
Owe  their  eftates  unto  him. 

Serf.  O  my  lord. 
They  have  all  been  touched,  and  found  bafc  metal ;  fof 
They  have  all  deny'd  him  ? 

Sem.  How  !  have  they  deny'd  him  ? 
Has  Ventidius  and  LucuUus  deny'd  him  ?    ' 
And  does  he  fend  to  me  ?  Three  ?  humph  I— 
It  fliows  but  little  love  or  judgement  in  him. 
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I  be  his  laft  refuge  ?  His  friends,  like  phyficians, 
Thrive,  give  him  over ;  Muft  I  take  the  cure  upon  me  ? 
He  has  much  difgrac'd  me  in*t ;  I  am  angry  at  him, 
That  might  have  known  my  place  :  I  fee  no  fenfe  for't, 
/But  his  occafions  might  have  woo'd  me  firft ; 
For,  in  my  confcience,  I  was  the  firft  man 
That  e'er  received  gift  from  him^ : 
And  does  he  think^  fo  backwardly  of  me  now. 
That  rU  requite  it  laft  ?  No :  So  it  may  prove 
An  argument  of  laughter  to  the  reft. 
And  I  aiAongft  the  lords  be  thought  a  fool. 
I  had  rather  than  the  worth  of  thrice  the  fum, 
He  had  fent  to  me  firft,  but  for  my  mind's  fake ; 
I  had  fuch  a  courage  to  do  him  good.     But  now  return, 
And  with  their  faint  reply  this  anfwer  join ; 
Who  bates  mine  honour,  fliall  not  know  my  coin, 

^  •  lExit. , 

Serf.  Excellent  I    Your  lordftiip's  a  goodly  villain. 
The  devil  knew  not  what  he  did,  when  he  made  man 

r  politick ;  he  crofs'd  himfelf  by't :   and  I  cannot  think, 
hut,  in  the  end,  the  villainies  of  man  will  fet  him  clear. 
How  fairly  this  lord  ftrives  to  appear  foul  ?   takes  virtu- 
ous copies  to  be  wicked ;  like  thofe  that,  under  hot  ar- 
dent zeal,  would  fet  whole  realms  on  fire. 
Of  fuch  a  nature  is  his  politick  love. 
This  was  ray  lord's  beft  hope ;  now  all  are  fled, 
Save  the  gods  only  :  Now  his  friends  are  dead. 
Doors,  that  were  ne'er,  acquainted  with  their  wards 

Many  a  bounteous  year,  muft  be  employ'd 

Now  to  guard  fure  their  mafter. 

And  this  is  all  a  liberal  courfe  allows  ; 

Who  cannot  keep  his  wealth,  muft  keep  his  houfe. 
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SCENE  IF.  T:befame.  A  Hall  in  "Timon's  Houfe. 
Enter  two  Servants  of  Varro,  and  the  Servant 

Lucius,  meeting  Titus,  Hortensius,  and  other  Se 

vants  to  TiMON^s  Creditors,  waiting  bis  coming  out. 

Far.  Serf.  Well  met ;  good-morrow,  Titus  and  Ho 

Tit.  The  like  to  you,  kind  Varro,  [tenfii: 

HoR.  Lucius  ? 
What,  do  we  meet  together  ? 

Luc.  Serf.  Ay,  and,  I  think. 
One  bufinefs  does  command  us  all ;  for  mine 
Is  money. 

Tit.  So  is  theirs  and  ours. 

JZnier  Philotus^ 

Luc.  Serf.  And  fir 
Philotus  top ! 

Phi.  Good  day  at  once. 

Luc.  Serf.  Welcome,  good  brother. 
What  do  you  tbink  the  hour  ? 

Phi.  Labouring  for  nine. 

Luc.  Serf.  So  much  ? 

Fhi.  Is  not  my  lord  feen  yet  ^ 

Luc.  Serf.  Not  yet. 

Fhi.  I  wonder  on't ;  he  was  wont  to  fhine  at  feven. 

Luc.  Serf.  Ay , but  the  days  are  waxed  fhorterwithhim 
You  muft  confider,  that  a  prodigal  courfe 
Is  like  the  fun's ;  but  not,  like  his,  recoverable. 
I  fear, 

*Tis  deepeft  winter  iA  lord  Timon*s  purfe ; 
That  is,  one  may  reach  deep  enough,  and  yet 
Find  little. 

Phi.  I  am  of  your  fear  for  that. 

TiT'  rU  fhow  you, how  to  obferve  a  flrange  event. 
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Your  lord  fends  now  for  monev. 

HoR.  Moll  true,  he  does. 

Tit.  And  hq  wears  jewels  now  of  Timon's  gift, 
For  which  I  wait  for  money. 

HoR.  It  is  againft  my  heart. 
Lac.  Serf.  Mark,  how  ftrange  it  fhows, 
Timon  in  this  fhould  pay  more  than  he  owes : 
And  e'en  as  *if  your  lord  fhould  wear  rich  jewels, 
And  fend  for  money  for  'em. 

HoR.  I  am  weary  of  this  charge,  the  gods  can  witnefs  : 
I  know,  my  lord  hath  fpent  of  Timoti's  wealth. 
And  now  ingratitude  makes  it  worfe^than  fteakh. 

1  Var.  SerV.   Yes,  mine's  three  thoufand  crowns  : 
.    What's  yours  ? 

Lvc.  Serf.  Five  thoufand  mine.  [the  fum, 

I  Var.  Serf.  'Tis  much  deep  :  and  it  fhould  feem  by 
Your  mafler's  confidence  was  above  mint ; 
Elfe,  furely,  his-  had  equall'd. 

Enter  Flam  IN lus. 

7/r.  One  of  lord  Timon%  men. 

Luc.  Serf.  Flaminius  !  fir,  a  word  :  'Pray,  is  my  lord 
ready  to  come  forth  ? 

TuM.  No,  indeed,  he  is  not. 

J/r.  We  attend  his  lordfhip  ;  'pray,  fignify  fo  much. 

Flam.  I  need  not  tell  him  that  j  he  knows,  you  are 
too  diligent.  \^Exit  Flaminius. 

Enter  Flafius  in  a  cloak,  muffled. 

Lvc.  Serf.  Ha !  is  not  that  his  fleward  muffled  fo  ? 
He  goes  away  in  a  cloud :  call  him,  call  him.  • 

7/r.  Do  you  hear,  fir  ? 

I  VjR.  Serf.  By  your  leave,  fir, — • 

Fljf.  What  do  you  afk  of  me,  my  friend  ? 

fjT.  We  wait  for  certain  money  here,  fir* 
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Flap.  Ay, 
If  money  were  as  certain  as  your  waiting, 
'Twcre  fure  enough.     Why  then  preferred  you  not 
Your  funis  and  bills,  when  your  falfe  mailers  eat 
Of  my  lord's  meat  ?  Then  they  could  fmile,  and  fawn 
Upon  his  debts,  and  take  down  th'  intereft 
Into  their  gluttonous  maws.  You  do  yourfelvesbut  wrong, 
To  ftir  me  up ;  let  me  pafs  quietly : 
Believe't,  my  lord  and  I  have  made  an  end ; 
I  have  no  more  to  reckon,  he  to  fpend. 

Lvc.  Serf.  Ay,  but  this  anfwer  will  not  ferve. 

Flaf.  If  'twill  not, 
*Tis  not  fo  bafe  as  you  ;  for  you  ferve  ktiaves.       [Exit. 

1  Far.  Serf.  How !  what  does  his  calhier'd  worfhip 
mutter  ? 

2  Far.  Serf.  No  matter  what ;  he's  poor,  and  that's 
revenge  enough.  ^Vho  can  fpeak  broader  than  he  that 
has  no  houfe  to  put  his  head  in  ?  fuch  may  rail  againft 
great  buildiftgs. 

Enter  Serfilius. 

7'iT.  O,  here's  Servilius ;  now  we  {hall  know 
Some  anfwer. 

Ser.  If  I  might  befeech  you,  gentlemen, 
To  repair  fome  other  hour,  I  ftiould  much 
Derive  from  it :  for,  take  it  on  my  foul. 
My  lord  leans  wond'roufly  to  difcontent. 
His  comfortable  temper  has  forfook  him ; 
He  is  much  out  of  health,  and  keeps  his  cliamber. 

Luc.  Serf.  Many  do  keep  their  chambers,  are  not  fick : 
And,  if  it  be  fo  far  beyond  his  health, 
Methinks,  he  fhould  the  fooner  pay  his  debts, 
And  make  a  clear  way  to  the  gods* 

Ser.  Good  gods ! 
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Tit.  We  cannot  take  this  for  an  anfwer,  fir. 

fuM.  [Within.']  Servilius,  help! — ^my  lord  I  my  lord ! — 
Enter  T'iMON  in  a  rage;  Flam inius  following. 

Tim.  What,  are  my  doors  opposed  againft  my  paflage  ? 
Have  I  been  ever  free,  and  muft  my  houfe 
Be  my  retentive  enemy,  my  gaol  ? 
The  place,  which  I  have  feafled,  does  it  now. 
Like  all  mankind,  fhow  me  an  iron  heart  ? 

hjc.  Serf.  Put  in  now,  Titus. 

Tit.  My  lord,  here  is  my  bill. 

Luc.  Serf.  Here's  mine. 

HoR.  Serf.  And  mine,  my  lord. 

Both  Var.  Serf.  And  ours,  my  lord. 

Fhi.  All  our  bills. 

Tim.  Knock  me  down  with 'em:  cleave  me  to  the  girdle. 

bic.  Serf.  Alas  !  my  lord, 

Tim.  Cut  my  heart  in  fums. 

Tit.  Mine,  fifty  talents. 

Tim.  Tell  out  my  blood. 

Luc.  Serf.  Five  thoufand  crowns,  my  lord. 

Tim.  Five  thoufand  drops  pays  that. — 
What  yours  ? — and  yours  ? 

1  Fjr.  Serf.  My  lord, 

2  FjR.  Serf.  My  lord, 

Tim.  Tear  me,  take  me,  and  the  gods  fall  on  you  ! 

[Exit. 
HoR.  'Faith,  I  perceive,  our  mailers  may  throw  their 
caps  at  their  money ;  thcfe  debts  may  well  be  call'd  de- 
fpcrate  ones,  for  a  madman  owes  'em.  [Exeunt. 

Re-enter  ^imon  and  Flafius. 
tiM.  They  have  e'en  put  my  breath  firom  me,the  flavcs: 
Creditors ! — devils. 
Fur.  My  dear  lordy— — 
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T!iM.  What  if  it  fhould  be  fo  ? 

Flav.  My  lord, 

HiM.  ril  have  it  fo  : My  fteward  ! 

Tlav.  Here,  my  lord. 

T!im.  So  fitly  ?  Go,  bid  ^1  my  friends  again, 
Lucius,  Lucullus,  and  Sempronius  ;  all : 
I'll  once  more  feaft  the  rafcals. 

Flav.  O  my  lord, 
You  only  fpeak  from  your  diftraded  foul ; 
There  is  not  fo  much  left,  to  fumifli  out 
A  moderate  table. 

7/itf .  Be't  not  in  thy  care ;  go, 
I  charge  thee  ;  invite  them  all :  let  in  the  tide 
Of  knaves  once  more;  my  cook  and  Til  provide.  \Exeu 

SCENE  V.  Tbefame.    T:be  Senate-Houfe. 
He  Senate  fitting.    Enter  j^lcibiades,  attended. 

I  Sen.  My  lord,  you  have  my  voice  to't ;  the  fau! 
'Tis  neceflary,  he  fhould  die ;  [blood 

Nothing  emboldens  fin  fo  much  as  mercy. 
'  *  2  Sen.  Mofl  true  ;  the  law  fhall  bruife  him: 

j4lcib.  Honour,  health,  and  compaflion  to  the  fenat 

I  Sen.  Now,  captain ! 

Alcib.  I  am  an  humble  fuitor  to  your  virtues ; 
For  pity  is  the  virtue  of  the  law. 
And  none  but  tyrants  ufe  it  cruelly. 
It  pleafes  time,  and  fortune,  to  lie  heavy 
Upon  a  friend  of  mine,  who,  in  hot  blood. 
Hath  flepp'd  into  the  law,  which  is  pafl  depth 
To  thofe  that,  without  heed,  do  plunge  into  it. 
He  is  a  man,  fetting  his  fate  afide. 
Of  comely  virtues : 
Nor  did  he  foil  the  fad  with  cowardice  j 
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(An  honour  in  him,  which  buys  out  his  fault,) 

Bnt,  with  a  noble  fury,  and  fair  fpirit. 

Seeing  his  reputation  touched  to  death. 

He  did  oppofe  his  foe  : 

And  with  fuch  fober  and  unnoted  paflion 

He  did  behave  his  anger,  ere  'twas  fpent. 

As  if  he  had  but  prov'd  an  argument. 

1  Sen.  You  undergo  too  ftrid  a  paradox. 
Striving  to  make  an  ugly  deed  look  fair  : 
Your  words  have  took  fuch  pains,  as  if  they  laboured 
To  bring  manllaughter  into  form,  fet  quarrelling 
Upon  the  head  of  valour  ;  whiqji,  indeed. 
Is  valour  mifbegot,  and  came  into  the  world 
When  fe£b  and  fadiops  were  newly  born : 
.  He's  truly  valiant,  that  can  wifely  fuffer 
The  worft  that  man  can  breathe ;  and  make  his  wrongs 
His  outfides  ;  wear  them  Uke  his  raiment,  carelefsly  j 
And  ne'er  prefer  his  injuries  to  his  heart. 
To  bring  it  into  danger. 
If  wrongs  be  evils,  and  enforce  us  kill. 
What  folly  'tis,  to  hazard  life  for  ill  ? 

Alcib.  My  lord,— - 

I  Sen.  You  cannot  make  grofs  fins  look  clear  j 
To  revenge  is  no  Valour,  but  to  bear. 

Alcib.  My  lords,  then,  under  favour,  pardon  me, 
If  I  fpeak  like  a  captain— 
Why  do  fond  men  expofe  themfelves  to  battle, 
And  not  endure  aU  threatnings  ?  fleep  upon  it, 
And  let  the  foes  quietly  cut  their  throats, 
Without  repugnancy  ?  but  if  there  be 
%^\i  valour  in  the  bearing,  what  make  we 
Abroad  ?  why  then,  women  are  more  valiant, 
That  (lay  at  home,  if  bearing  carry  it ;  .it 
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And  th'  afs,  more  captain  than  the  lion  j  the  felon, 

Loaden  with  irons,  wifer  than  the  judge. 

If  wifdom  be  in  fuflfering.    O  my  lords. 

As  you  are  great,  be  pitifully  good : 

Who  cannot  condemn  rafhnefs  in  cold  blood  ? 

To  kill,  I  grant,  is  fin's  extremeft  guft ; 

But,  in  defence,  by  mercy,  'tis  mod  juft. 

To  be  in  anger,  is  impiety  ;^ 

But  who  is  roan,  that  is  not  angry  ? 

Weigh  but  the  crime  with  this. 

2  Sen.  You  breathe  in  vain. 

Alcib.  in  vain  ?  his  fervice  done 
At  Lacedaemon,  and  Byzantium, 
Were  -a  fufficient  briber  for  his  life. 

1  Sen.  What's  that  ? 

Alcib.  Why,  I  fay,  my  lords,  h'as  done  fair  fervice, 
And  flain  in  fight  many  of  your  enemies : 
How  full  of  valour  did  he  bear  himfelf 
In  the  laft  conflidt,  and  made  plenteous  wounds  } 

2  Sen.  He  has  made  too  much  plenty  with  'em,  he 
Is  a  fwom  rioter  :  h'as  a  fin  that  often 

Drowns  him,  and  takes  his  valour  prifoner  : 
If  there  were  no  foes,  that  were  enough  alone 
To  overcome  him :  in  that  beaftly  fury 
He  has  been  known  to  commit  outrages, 
And  cherifh  fadions  :  'Tis  inferr'd  to  us. 
His  days  are  foul,  and  his  drink  dangerous. 

I  Sen.  He  dies. 

Alcib.  Hard  fate !  he  might  have  died  in  war. 
My  lords,  if  not  for  any  parts  in  him, 
(Though  his  right  arm  might  purchafe  his  own  time. 
And  be  in  •debt  to  none,)  yet,  more  to  move  you. 
Take  my  deferts  to  his,  and  join  them  both : 
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And,  for  I  know,  your  reverend  ages  love 

Security,  Vl\  pawn  my  vidorics,  all 
Mj  honour  to  you,  upon  his  good  returns. 
If  by  this  crime  he  owes  the  law  his  life. 
Why,  let  the  war  receiv't  in  valiant  gore  ; 
For  law  is  ftrid,  and  war  is  nothing  more, 

1  Se?/.  We  are  for  law,  he  dies  ;  urge  it  no  more. 
On  height  of  our  difpleafure :  Friend,  or  brother. 
He  forfeits  his  own  blood,  that  fpills  another. 

Jlcib.  Mull  it  be  fo  ?  it  muft  not  be.    My  lordi, 
1  do  befeech  you,  know  me. 

2  Sei^.  How  ? 

Alcib.  Call  me  to  your  remepabrances. 

3  Sen.  What  ? 

Alcib.  I  cannot  think,  but  your  age  has.  forgot  me  j 
It  could  not  elfe  be,  I  fliould  prove  fo  bafe. 
To  fue,  and  be  denied  fuch  common  grace  : 
Mjr  wounds  ake  at  you. 

I  Sen.  Do  you  dare  our  anger  ? 
Tis  in  few  words,  but  fpacious  in  effeft ; 
We  banifh  thee  for  ever. 

Alcib.  Banifh  me  ? 
Banifli  your  dotage  ;  banifh  ufury. 
That  makes  the  fenate  ugly. 

I  Sen.  If,  after  two  days'  fhine,  Athens  contain  thee, 
Auend  our  weightier  judgement.    And,  not  to  fwell  our 

fpirit. 
He  fhall  be  executed  prefently.  [Exeunt  Senators. 

Alcib.  Now  the  gods  keep  you  old  enough ;  that  you 
Only  in  bone,  that  none  may  look  on  you !      [may  live 
I  am  worfe  than  mad  :  I  have  kept  back  their  foes, 
While  they  have  told  their  inoney,  and  let  out 
rheir  coin  upon  large  interefl ;  I  myfelf. 
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Rich  only  in  large  hurts  ; — All  thofe,  for  this  ? 

Is  this  the  balfam,  that  the  ufuring  fenate 

Pours  into  captains'  wounds  ?  ha !  banifliment  ? 

It  comes  not  ill  j  I  hate  not  to  be  banifh'd ; 

It  is  a  caufe  worthy  my  fpleen  and  fury. 

That  I  may  ftrike  at  Athens.     Til  cheer  up 

My  difcontented  troops,  and  lay  for  hearts. 

Tis  honour,  with  moft  lands  to  be  at  odds ; 

Soldiers  fhould  brook  as  little  wrongs,  as  gods.        [Exit. 

SCENE  FI.    A  magnificent  Room  in  Timon^s  Hou/e. 

Mufick.     Tables  fet  out :    Servants  attending.     Enter  divers 

LoRDS^  at  feveral  doors. 

1  Lord.  The  good  time  of  day  to  you,  fir. 

2  Lord.  I  alfo  wifti  it  to  you.  I  think,  this  honour- 
able lord  did  but  try  us  this  other  day. 

1  Lord.  Upon  that  were  my  thoughts  tiring,  when  we 
encountered :  I  hope,  it  is  not  fo  low  with  him,  as  he 
made  it  feem  in  the  trial  of  his  feveral  friends. 

2  Lord.  It  fliould  not  be,  by  the  perfuafion  of  his  new 
feafting. 

1  Lord.  I  fhould  think  fo  :  He  hath  fent  me  an  ear- 
ned inviting,  which  njany  my  near  occafions  did  urge 
me  to  put  off;  4Dut  he  hath  conjured  me  beyond  them, 
and  I  muft  needs  appear, 

2  Lord.  In  like  manner  was  I  in  debt  to  my  impor- 
tunate bufinefs,  but  he  would  not  hear  my  cxcufe.  I  am 
forry,  when  he  fent  to  borrow  of  me,  that  my  provifion 
was  out. 

1  Lord.  I  ani  fick  of  that  grief  too,  as  I  underftand 
how  all  things  go. 

2  Lord.  Every  man  here's  fo.  What  would  he  have 
borrowed  of  you  ? 
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I  LbRD.  A  thoufand  pieces. 

2 Lord.  A  thoufand  pieces  ! 

I  Imrd.  What  of  you  ? 

5  Lord.  He  fent  to  me,  fir, — Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Tim  on,  and  Attendants. 
tiM.  With  all  my  heart,  gentlemen  both  :— And  how 
fere  you  ? 

1  Lord.  Ever  at  the  beft,  hearing  well  of  your  lordfhip. 

2  Lord.  The  fwallow  follows  not  fummer  more  wil- 
ling, than  we  your  lordfhip. 

7/jf*  [AJide.^  Nor  more  willingly  leaves  winter  ;  fuch 
fummer-birds  are  men.-*-Gentlemen,  our  dini\er  will  not 
recompenfe  this  long  flay :  feafl  your  ears  with  the  mu- 
fick  awhile  j  if  they  will  fare  fo  harfhly  on  the  trumpet's 
found :  we  fhall  to't  prefently. 

1  Lord.  I  hope,  it  remains  not  unkindly  with  your 
lordftiip,  that  I  returned  you  an  empty  meflenger. 

7/if.  O,  fir,  let  it  not  trouble  you. 

2  Lord.  My  noble  lord, 

Tim.  Ah,  my  good  friend !  what  cheer  ? 

[Tie  banquet  brouigbt  in. 

1  LoKD.  My  mofl  honourable  lord,  I  am  e'en  fick  of 
ftame,  that,  when  your  lordfhip  this  other  day  fent  to 
mc,  I  was  fo  unfortunate  a  beggar. 

T/if.  Think  not  on't,  fir. 

2  LoKD.  If  yoti  had  fent  but  two  hours  before, — 
Tiir.  Let  it  not  cumber  your  better  remembrance- 
Come,  bring  in  all  together. 

2  Lord.  All  cover'd  difhes  ! 

I  Lord.  Royal  cheer,  I  warrant  you. 

3  Lord.  Doubt  not  that,  if  money,  and  the  feafon  can 
yield  it. 

I  Lord.  How  do  you  do  ?  What's  the  news  ? 
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3  Lord.  Alcibiades  is  banifli'd :  Hear  you  of  it  ? 
1 .  2  Lord.  Alcibiades  banifh'd  ! 
3  Lord.  'Tis  fo,  be  fure  of  it, 

1  Lord.  How  ?  how  ? 

7.  Lord.  I  pray  you,  upon  what  ? 
7'iM.  My  worthy  friends,  will  you  draw  near  ? 
3  Lord.  Fll  tell  you  more  anon.    Here's  a  noble  fc2 
toward. 

2  Lord.  This  is  the  old  man  ftill. 

3  Lord.  Will't  hold  ?  wilPt  hold  ? 

2  Lord.  It  does  :  but  time  wilt— and  fo 

3  Lord.  I  do  conceive. 

T'iM.  Each  man  to  his  ftool,  with  that  fpur  as  he  wou 
to  the  lip  of  his  miftrefs :  your  diet  (hall  be  in  all  plac 
alike.  Make  not  a  city  feaft  of  it,  to  let  the  meat  co 
ere  we  can  agree  upon  the  firft  place  :  Sit,  jGt,  The  go 
require  our  thanks. 

Tbu  great  benefqSlors,  fprinkle  our  fociety  with  tbankfi 

nefs.     For  your  own  gifts,  make  yourf elves  praifed:  ,but  t 

fervejiill  to  give,  left  your  deities  be  defpifed.     Lend  to  ec 

man  enough,  that  one  need  not  lend  to  another :  for,  were  yc 

godheads  to  borrow  of  men,  men  would  forfake  the  gods.  Mc 

the  meat  be  beloved,  more  than  the  man  that  gives  it.     Let 

qffembly  of  twenty  be  without  afcore  of  villains  :  If  there  ^ 

twelve  women  at  the  table,  let  a  dozen  of  them  be^^^uis  tl 

are. — I'he  reft  of  your  fees,  0  gods, — the  fixators  of  Athet 

^together  with  the  common  lag  of  people, — what  is  amifs 

them,  you  gods,  make  fuit able  for  deftruBion.     For  thefe  \ 

prefent  friends, — as  they  are  to  me  nothing,  fo  in  nothing  hi 

them,  and  to  nothing  they  are  welcome.  i 

Uncover  dogs,  and  lap. 

[The  di/hes  uncovered  are  full  of  warm  watt 

Some  speak.  What  doe$  his  lordlhip  mean  ? 

2 


/ 
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f      Some  other.  I  know  not. 
I      Tim.  May  you  a  better  feaft  never  behold, 
'    Yon  knpt  of  mouth-friends !  fmoke,  and  luke-warm  water 
h  your  perfeftion.     This  is  Timon's  laft  ; 
Who  ftuck  and  fpangled  you  with  flatteries, 
Faflies  it  off,  and  fprinkles  in  your  faces 

t  [Tirowing  water  in  their  faces. 

Your  reeking  villainy.     Live  loath'd,  and  long, 
Moft  fmiling,  fmfjoth,  detefted  parafites. 
Courteous  deftroyers,  affable  wolves,  meek  bears. 
You  fools  of  fortune,  trencher-friends,  time's  flies, 
Cap  and  knee  flaves,  vapours,  and  minute-jacks ! 
Of  man,  and  beafl:,  the  infinite  malady 
Cruft  you  quite  o'er ! — What,  dofl:  thou  go  ? 
Soft,'take  thy  phyfick  firft, — thou  too, — and  thou  ;— 
\TL*brows  the  dijbes  at  tbem^  and  drives  tbem  outi 

Stay,  I  will  lend  thee  money,  borrow  none 

What,  all  in  motion  ?  Henceforth  be  no  feaft, 
Whereat  a  villain's  not  a  welcome  gueft. 
Bum,  hoiife  ;  fink,  Athens !  henceforth  hated  be 
Of  Timon,  man,  and  all  humanity  !  [Exit^ 

Ke-entcr  the  Lords^  with  other  Lords  and  Senators. 

1  Lord.  How  now,  my  lords  ? 

2  Lord.  Know  you  the  quality  of  lord  Timon's  fury  ? 

3  Lord.  Pifti !  did  you  fee  my  cap  ? 
t     4  Lord.  I  have  loft  my  gown. 

f      3  Lord.  He's  but  a  mad  lord,  and  nought  but  humour 
fways  him.     He  gave  me  a  jewel  the  other  day,  and  now 
he  has  beat  it  out  of  my  hat : — Did  you  fee  my  jewel  ? 
4  Lord.  Di<i  you  fee  my  cap  ? 
2  Lord.  Here  'tis. 
4  Lord.  Here  lies  my  gown. 
I  LoRDi  Let's  make  no  ftay. 
Vol-  V.  D 
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2  Lord.  Lord  Timon's  mad. 

3  Lord.  I  feePt  upon  my  bones. 

4  Lord.  One  day  he  gives  ns  diamonds,  next  day 

flones.  [Exewt. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  L    U^itbout  the  fValls  of  Athens. 

Enter  Timon. 

Tim.  Let  me  look  back  upon  thee,  O  thou  wall. 
That  girdled  in  thofe  wolves !  Dive  in  the  earth. 
And  fence  not  Athens !  Matrons,  turn  incontinent ; 
Obedience  fail  in  children  !  flaves,  and  fools. 
Pluck  the  grave  wrinkled  fenate  from  the  bench. 
And  minifter  in  their  (leads  !  to  general  filths 
Convert  o'the  inftant,  green  virginity  ! 
Do't  in  your  parents'  eyes  !  bankrupts,  hold  faft  ; 
Rather  than  render  back,  out  with  your  knives. 
And  cut  your  trufter's  throats !  bound  fervants,  ftcal! 
Large-handed  robbers  your  grave  mafters  are. 
And  pill  by  la\v  !  maid,  to  thy  mafler's  bed ; 
Thy  miftrefs  is  o'the  brothel !  fon  of  fixteen. 
Pluck  the  lin'd  crutch  from  thy  old  limping  fire. 
With  it  beat  out  his  brains  !  piety,  and  fear. 
Religion  to  the  gods,  peace,  juftice,  truth, 
Domeftick  awe,  night-reft,  and  neighbourhood, 
Inftrudion,  manners,  myfteries,  and  trades. 
Degrees,  obfervances,  cuftoms,  and  laws, 
Decline  to  your  confounding  contraries, 
And  yet  confufion  live  \ — Plagues,  incident  to  men. 
Your  potent  and  infcdious  fevers  heap 
On  Athens,  ripe  for  ftroke  !  thou  cold  fciatica. 
Cripple  our  fenators,  that  their  limbs  may  halt 
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^s  lamely  as  their  manners !  luft  and  liberty 

>eep  in  the  minds  and  marrows  of  our  youth  ; 

rhat  'gainft  the  dream  of  virtue  they  may  ftrivc^ 

^d  drown  themielves  in  riot !  itches,  bkdns^ 

Sow  all  the  Athenian  bofoms  ;  and  their  crop 

Be  general  leprofy  !  breath  infed  breath ; 

That  their  fociety,  as  their  friendfliip,  may 

Be  merely  poifon  !  Nothing  Fll  bear  from  thee. 

But  nakednefs,  thou  deteftable  town  \ 

Fake  thou  that  too,  with  multiplying  banns  \ 

Fimon  will  to  the  woods  ;  where  he  {hall  find 

Fhe  unkindeft  beaft  more  kinder  than  mankind. 

Fhe  gods  confound  (hear  me,  you  good  gods  all,) 

The  Athenians  both  within  and  out  that  wall  \ 

And  grant,  as  Timon  grows,  his  hate  may  grow 

To  the  whole  race  of  mankind,  high,  and  low  i 

Amen*  \^Exit. 

•"  ■        b.  ■    I  ■  I ■        y     ■    ■  ■    I    I  I  ■       1  I  I  I  «  II.         '   ■        ■! 

SCENE  IL  Athens.     A  Room  in  Timon's  Houfe. 
Enter  FLJrius,  with  two  or  three  Ser  fants. 
I     I  Serf.  Hear  you,  mafter  Reward,  whereas  our  matter? 
Ai^  we  undone?  caft  off?  nothing  remaining  ? 

Flaf.  Alack,  ray  fellows,  what  fliould  I  fay  to  you  f 
Let  me  be  recorded  by  the  righteous  godi, 
lam  as  poor  as  you. 

I  Serf.  Such  a  houfe  bi-oke ! 
So  noble  a  matter  fallen !  AH  gone !  and  not 
!}ne  friend,  to  take  his  fortune  by  the  arm, 
\nd  go  along  with  him ! 

2  Serf.  As  we  do  turn  our  backs 
■"rom  our  companion,  thrown  into  his  grave ; 
o  his  familiars  to  his  buried  fortunes 
link  all  away ;  leave  their  falfe  vows  with  him, 
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Like  empty  purfes  pick'd :  and  his  poor  felf, 

A  dedicated  beggar  to  the  air, 

With  his  difeafe  of  all-fhunn'd  poverty. 

Walks,  like  contempt,  alone More  of  our  fellows. 

.  Enter  other  Servants. 

Flaf.  All  broken  implements  of  a  ruin'd  houfe. 

3  Serf.  Yet  do  our  hearts  wear  Timon's  livery, 
That  fee  I  by  our  faces ;  we  are  fellows  ftill. 
Serving  alike  in  forrow :  Leak'd  is  our  bark; 
And  we,  poor  mates,  ftand  on  the  dying  deck. 
Hearing  the  furges  threat :  we  muft  all  part 
Into  this  fea  of  air. 

Flaf.  Good  fellows  all. 
The  lateft  of  my  wealth  Til  (hare  amongft  you. 
Wherever  we  fhall  meet,  for  Timon's  fake. 
Let's  yet  be  fellows ;  let's  (hake  our  heads,  and  fay, 
As  'twere  a  knell  unto  our  matter's  fortunes, 
We  havefeen  better  days.     Let  each  take  fome ; 

\Gtving  tbem  mmt 
Nay,  put  out  all  your  hands.     Not  one  word  more : 
Thus  part  we  rich  in  forrow,  parting  poor. 

[Exeunt  Serfani 
O,  the  fierce  wretchednefs  that  glory  brings  us ! 
Who  would  not  wilh  to  be  from  wealth  exempt, 
Since  riches  point  to  mifery  and  contempt  ? 
Who'd  be  fo  mock'd  with  glory  ?  or  to  live 
But  in  a  dream  of  friendfhip  ? 
To  have  his  pomp,  and  all  what  ftate  compounds. 
But  only  painted,  hke  his  varnifli'd  friends  ? 
Poor  honeft  lord,  brought  low  by  his  own  heart ; 
Undone  by  goodnefs  !  Strange,  unufual  blood. 
When  man's  word  fin  is,  he  does  too  much  good ! 
Who  then  dares  to  be  half  fo  kind  again  ? 
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For  bounty,  that  makes  gods,  does  dill  mar  men. 

Mj  deareft  lord, — blefs'd,  to  be  moft  accurs'd, 

Hich,  only  to  be  wretched ; ^thy  great  fortunes 

Are  made  thy  chief  afflidions.     Alas,  kind  lord  ! 

He's  flung  in  rage  from  this  ungrateful  feat 

Of  monftrous  friends :  nor  has  he  with  him  to 

Supply  his  life,  or  that  which  can  command  it. 

in  follow,  and  inquire  him  out : 

m  ever  ferve  his  mind  with  my  beft  will ; 

Whilft  I  have  gold,  1^11  be  his  ftewai-d  ftilL  lExit. 

SCENE  III.    ne  Woods. 
Enter  Timon. 
Tim.  O  blefled  breeding  fun,  draw  from  the  earth 
Rotten  humidity ;  below  thy  fifter's  orb 
Infed  the  air !  Twinn'd  brothers  of  one  womb, — 
Whofe  procreation,  refidence,  and  birth. 
Scarce  is  dividant, — touch  them  with  feveral  fortunes ; 
The  greater  fcoms  the  lefler :  Not  nature. 
To  whom  all  fores  lay  fiege,  can  bear  great  fortune, 
But  by  contempt  of  nature. 
Raife  me  this  beggar,  and  denude^that  lord  ; 
The  fenator  (hall  bear  contempt  hereditary. 
The  beggar  native  honour. 
It  is  the  pafture  lards  the  brother's  fides. 
The  want  that  makes  him  lean.    Who  dares,  who  dares. 
In  purity  of  manhood  Hand  upright. 
And  lay,  Tiir  nuuCs  afatterer  ?  if  one  be. 
So  are  they  all ;  for  every  grize  of  fortune 
IsfiooothM  by  that  below :  the  learned  pate 
Ducks  to  the  golden  fool :  All  is  oblique ; 
There's  nothing  level  in  our  curfed  natures. 
Bat  dired  villainy.     Therefore,  be  abhorr'd 

D  iij 
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All  feafts,  focieties,  and  throngs  of  men ! 
His  femblable,  yea,  himfelf,  Timon  difdains  : 
DeftfucSlion  fang  mankind  ! — Earth,  yield  me  roots ! 

Who  feeks  for  better  of  thee,  fauce  his  palate 
With  thy  moft  operant  poifon !  What  is  here  ? 
Gold?  yellow,  glittering,  precious  gold?  No,  gods, 
I  am  no  idle  votarift.     Roots,  you  clear  heavens  ! 
Thus  much  of  this,  will  make  black,  white ;  foul,  fair; 
Wrong,  right;  bafe,  noble;  old,  young;  coward,  valiant. 
Ha,  you  gods  !  why  this?  What  this,  you  gods  ?  Why  this 
Will  lug  your  priefts  and  fervants  from  your  fides ; 
Pluck  flout  men's  pillows  from  below  their  heads : 
This  yellow  flave 

Will  knit  and  break  religions ;  blefs  the  accurs'd ; 
Make  the  hoar  leprofy  ador'd ;  place  thieves. 
And  give  them  title,  knee,  and  approbation. 
With  fcnators  on  the  bench :  this  is  it. 
That  makes  the  wappen*d  widow  wed  again ; 
She,  whom  the  fpital-houfe,  and  ulcerous  fores 
Would  caft  the  gorge  at,  this  embalms  and  fpices 
To  the  April  day  again.     Come,  damned  earth, 
Thou  common  whore  of  mankind,  that  put'ft  odds 
Among  the  rout  of  nations,  I  will  make  thee 
Do  thy  right  n^xuvt. ^^[Marcb  afar  of.']  Ha !  a  drum  ?- 

Thou'rt  quick, 
But  yet  rU  bury  thee :  Thou'lt  go,  ftrong  thief. 
When  gouty  keepers  of  thee  cannot  Hand : — 
Nay,  flay  thou  out  for  eamefl,  [Keeping fome  gol 

Enter  jiLCinijtDES,  with  drum  and  fife  ^  in  warlike  manna 
Phktnia,  and  Ttmandra, 
j4lcib.  What  art  thou  there  ? 
^peak. 
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fiM.  A  bcaft,  as  thou  art.  The  canker  gnaw  thy  heart, 
Tot  fhowing  me  again  the  eyes  of  man ! 

Alcim.  What  is  thy  name  ?  Is  man  fo  hateful  to  thee, 
rhat  art  thyfelf  a  man  ? 

Tim.  I  am  mifar^fhropos ,  and  hate  mankind, 
•or  thy  part,  I  do  wifli  thou  wert  a  dog, 
liat  I  might  love  thee  fomething. 

Alcie.  I  know  thee  well ; 
lut  in  thy  fortunes  am  unleam'd  and  ftrange.        [thee, 

7/Af.  I  know  thee  too ;  and  more,  than  that  I  know 
not  defire  to  know.     Follow  thy  drum ; 
kVith  man's  blood  paint  the  ground,  gules,  gules : 
Religious  canons,  civil  laws  are  cruel ; 
Then  what  fhould  war  be  ?  This  fell  whore  of  thine 
Hath  in  her  more  deftrudion  than  thy  fword. 
For  all  her  cherubin  look. 

Vhkt.  Thy  lips  rot  off! 

f/jn.  I  will  not  kifs  thee ;  then  the  rot  returns 
To  thine  own  lips  again. 

AiQiE.  How  came  the  noble  Timon  to  this  change  ? 

7/if.  As  the  moon  does,  by  wanting  light  to  give  : 
But  then  renew  I  could  not,  like  the  moon  j 
There  were  no  funs  to  borrow  of. 

AiQiE.  Noble  Timon, 
What  friendfhip  may  I  do  thee  ? 

7/if.  None,  but  to 
Maintain  my  opinion. 

Alcie.  What  is  it,  Timon  ? 

Tiu.  Promife  me  friendlhip,  but  perform  none :  If 
Thou  wilt  not  promife,  the  gods  plague  thee,  for 
rboa  art  a  man  !  if  thou  doft  perform,  confound  thee, 
^or  thour't  a  man ! 

Alcie.  I  have  heard  in  fome  fort  of  thy  miferies. 

D  iiij 
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.  Tim.  Thou  faw'fl:  them,  when  I  had  profperity. 

jIlcib.  I  fee  them  now  ;  then  was  a  blefled  time. 

Tim.  As  thine  is  now,  held  with  a  brace  of  harlots. 

Ttman.  Is  this  the  Athenian  minion,  whom  the  worl 
Voic'd  fo  regardfuUy  ? 

Tim.  Art  thou  Tymandra  ? 

Ttman.  Yes. 

Tim.  Be  a  whore  ftill !  they  love  thee  not,  that  ufe  thee 
Give  them  difeafes,  leaving  with  thee  their  luft. 
Make  ufe  of  thy  fait  hours :  feafon  the  flaves 
For  tubs,  and  baths  ;  bring  down  rofe -cheeked  youth, 
To  the  tub-faft-,  and  the  diet. 

Ttman.  Hang  thee,  monfler  I 

jilciJB.  Pardon  him,  fweet  Tymandra;  for  his  wiu 

Are  drown'd  and  loft  in  his  calamities 

I  have  but  little  gold  of  late,  brave  Timon, 
The  want  whereof  doth  daily  make  revolt 
In  my  penurious  band  :  I  have  heard,  and  griev'd, 
How  curfed  Athens,  mindlefs  of  thy  worth, 
Forgetting  thy  great  deeds,  when  neighbour  ftates, 
But  for  thy  fword  and  fortune,  trod  upon  them, — 

Tim.  I  pr'ythee,  beat  thy  drum,  and  get  thee  gone, 

jAlcib.  I  am  thy  friend,  and  pity  thee,  dear  Timon. 

Tim.  How  doft  thou  pity  him,  whorh  thou  doft  trouble 
I  had  rather  be  alone. 

Alcib.  Why,  fare  thee  well  : 
Here's  fome  gold  for  thee. 

Tim.  Keep't,  I  cannot  eat  it. 

Jlcib.  When  I  have  laid  proud  Athens  on  aheap, — 

Tim.  Warr'ft  thou  'gainft  Athens  ? 

jiLCiB.  Ay,  Timon,  and  have  caufe. 

Tim.  The  gods  confound  them  all  i'  thy  conqueft;  ar 
Thee  after,  when  thou  haft  conquered ! 
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Alcib.  Why  me,  Timon  ? 

7/if.  That, 
Bj  killing  villains,  thou  waft  bom  to  conquer 
My  country. 

Put  up  thy  gold  ;  Gk>  on,^ — here's  gold, — ^go  on  ; 
Be  as  a  planetary  plague,  when  Jove 
Will  o'er  fome  high-vic'd  city  hang  his  poifon 
In  the  fick  air :  Let  not  thy  fword  fkip  one  : 
Pity  liot  honoured  age  for  his  white  beard. 
He's  an  ufurer  :  Strike  me  the  counterfeit  matron ; 
It  is  the  habit  only  that  is  honeft, 
Herfelf 's  a  bawd  :  Let  not  the  virgin's  cheek 
Make  foft  thy  trenchant  fword  ;  for  thofe  milk-paps. 
That  through  the  window-bars  bore  at  men's  eyes, 
Are  not  within  the  leaf  of  pity  writ. 
Set  them  down  horrible  traitors  :  Spare  not  the  babe, 
Whofe  dimpled  fmiles  from  fools  exhauft  their  mercy ; 
Think  it  a  baftard,  whorn  the  oracle 
Hath  doubtfully  pronounc'd  thy  throat  (hall  cut. 
And  mince  it  fans  remorfe  :  Swear  againft  objeds ; 
Put  armour  on  thine  ears,  and  on  thine  eyes ; 
Whofe  proof,  nor  yells  of  mothers,  maids,  nor  babes. 
Nor  fight  of  priefts  in  holy  veftments  bleeding, 
ShaU  pierce  a  jot.     There's  gold  to  pay  thy  foldiers  : 
Make  large  confufion  ;  and,  thy  fury  fpent. 
Confounded  be  thyfelf !  fpeak  not,  be  gone. 

Alcib.  Haft  thou  gold  yet  ?    I'll  take  the  gold  thou 
Not  all  thy  counfel.  [giv'ft  me, 

Tim.  Doft  thou,  or  doft  thou  not,  heaven's  curfe  upon 
thee !  [thou  more  ? 

fuK.  AND  Trm.  Give  us  fome  gold,  good  Timon:  Haft 

T/n.  Enough  to  make  a  whore  forfwear  her  trade, 
An4  to  make  whores,  a  bawd.     Hold  up,  you  fluts, 
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Your  aprons  mountant :  You  are  not  oathable, — 

Although,  I  know,  you'll  fwear,  terribly  fwear. 

Into  ftrong  fhudders,  and  to  heavenly  agues. 

The  immortal  gods  that  hear  you, — fpare  your  oaths, 

ni  truft  to  your  conditions  :  Be  whores  ftill ; 

And  he  whofe  pious  breath  feeks  to  convert  you, 

Be  ftrong  in  whore,  allure  him,  burn  him  up  j 

Let  your  clofe  fire  predominate  his  fmoke. 

And  be  no  turncoats  :  Yet  may  your  pains,  fix  months 

Be  quite  contrary :  And  thatch  your  poor  thin  roofs 

With  burdens  of  the  dead  j — fome  that  were  hang'd. 

No  matter : — ^wear  them,  betray  with  them  :  whore  ftill  ; 

Paint  till  a  horfe  may  mire  upon  your  face  : 

A  pox  of  wrinkles ! 

Phr.  and  TrM.  Well,  more  gold  ; — What  then  ? — 
Believe't,  that  we'll  do  any  thing  for  gold. 

Tim.  Confumptions  fow 
In  hollow  bones  of  man;  ftrike  their  fharp  (bins, 
And  mar  men's  fpurring-     Crack  the  lawyer's  voice, 
That  he  may  never  more  falfe  title  plead, 
Nor  found  his  quillets  ftirilly  :  hoar  the  flamen. 
That  fcolds  againft  the  quality  of  flefli, 
And  not  believes  himfelf ;  down  with  the  nofe, 
Down  with  it  flat ;  take  the  bridge  quite  away 
Of  him,  that  his  particular  to  forefee,  [bald ; 

Smells  from  the  general  weal :  Make  curl'd-pate  ruffians 
And  let  the  unfcarr'd  braggarts  of  the  war 
Derive  fome  pain  from  you  :  Plague  all  i 
That  your  activity  may  defeat  and  quell 

The  fource  of  all  eredion There's  more  gold :— . 

Do  you  damn  others,  and  let  this  damn  you, 
And  ditches  grave  you  all !  [bounteous  Timon. 

Phr.  and  Tm.  More  counfel^  with  more  money, 
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Jim.  More  whore,  more  mifchief  firft ;  I  have  given 
you  eameft. 

Alcib.  Strike  up  the  drum  towards  Athens.  -  Fare- 
well, Timon ; 
If  I  thrive  well.  Til  vifit  thee  again.  » 

7/jr.  If  I  hope  well,  V\\  never  fee  thee  more. 

Alcib.  I  never  did  thee  harm. 

T/if.  Yes,  thou  fpok'ft  well  of  me. 

Alcib.  CalPft  thou  that  harm  ? 

7/if.  Men  daily  find  it  fuch.     Get  thee  away. 
And  take  thy  beagles  with  thee. 

Alcib.  We  but  offend  him 

Strike. 

[Drum  beats.     Exeunt  Alcibiades^  Phrtnia^  and 
Ttmandra. 

Tim.  That  nature,  being  fick  of  man's  unkindnefs. 
Should  yet  be  hungry  ! — ^Common  mother,  thou, 

{.Digging. 
Whofe  womb  unmeafurable,  and  infinite  breaft, 
Teems,  and  feeds  all ;  whofe  felf-farae  mettle, 
^Tiereof  thy  proud  child,  arrogant  man,  is  puffed, 
Engenders  the  black  toad,  and  adder  blue^ 
The  gilded  newt,  and  eyelefs  venom*d  worm. 
With  all  the  abhorred  births  below  crifp  heaven 
Whereon  Hyperion^s  quickening  fire  doth  fliine ; 
Yield  him,  Who  all  thy  human  fons  doth  hate, 
From  forth  thy  plenteous  bofom,  one  poor  root ! 
Enfear  thy  fertile  and  conceptions  womb, 
Let  it  no  more  bring  out  ingrateful  man  ! 
Go  great  with  tigers,  dragons,  wolves,  and  bears ; 
Teem  with  new  monfters,  whom  thy  upward  face 
Hath  to  the  marbled  manfion  all  above 
Never  prcfented !— O,  a  rootj Dear  thinks  \ 
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Dry  up  thy  marrows,  vines,  and  plough-torn  leas  ; 
Whereof  ingrateful  man,  with  liquorifh  draughts. 
And  morfels  unduous,  greafes  his  pure  mind, 
That  from  it  all  confideration  flips ! 

Enter  APBMANrxss. 
More  man  ?  Plague  !  plague  ! 

Apem.  I  was  direded  hither  :  Men  report. 
Thou  doft  afFedt  my  manners,  and  dofl:  ufe  them. 

7/jif.  'Tis  then,  becaufe  thou  dofl  not  keep  a  dog 
Whom  I  would  imitate  :  Confumption  catch  thee  ! 

Apem.  This  is  in  thee  a  nature  but  afFedted ; 
A  poor  unmanly  melancholy,  fprung 
From  change  of  fortune.     Why  this  fpade  ?  this  plac( 
This  flave-like  habit  ?  and  thefe  looks  of  care  ? 
Thy  flatterers  yet  wear  filk,  drink  wine.  He  foft ; 
Hug  their  difeas'd  perfumes,  and  have  forgot 
That  ever  Timon  was.     Shame  not  thefe  woods. 
By  putting  on  the  cunning  of  a  carper. 
Be  thou  a  flatterer  now,  and  feek  to  thrive 
By  that  which  has  undone  thee  :  hinge  thy  knee, 
And  let  his  very  breath,  whom  thou'lt  obferve. 
Blow  off  thy  cap  ;  praife  his  moft  vicious  ft  rain, 
And  call  it  excellent :  Thou  waft  told  thus ; 
Thou  gav'ft  thine  ears,  like  tapfters,  that  bid  welcome 
To  knaves,  and  all  approachers  :  'Tis  moft  juft. 
That  thou  turn  rafcal ;  had'ft  thou  wealth  again, 
Rafcals  fhould  have't.     Do  not  afliime  my  likenefs. 

T^iM.  Were  I  like  thee,  Td  throw  away  myfelf. 

Apem.  Thou  haft  caft  away  thyfelf,  being  like  thyfd 
A  madman  fo  long,  now  a  fool :  What,  think'ft 
That  the  bleak  air,  thy  boifterous  chamberlain. 
Will  put  thy  ftiirt  on  warm  ?  Will  thefe  mofs'd  trees. 
That  have  outliv'd  the  eagle,  page  thy  heels, 
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And  fkip  when  thou  point'ft  out  ?  will  the  cold  brook 

Candied  with  ice,  caudle  thy  morning  tafte. 

To  cure  thy  o'er-night's  furfeit  ?  call  the  creatures, — 

Whofe  naked  natures  live  iji  all  the  fpite 

Of  wreakful  heaven ;  whofe  bare  unhoufed  trunks, 

To  the  confliding  elements  expos'd, 

Anfwer  mere  nature,r— bid  them  flatter  thee ; 

Ol  thou  fhalt  find 

T/if.  A  fool  of  thee  :  Depart. 

Apem.  I  love  thee  better  now  than  ere  I  did. 

Tim.  I  hate  thee  worfe. 

Apem.  Why  ? 

Tim.  Thou  flatter'ft  mifery. 

Apem.  I  flatter  not ;  but  fay,  thou  art  a  caitiff 

Tim.  Why  dofl:  thou  feek  me  out  ? 

Apem.  To  vex  thee. 

Tim.  Always  a  villain's  office,  or  a  fool's. 
Doftpleafethyfelfin't? 

Apem.  Ay. 

Tim.  What  ?  a  knave  too  ? 

Apem.  If  thou  didft  put  this  four-cold  habit  on 
To  caftigate  thy  pride,  'twere  well :  but  thou 
Doft  it  enforcedly  ;  thou'dft  courtier  be  again, 
Wert  thou  not  beggar.     Willing  mifery 
Outlives  incertain  pomp,  is  crown'd  before : 
The  one  is  filling  fl:ill,  never  complete  ; 
The  other,  at  high  wifli :  Beft  ftate,  contentlefs, 
Hath  a  diilraded  and  mofl:  wretched  being, 
Worfe  than  the  worfl;,  content. 
Thou  fliould'ft  defire  to  die,  being  miferable. 

fiM.  Not  by  his  breath,  that  is  more  miferable 
Thou  art  a  fkve,  whom  Fortune's  tender  arm 
With  favour  never  clafp'd ;  but  bred  a  dog. 
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Had(l  thou»  like  us,  from  our  firft  fwath,  proceeded 

The  fweet  degrees  that  this  brief  world  aflfords 

To  fuch  as  may  the  paffive  drugs  of  it 

Freely  command,  thou  would'ft  have  plung'd  thyfelf 

In  general  riot ;  melted  down  thy  youth 

In  different  beds  of  luft ;  and  never  leam'd 

The  icy  precepts  of  refpetSl,  but  foUow'd 

The  fugar'd  game  before  thee.     But  myfelf. 

Who  had  the  world  as  my  confedlionary ; 

The  mouths,  the  tongues^  the  eyes,  and  hearts  of  men 

At  duty,  more  than  I  could  frame  employment ; 

That  numberlefs  upon  me  fluck,  as  leaves 

Do  on  the  oak,  have  with  one  winter's  bruih 

Fell  from  their  boughs,  and  left  me  open,  bare 

For  every  ftorm  that  blows  ; — I,  to  bear  this. 

That  never  knew  but  better,  is  fome  burden : 

Thy  nature  did  commence  in  fuflferance,  time 

Hath  made  thee  hard  in't.  Why  lhould*ft  thou  hate  mer 

They  never  flattered  thee :  What  haft  thou  given  ? 

If  thou  wilt  curfe, — thy  father,  that  poor  rag, 

Muft  be  thy  fubjed ;  who  in  fpite,  put  fluff 

To  fome  fhe  beggar,  and  compounded  thee 

Poor  rogue  hereditary.    Hence  !  be  gone  ! — 

If  thou  hadft  not  been  bom  the  worft  of  men. 

Thou  hadft  been  a  knave,  and  flatterer. 

jipEM.  Art  thou  proud  yet  ? 

Tim.  Ay,  that  I  am  not  thee. 

j4pem.  I,  that  I  was 
No  prodigal. 

7/Jif.  I,  that  I  am  one  now  : 
Were  all  the  wealth  I  have,  ftiut  up  in  thee, 
I'd  give  thee  leave  to  hang  it.    Get  thee  gone.— 
That  the  whole  life  of  Athens  were  in  this  ! 
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Thus  would  I  cat  it.  [Eaiinjr  a  root. 

Apem.  Here ;  I  will  mend  thy  feaft. 

[Offering  bimfometbing. 

Tim.  Firft  mend  my  company,  take  away  thyfelf. 

Apem.  So  I  (hall  mend  mine  own,  by  the  lack  of  thine. 

Tim.  Tis  not  well  mended  fo,  it  is  but  botch'd ; 
If  not,  I  would  it  were. 

Apem.  What  would'ft  thou  have  to  Athens  ? 

Tim.  Thee  thither  in  a  whirlwind.    If  thou  wilt. 
Tell  them  there  I  have  gold ;  look,  fo  I  have. 

Apem.  Here  is  no  ufe  for  gold. 

Tim.  The  beft,  and  trueft  :    . 
For  here  it  flecps,  and  does  no  hired  harm. 

Apem.  Where  ly'ft  o'nights,  Timon  ? 

Tim.  Under  that's  abgvc  me. 
Where  fised'ft  thou  o'days,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  Where  my  ftomach  finds  meat ;  or,  rather, 
vribcre  I  cat  it. 

Tim.  'Would  poifon  were  obedient, and  knew  my  mind! 

Apem.  Where  would'ft  thou  fend  it  ? 

Tim.  To  fauce  thy  difhes. 

Apem.  The  middle  of  humanity  thou  never  kncwcft, 
hot  the  extremity  of  both  ends :  When  thou  waft  in  thy 
gik,  and  thy  perfume^  they  mock'd  thee  for  too  much 
amofity ;  in  thy  rags  thou  knoweft  none,  but  art  dc- 
^fed  for  the  contrary.  There's  a  medlar  for  thee,  eat  it. 

Tim.  On  what  I  hate,  I  feed  not. 

jtiPBM.  Doft  hate  a  medlar  ? 

Tim.  Ay,  though  it  look  like  thee. 

Apem.  An  thou  hadft  hated  medlers  fooner,  thou 
flwuld'ft  have  loved  diyfelf  better  now.  What  man 
didfttbon  ever  know  unthrifty  that  was  bebved  after 
his  means  ? 
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I'm.  Who,  without  thofe  means  thou  talk'ft  of,  didfl 
thou  ever  know  beloved  ? 

Apem.  Myfelf. 

7/Af.  I  underftand  thee ;  thou  hadft  fome  means  to 
keep  a  dog. 

Apem.  What  things  in  the  world  canft  thou  nearefi 
compare  to  thy  flatterers  ? 

Tim.  Women  neareft ;  but  men,  men  are  the  things 
themfelves.  What  would'ft  thou  do  with  the  world,  Ape- 
mantus,  if  it  lay  in  thy  power  ? 

Apem.  Give  it  the  beafts,  to  be  rid  of  the  men. 

Tim.  Would'ft  thou  have  thyfelf  fall  in  the  confufioa 
of  men,  and  remain  a  beaft  with  the  beafts  ? 

Apem.  Ay,  Timon. 

Tim.  a  beaft ly  ambition,  which  the  gods  grant  thee 
to  attain  to  !  If  thou  wert  the  lion,  the  fox  would  be- 
guile thee :  if  thou  wert  the  lamb,  the  fox  would  eac 
thee :  if  thou  wert  the  fox,  the  lion  would  fufpedl  thee, 
when,  peradventure,  thou  wert  accus'd  by  the  afs :  if 
thou  wert  the  afs,  thy  dulnefs  would  torment  thee  ;  and 
ftill  thou  livfdft  but  as  a  breakfaft  to  the  wolf:  if  thou 
wert  the  wolf,  thy  greedinefs  would  afflidl  thee,  and  oft: 
thou  fliouldft  hazard  thy  life  for  thy  dinner  :  wert  thou 
the  unicorn,  pride  and  wrath  would  confound  thee,  and 
make  thine  own  felf  the  conqueft  of  thy  fury :  wert  thou 
a  bear,  thou  would'ft  be  kilPd  by  the  horle  ;  wert  thou 
a  horfe,  thou  would'ft  be  feiz'd  by  the  leopard  ;  wert 
thou  a  leopard,  thou  wert  german  to  the  lion,  and  the 
fpots  of  thy  kindred  were  jurors  on  thy  life :  all  thy 
fafety  were  remotion  ;  and  thy  defence,  abfence.  What 
beaft  could'ft  thou  be,  that  were  not  fubjed:  to  a  beaft  ? 
and  what  a  beaft  art  thou  already,  that  feeft  not  thy  lofe 
in  transformation  ? 
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AfEM.  If  thou  could'ft  pleafe  me  with  fpeaking  to  me, 
ihou  might'ft  have  hit  upon  it  here:  The  commonweakh 
of  Athens  is  become  a  foreft  of  beafts. 

Tim.  How  has  the  afs  broke  the  wall,  that  thou  art 
out  of  the  city  ? 

Apbm.  Yonder  comes  a  poet,  and  a  painter:  The  plague 
of  company  light  upon  thee !  I  will  fear  to  catch  it,  and 
*  give  way :  When  I  know  not  what  elfe  to  do,  V\\  fee 
thee  again. 

Tim.  When  there  is  nothing  living  but  thee,  thou 
(halt  be  welcome-  I  had  rather  be  a  beggar's  dog,  than 
Apemantus. 

Apem.  Thou  art  the  cap  of  all  the  fools  alive. 

Tim.  •Would  thou  wert  clean  enough  to  fpit  upon. 

Apem.  A  plague  on  thee,  thou  art  too  bad  to  curfe, 

Tim.  All  villains,  that  do  ftand  by  thee,  are  pure. 

Apem.  There  is  no  leprofy,  but  what  thou  fpeak'ft, 

Tim.  If  I  name  thee. — 
m  beat  thee, — but  I  ftiould  infeft  my  hands. 

Apem.  I  would,  my  tongue  could  rot  them  off! 

Tim.  Away,  thou  iffue  of  a  mangy  dog  ! 
Choler  does  kill  me,  that  thou  art  alive ; 
Ifwoon  to  fee  thee. 
J    Apem.  'Would  thou  would'ft  bufft ! 
[     Tim.  Away, 
Thou  tedious  rogue !  I  am  forry,  I  fhall  lofe 
A  fbne  by  thee.  [Throws  ajlone  at  him. 

Apbm.  Bead! 

Tim.  Slave ! 

ApBk.  Toad ! 

Tim.  Rogue,  rogue,  rogue ! 

[Afemantvs  retreats  backward ^  as  going. 
I  am  fick  of  this  falfe  world ;  and  will  love  nought 
Vol.  V.  E 
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But  even  the  mere  neceflities  upon  it. 
Then,  Timon,  prefently  prepare  thy  grave  ; 
Lie  where  the  Ught  foam  of  the  fea  may  beat 
Thy  grave-flone  daily :  make  thine  epitaph. 
That  death  in  me  at  others'  Uves  may  laugh. 
O  thou  fweet  king-killer,  and  .dear  divorce 

[Looking  on  the  ^ 
'Twixt  natural  fon  and  fire !  thou  bright  defiler 
Of  Hymen's  pureft  bed  I  thou  valiant  Mars  ! 
Thou  ever  young,  frefh,  lov'd,  and  delicate  wooer, 
Whofe  blufh  doth  thaw  the  confecrated  fnow 
That  lies  on  Dian's  lap !  thou  vifible  god, 
That  folder'ft  clofe  impoflibilities, 
And  mak'fl  them  kifs!  that  fpeak'ft  with  every  tong 
To  every  purpofe  !  O  thou  touch  of  hearts ! 
Think,  thy  flave  man  rebels ;  and  by  thy  virtue 
Set  them  into  confounding  odds,  that  beads 
May  have  the  world  in  empire ! 

Apem.  'Would  'twere  fo  ; — 
But  not  till  I  am  dead ! — I'll  fay,  thou  haft  gold : 
Thou  will  be  throng'd  to  fhortly. 

Tim.  Throng'd  to? 

j4pem.  Ay. 

Tim.  Thy  back,  I  pr'ythee. 

jiPEM.  Live,  and  love  thy  mifery  ! 

Tim.  Long  live  fo,  and  fo  die ! — I  am  quit. — 

[Exit  Apeman 
More  things  like  men  ? — Eat,  Timon,  and  abhor  th 

Enter  Thiefes. 

I  Thief.  Where  fliould  he  have  this  gold  ?  It  is  f 
poor  fragment,  fome  llender  ort  of  his  remainder  : 
mere  want  of  gold,  and  the  falling-from  of  his  frie 
drove  him  into  this  melancholy. 
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1  Thief.  It  is  nois'd,  he  hath  a  mafs  of  treafure. 

3  Thief.  Let  us  make  the  allay  upon  him  ;  if  he  care 
not  fort,  he  will  fupply  us  eafily ;  If  he  covetoufly  re- 
ferve  it,  how  {hall's  get  it  ? 

a  Thief.  True  ;  for  he  bears  it  not  about  him,  'tis  hid. 

1  Thief.  Is  not  this  he  ? 
Thiefes.  Wliere  ? 

2  Thief.  'Tis  his  defcription. 

3  Thief.  He ;  I  know  him. 
This  FES.  Save  thee,  Timon. 
Tim.  Now,  thieves  ? 
Thiefes.  Soldiers,  not  thieves. 

Tim.  Both  too ;  and  women's  fons.  [want. 

Thiefes.  We  are  not  thieves,  but  men  that  much  do 
Tim.  Your  greateft  want  is,  you  want  much  of  meat. 
Why'lhould  you  want  ?  Behold,  the  earth  hath  roots ; 
Within  this  mile  break  forth  a  hundred  fprings  : 
The  oaks  bear  maft,  the  briars  fcarlet  hips  ; 
The  bounteous  houfewife,  nature,  on  each  bufh 
Lays  her  full  mefs  before  you.    Want  ?  why  want  ? 

I  Thief.  We  cannot  live  on  grafs,  on  berries,  water, 
As  beafts,  and  birds,  and  fifties. 

Tim.  Nor  on  the  beafts  themfelves,  the  birds,  and  fifties; 
You  muft  eat  men.    Yet  thanks  I  muft  you  con. 
That  you  are  thieves  profefs'd  ;  that  you  v/ork  not 
In  holier  fliapes :  for  there  is  boundlefs  theft 
bi  limited  profeflions.    Rafcal  thieves. 
Here's  gold :  Go,  fuck  the  fubtle  blood  of  the  grape. 
Till  the  high  fever  feeth  your  blood  to  froth. 
And  fo  'fcape  hanging  :  truft  not  the  phyfician  ; 
His  antidotes  are  poifon,  and  he  flays 
More  than  you  rob  :  take  wealth  and  lives  together ; 
Do  villainy,  do,  fince  you  profefs  to  do't. 
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Like  workmen-    Til  example  you  with  thievery : 
The  fun's  a  thief,  and  with  his  great  attrai^on 
Robs  the  vaft  fea  :  the  moon's  an  arrant  thief. 
And  her  pale  fire  fhe  fnatches  from  the  fun : 
The  fea's  a  thief,  whofe  liquid  furge  refolves . 
The  moon  into  fait  tears  :  the  earth's  a  thief. 
That  feeds  and  breeds  by  a  compofture  ilolen 
From  general  excrement ;  each  thing's  a  thief; 
The  laws,  your  curb  and  whip,  in  their  rough  power 
Have  uncheck'd  theft.    Love  not  yourfelves ;  away; 
Rob  one  another.    There^s  more  gold  :  Cut  throats ; 
All  that  you  meet  are  thieves  :  To  Athens,  go, 
Break  open  fbops  ;  nothing  can  you  fleal, 
But  thieves  do  lofe  it :  Steal  not  lefs,  for  this 
I  give  you  ;  and  gold  confound  you  howfoever ! 
Amen.  [Timon  retires  ta  bis  eaot^ 

3  Thief.  He  has  almoft  charm'd  me  from  my  pro- 
feffion,  by  perfuading  me  to  it. 

1  Thief.  Tis  in  the  malice  of  mankind,  that  he  thus 
advifes  us  ;  not  to  have  us  thrive  in  our  myftery. 

2  Thief.  I'll  believe  him  as  an  enemy , and  give  over  my 
trade. 

1  Thief.  Let  us  firft  fee  peace  in  Athens :  There  is  no 
time  fo  miferable,  but  a  man  may  be  true. 

[Exeunt  TuiErMS. 
Enter  Flafius. 

Ylav.  O  you  gods ! 
^  Is  yon  defpis'd  and  ruinous  man  my  lord  ? 
Full  of  decay  and  failing  ?  O  monument 
And  wonder  of  good  deeds  evilly  beftow'd! 
What  an  alteration  of  honour  has 
Defperate  want  made ! 
.What  viler  thing  upon  the  earth,  than  friends. 
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can  bring  nobleft  minds  to  bafeft  ends  ! 
Bow  rarely  does  it  meet  with  this  time's  guife. 
When  man  was  wifliVl  to  love  his  enemies : 
Grant,  I  may  ever  love,  and  rather  woo 
Thofe  that  would  mifchief  me,  than  thofe  that  do ! 
He  has  caught  me  in  his  eye :  I  will  prefent 
.  My  honefl  gritf  unto  him ;  and,  as  my  lord. 
Still  ferve  him  with  my  Hfe. — ^My  deareft  matter ! 

jT/Jf  OJV  comes  forward  from  bis  cave. 
.  Tim.  Away !  what  art  thou  ? 
Fur.  Have  you  forgot  me,  fir  ? 
Tim.  Why  doft  aflc  that  ?  I  have  forgot  all  men ; 
Then,  if  thou  grant'ft  thou'rt  man,  I  have  forgot  thee. 
Fur.  An  honefl:  poor  fervant  of  yours. 
Tim.  Then 
I  know  thee  not :  I  ne'er  had  honeft  man 
-  I  About  me,  I ;  all  that  I  kept  were  knaves, 
.  /  To  ferve  in  meat  to  villains- 
j      FiAr.  The  gods  are  witnefs, 
i  NVer  did  poor  fteward  wear  a  truer  grief 
f    For  his  undone  lord,  than  mine  eyes  for  you. 

T/ir.  What,  doft  thou  weep  ? — Come  nearer ; ^then  I 

love  thee,  • 
Becaufe  thou  art  a  woman,  and  difclaim^ft 
Flinty  mankind  ;  whofe'  eyes  do  never  give, 
But  thorough  luft,  and  laughter.    Pity's  fleeping : 
Strange  times,  that  weep  with  laughing,  not  with  weep- 
ing! 
FhAr.  I  beg  of  you  to  know  me,  good  my  lord, 
To  accept  my  grief,  and,  whilft  this  poor  wealth  lafts. 
To  entertain  me  as  your  fteward  ftill. 

7iM.  Had  I  a  fteward  fo  true,  fo  juft,  and  now 
So  comfortable  ?  It  almoft  turns 

E  iij 
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My  dangerous  nature  wild.    Let  me  behold 

Thy  face — Surely,  this  man  was  bom  of  woman. — 

Forgive  my  general  and  exceptlefs  raflinefs, 

Perpetual-fober  gods  !  I  do  proclaim 

One  honeft  man, — miftake  me  not, — but  one ; 

No  more,  I  pray, — and  he  is  a  fteward.— 

How  fain  would  I  have  hated  all  mankind. 

And  thou  redeem'ft  thyfelf :  But  all,  fave  thee, 

I  fell  with  curfes. 

Methinks,  thou  art  more  honeft  now,  than  wife; 

For,  by  opprefiing  and  betraying  me. 

Thou  might'ft  have  fooner  got  another  fervice : 

For  many  fo  arrive  at  fecond  mafters. 

Upon  their  firft  lord's  neck.    But  tell  me  true, 

(For  I  muft  ever  doubt,  though  ne'er  fo  fure,) 

Is  not  thy  kindnefs  fubtle,  covetous, 

If  not  a  ufuring  kindnefs ;  and  as  rich  men  deal  gifts, 

Expedling  in  return  twenty  for  one  ? 

Flaf.  No,  my  moft  worthy  mafter,  in  whofe  breaft 
Doubt  and  fufpeft,  alas,  are  plac'd  too  late : 
You  ftiould  have  fear'd  falfe  times,  when  you  did  feaft : 
SufpecSl  ftill  comes  where  an  eftate  is  leaft. 
That  which  I  ftiow,  heaven  knows,  is  merely  love. 
Duty  and  zeal  to  your  unmatched  mind. 
Care  of  your  food  and  living :  and,  believe  it. 
My  moft  honoured  lord. 
For  any  benefit  that  points  to  me. 
Either  in  hope,  or  prefent,  I'd  exchange 
For  this  one  wifti.  That  you  had  power  and  wealth 
To  requite  me,  by  making  rich  yourfelf. 

7/jf .  Look  thee,  'tis  fo  ! — Thou  fingly  honeft  man. 
Here,  take  :_the  gods  out  of  my  mifery 
Have  fcnt  thee  treafure.    Go,  live  rich,  and  happy : 


7IM0N  OF  ATHENS.  7 1 

But  thus  conditioned  ;  Thou  flialt  build  from  men ; 

Hate  all,  curfe  all :  (how  charity  to  none ; 

But  let  the  famifli'd  flefli  Aide  from  the  bone, 

Ere  thou  relieve  the  beggar :  give  to  dogs 

What  thou  deny'ft  to  men ;  let  prifons  fwallow  them, 

Debts  wither  them  :  Be  men  like  blafted  woods, 

And  may  difeafes  lick  up  their  falfe  bloods ! 

And  fo,  farewell,  and  thrive. 

Tlav.  O,  let  me  ft&y, 
And  comfort  you,  my  mafter. 

f/ikf.  Ifthouhat'ft 
Curies,  ftay  not ;  fly,  whilft  thou'rt  blefs'd  and  free  : 
Ne'er  fee  thou  man,  and  let  mc  ne'er  fee  thee. 

{Exeunt  fever  ally , 


ACT  V. 
SCENE  I.    The  fame.    Before  Timon^s  Cave. 
Inter  Poet  and  Painter  ;  Ttmon  behind,  unfeen. 

Pain.  As  I  took  note  of  the  place,  it  cannot  be  far 
vhere  he  abides. 

foET,  What's  to  be  thought  of  him  ?  Docs  the  rumour 
Hold  for  true,  that  he  is  fo  full  of  gold  ? 

Pain,  Certain :  Alcibiades  reports  it ;  Phrynia  and 
Tymandra  had  gold  of  him  :  he  likewife  enrich'd  poor 
flraggling  foldiers  with  great  quantity :  'Tis  faid,  he  gave 
unto  his  fleward  a  mighty  fum. 

Poet.  Then  this  breaking  of  his  has  been  but  a  try  for 
his  friends. 

Pain.  Nothing  elfe:  you  fhall  fee  him  a  palm  in  Athens 
again,  and  flourifh  with  the  higheft.  Therefore,  'tis  not 
amifs,  we  tender  our  loves  to  him,  in  this  fuppofed  dif- 
trefs  of  his :  it  will  fhow  honeftly  in  us ;  and  is  very  likely 
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to  load  our  purpofes  with  what  they  travel  for,  if  it  Ik 
juft  and  true  report  that  goes  of  his  having. 

Poet.  What  have  you  now  to  prefent  unto  him  ? 
Pain.  Nothing  at  this  time  but  my  vifitation  :  onl; 
will  promife  him  an  excellent  piece. 

Poet.  I  mull  ferve  him  fo  too ;  tell  him  of  an  int( 
that's  coming  toward  him. 

Pain.  Good  as  the  beft.  Promifing  is  the  very  aii 
the  time :  it  opens  the  eyes  of  expejStation  :  performai 
is  ever  the  duller  for  his  aft ;  and,  but  in  the  plainer  2 
Ampler  kind  of  people,  the  deed  of  faying  is  quite  oui 
ufe/  To  promife  is  moft  courtly  and  fafhionable :  j 
formance  is  a  kind  of  will,  or  teflaracnt,  which  argu( 
great  ficknefs  in.  his  judgement  that  makes  it. 

Tim.  Excellent  workjnan !  Thou  canft  not  paint  a  n 
fo  bad  as  is  thyfelf, 

Poet.  I  am  thinking,  what  I  (hall  fay  I  have  provi 
for  him :  It  muft  be  a  perfonating  of  himfelf :  a  fatir 
gainft  the  foftnefs  of  profperity ;  with  a  difcovery  of 
infinite  flatteries,  that  follow  youth  and  opulency. 

Tim.  Muft  thou  needs  ftand  for  a  villain  in  thine  < 
work  ?  Wilt  thou*  whip  thine  own  faults  in  other  rr 
Do  fo,  I  have  gold  for  thee. 

Poet,  Nay,  let's  feek  him ; 
Then  do  we  fin  againft  our  own  eftate, 
When  we  may  profit  meet,  and  come  too  late. 

Pain.  True ; 
When  the  day  ferves,  before  black-comer'd  night. 
Find  what  thou  want'ft  by  free  and  offer'd  light. 
Come   , 

Tim.  ni  meet  you  at  the  turn.     What  a  god's  g< 
That  he  is  worfhipp'd  in  a  bafer  temple, 
T^ian  where  fwine  feed  I 
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Tisthou  that  rigg'ft  the  bark,  and  ploughed  the  foam; 
Sectieft  admired  reverence  in  a  flave : 
To  thee  be  worfhip !  and  thy  faints  for  aye 
Be  crown'd  with  plagues,  that  thee  alone  obey  ! 
Tit  I  do  meet  them.  [Advancing. 

PoBT.  Hail,  worthy  Timon ! 
Pain.  Our  late  noble  mafter. 

fiM.  Have  I  once  liv'd  to  fee  two  honed  men  ? 

Poet.  Sir, 
Having  often  of  your  open  bounty  tafted, 
Hearing  you  were  retired,  your  friends  falPn  off, 
Whofe,thanklcfs  natures— O  abhorred  fpirits  ! 
Not  all  the  whips  of  heaven  are  large  enough— 
What !  to  you  ! 

Whofe  ftar-like  noblenefs  gave  life  and  influence 
To  their  whole  being  !  Tm  rapt,  and  cannot  cover 
The  monftrous  bulk  of  this  ingratitude 
With  any  lize  of  words. 

Tim.  Let  it  go  naked,  men  may  fee't  the  better  : 
You,  that  arc  honeft,  by  being  what  you  are. 
Make  them  beft  feen,  and  known. 

PjiN.  He,  and  myfelf, 
Have  travelled  in  the  great  fhower  of  your  gifts. 
And  fweetly  felt  it. 

Tim.  Ay,  you  are  honeft  men. 

PjiN.  We  are  hither  come  to  offer  you  our  fervice- 

Tim.  Moft  honeft  men  !  Why,  how  fliall  I  requite  you? 
Can  you  eat  roots,  and  drink  cold  water  ?  no. 

BoTB*  What  we  can  do,  we'll  do,  to  do  you  fervice. 

Tim.  You  arc  honeft  men :    You  have  heard  that  I 
have  gold ; 
I  am  fure,  you  have  :  fpeak  truth :  you  arc  honeft  men, 

Pj^n.  So  it  is  faid,  my  noble  lord :  but  therefore 
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Came  not  my  friend,  nor  I. 

7/Af .  Good  honeft  men : — ^Thou  draw'ft  a  counterfeit 
Beft  in  all  Athens :  thou  art,  indeed,  the  beft ; 
Thou  counterfeit'ft  moft  lively. 

PjiiN.  So,  fo,  my  lord. 

7'iM.  Even  fo,  fir,  as  I  fay  : — And,  for  thy  fidion, 

[To  the  Poet. 
Why,  thy  verfe  fwells  with  ftuff  fo  fine  and  fmooth, 
That  thou  art  even  natural  in  thine  art. — 
But,  for  all  this,  my  honeft-natur'd  friends, 
I  muft  needs  fay,  you  have  a  little  fault : 
Marry,  'tis  not  monftrous  in  you  ;  neither  wifh  I, 
You  take  much  pains  to  mend. 

Both.  Befeech  your  honour, 
To  make  it  known  to  us. 

Tim.  You'll  take  it  ill. 

Both.  Mofl;  thankfully,  my  lord, 

Tim.  Will  you,  indeed  ? 

Both.  Doubt  it  not,  worthy  lord. 

Tim.  There's  ne'er  a  one  of  you  but  trufts  a  knave. 
That  mightily  deceives  you.  v 

Both.  Do  we,  my  lord  ? 

Tim.  Ay,  and  you  hear  him  cog,  fee  him  diflfemble. 
Know  his  grofs  patchery,  love  him,  feed  him. 
Keep  ih  your  bofom  :  yet  remain  aflTur'd, 
That  he's  a  made-up  villain. 

PjIin.  I  know  none  fuch,  my  lord. 

Poet.  Nor  I. 

Tim.  Look  you,  I  love  you  well ;  I'll  give  you  gold. 
Rid  me  thefe  villains  from  your  companies  : 
Hang  them,  or  flab  them,  drown  them  in  a  draught, 
.  Confound  them  by  fome  courfe,  and  come  to  me, 
I'll  give  you  gold  enough. 
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Both.  Name  them,  my  lord,  let's  know  them. 

T/ir.  Youthat  way,  and  you  this,buttwo  in  company  :— 

Each  man  apart,  all  lingle  and  alone, 

Yet  an  arch  villain  keeps  him  company. 

If,  where  thou  art,  two  villains  (hall  not  be, 

[To  the  Painter. 

Come  not  near  him. — ^If  thou  would'ft  not  refide 

\To  the  Poet. 

But  where  one  villain  is,  then  him  abandon 

Hence !  pack  !  there's  gold,  ye  came  for  gold,  ye  flaves: 
You  have  done  work  for  me,  there's  payment :  Hence ! 

;   You  are  an  alchymift,  make  gold  of  that : — 
Out,  rafcal  dogs !  [Exit^  beating  and  driving  tbem  out. 

j  SCENE  IL  The  fame. 

Enter  F LAV IV s^  and  two  Senators. 
Flaf.  It  is  in  vain  that  you  would  fpeak  with  Timon  \ 
For  he  is  fet  fo  only  to  himfelf. 
That  nothing,  but  himfelf,  which  looks  like  man, 
Is  friendly  with  him. 

1  Sen.  Bring  us  to  his  cave : 

It  is  our  part,  and  promife  to  the  Athenians, 
To  fpeak  with  Timon. 

2  Sen.  At  all  times  alike 

Men  are  not  Hill  the  fame.    'Twas  time,  and  griefs. 
That  fram'd  him  thus :  time,  with  his  fairer  hand. 
Offering  the  fortunes  of  his  former  days. 
The  former  man  may  make  him :    Bring  us  to  him. 
And  chance  it  as  it  may. 

Flat.  Here  is  his  cave. — 
Peace  and  content  be  here  !  Lord  Timon !  Timon ! 
Look  out,  and  fpeak  to  friends :  The  Athenians, 
By  two  of  their  moft  reverend  fenate,  greet  thee : 
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Speak  to  them,  noble  Tirtion, 

Enter  TiMaN. 
Tim.  Thou  fun,  that  comfort'ft,  bum  ?.^peak,  and 
be  hang'd  : 
For  each  true  ^ord,  a  bliftcr  !  and  each  falfe 
Be  as  a  cauterizing  to  the  root  o'  the  tongue, 
Confumiiig  it  with  fpeaking  ! 

1  5£i\r.  Worthy  Timon,— 

Tim.  Of  none  but  fuch  as  you,  and  you  of  Tinion^ 

2  Sen.  The  fenators  of  Athens  greet  thee,  Tiition. 
Tim.  I  thank  them ;  and  would  fend  theitx  back  the 

Could  I  but  catch  it  for  them.  [plagoei 

1  Sen.  O,  forget 

What  we  are  forry  for  ourfelves  in  thee. 

The  fenators,  with  one  confent  of  love. 

Entreat  thee  lw:k  to  Athens  ;  who  have  thought 

On  fpecial  dignities,  which  vacant  lie 

For  thy  beft  ufe  and  wearing. 

2  Sen.  They  confefs. 

Toward  thee,  forgetfulnefs  too  general,  grofi  : 

Which  now  the  publick  body,^ — ^which  doth  feldom 

Play  the  recanter, — feeling  in  itfelf 

A  lack  of  Timon's  aid,  hath  fenfe  withal 

Of  its  own  fall,  reftraining  aid  to  Timon ; 

And  fend  forth  us,  to  make  their  forro^ed  render, 

Together  with  a  recdmpenfe  more  fruitful 

Than  their  offence  can  weigh  down  by  the  dram ; 

Ay,  even  fuch  heaps  and  fums  of  love  and  wealth. 

As  (hall  to  thee  blot  out  what  wrongs  were  theirs. 

And  write  in  thee  the  figures  of  their  love. 

Ever  to  read  them  thine. 

Tim.  You  witch  me  in  it ; 
Surprize  me  to  the  very  brink  of  tears  : 
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Lend  me  a  fooPs  heart,  and  a  woman's  eyes. 
And  ril  beweep  thefe  comforts,  worthy  fenators* 

1  SsN.  Therefore,  fo  pleafe  thee  to  return  with  us, 
And  of  our  Athens  (thine,  and  ours)  to  take 

The  captainihip,  thou  (halt  be  met  with  thanks, 

Mow'd  with  abfolute  power,  and  thy  good  name 

live  with  authority : — ^fo  foon  we  fhall  drive  back 

Of  Alcibiades  the  approaches  wild ; 

Who,  like  a  boar  too  favage,  doth  root  up 

His  country's  peace. 
i  Sen.  And  fhakes  his  threatening  fword 
,  Againfl  the  walls  of  Athens. 
I  Sen.  Therefore,  Timon,— 
Tim.  Well,  fir,  I  will ;  therefore  I  will,  fir  j  Thus,-~ 

If  Alcibiades  kill  my  countrymen, 

Let  Alcibiades  know  this  of  Timon, 

That — ^Timon  cares  not.    But  if  he  fack  fair  Athens, 

And  take  our  goodly  aged  men  by  the  beards. 

Giving  our  holy  virgins  to  the  flain 

Of  contumelious,  beailly,  mad*brain*d  war ; 

Then,  kt  him  know> — and,  tell  him,  Timon  fpeak&  it, 

h  pity  of  bur  aged,  and  our  youth, 

I  cannot  ^hoofe  but  tell  him,  that-^-^I  care  not. 

And  let  him  tak^t  at  worft ;  for  their  knives  care  not^ 

While  you  have  tfarqats  to  anfwer :  for  myftlf. 

There's  not  a  whittle  in  the  unruly  camp, 

But  I  do  pri^  it  at  my  love^  before 

The  reverend'ft  throat  in  Athens,   So  I  leave  you 

To  the  prcte^on  of  the  profperous  gods,  . 

As  thievis  to  keepers. 

Fljf.  Stay  not,  all^s  in  vain. 
Tiif .  Why,  I  was  writing  of  my  epitaph. 
It  will  be  feen  to-morrow ;  My  long  ficknefs 
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Of  health,  and  living,  now  begins  to  mend. 
And  nothing  brings  me  all  things.    Go,  live  flill ; 
Be  Alcibiades  your  plague,  you  his, 
And  laft  fo  long  enough  ! 

I  Sen.  We  fpeak  in  vain. 

7/3f .  But  yet  I  love  my  country ;  and  am  not 
One  that  rejoices  in  the  common  wreck. 
As  common  bruit  doth  put  it. 

I  Sen.  That's  well  fpoke. 

7/in.  Commend  me  to  my  1q\  ing  countrymen,— 

1  Sen.  Thefe  words  become  your  lips  as  they  paf; 

through  them. 

2  Sen.  And  enter  in  our  ears,  Hke  great  triumphers 
In  their  applauding  gates. 

7/Af .  Commend  me  to  them  ; 
And  tell  them,  that,- to  eafe  them  of  their  griefs, 
Their  fears  of  hoftile  ftrokes,  their  aches,  lodes. 
Their  pangs  of  love,  with  other  incident  throes 
That  nature's  fragile  veflel  doth  fuftain 
In  life's  uncertain  voyage,  I  will  fome  kindnefs  do  them 
rUteach  them  to  prevent  wild  Alcibiades'  wrath. 

2  Sen.  I  hke  this  well,  he  will  return  again. 

Tim.  I  have  a  tree,  which  grows  here  in  my  clofe, 
That  mine  own  ufe  invites  me  to  cut  down. 
And  (hortly  mull  I  fell  it ;  Tell  my  friends. 
Tell  Athens,  in  the  fequence  of  degree. 
From  high  to  low  throughout,  that  whofo  pleafe 
To  flop  affli6lion,  let  him  take  his  halle. 
Come  hither,  ere  my  tree  hath  felt  the  axe. 
And  hang  himfelf : — I  pray  you,  do  my  greeting. 

Jz^r.  Trouble  him  no  further ,  thus  you  flill  (liall  find  hir 

Tim.  Come  not  to  me  again  :  but  fay  to  Athens, 
Timon  hath  made  his  everlalling  manfion 
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Upon  the  beached  verge  of  the  fait  flood ; 
Which  once  a  day  with  his  emboiled  froth 
The  turbulent  furge  fhall  cover ;  thither  come, 

And  let  my  grave^ftone  be  your  oracle 

Ups,  let  four  words  go  by,  and  language  end  : 
What  is  amils,  plague  and  infedtion  mend ! 
Graves  only  be  men's  wor^ks ;  and  death,  their  gain  ! 
Sun,  hide  thy  beams !  Timon  hath  done  his  reign. 

[Exit  7'iMON. 

1  Sen.  His  difcontents  are  unremoveably 
Coupled  to  nature. 

2  Sen.  Our  hope  in  him  is  dead  :  let  us  return, 
And  ftrain  what  other  means  is  left  unto  us 

In  our  dear  peril. 
I  Sen.  It  requires  fwift  foot.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.    Tbe  Walls  of  Athens. 
Enter  two  Senators,  and  a  Messenger. 

1  Sen.  Thou  haft  painfully  difcover'd ;  are  his  files 
As  full  as  thy  report  ? 

Mess.  1  have  fpoke  the  leaft  : 
Befides,  his  expedition  promifes 
Prdent  approach. 

2  Sen.  Weftand  much  hazard,  if  they  bring  not  Timon. 
Mess.  I  met  a  courier,  one  mine  ancient  friend  ; — 

Whom,  though  in  general  part  we  were  oppos'd, 

Yet  our  old  love  made  a  particular  force. 

And  made  us  fpeak  like  friends : — this  tnan  was  riding 

From  Alcibiades  to  Timon's  cave. 

With  letters  of  entreaty,  which  imported 

ffis  feUowfhip  i*  the  caufe  againft  your  city, 

In  part  for  his  fake  mov'd. 

Enter  Senators  from  Timon. 

5 


8o  riiroN  of  atvens. 

I  Sen.  Here  come  our  brothers. 

3  Sen.  No  talk  of  Timon,  nothing  of  him  expe6t.^^ 
The  enemies*  drum  is  heard,  and  fearful  fcouring 
Doth  choke  the  air  with  duft  ;  In,  and  prepare ; 
Ours  is  the  fall,  I  fear,  our  foes  the  fnare.  [ExeuM. 

SCENE  IV.    The  Woods.    Timon*s  Cow,  and  a  tomb^mu 

feen. 
Enter  a  Soldier,  feeking  Timon. 
Sol.  By  all  defcription  this  ihould  be  the  place. 
Who's  here  ?  fpeak,  ho ! — No  anfwer  ? — What  is  this? 
Timon  is  dead,  wKb  hath  out-ftretch'd  his  fpan : 
Some  beaft  rear'd  this ;  there  does  not  live  a  man. 
Dead,  fure ;  and  this  his  grave. — 
What's  on  this  tomb  I  cannot  read ;  the  chara6ter 
rU  take  with  wax : 

Our  captain  hath  in  every  figure  fkill ; 
An  ag'd  interpreter,  though  young  in  days : 
Before  proud  Athens  he's  fet  down  by  this, 
Whofe  fall  the  mark  of  his  ambition  is.  [IWf* 

SCENE  V.    Be/ore  tbe  walls  of  Axhtns. 
Trumpets  found.    Enter  Alcibiades^  and  Forces. 
.   j4lcir.  Sound  to  this  coward  and  lafcivious  town 
Our  terrible  approach.  [ji  parley  forndtd. 

loiter  Sena  tors  on  the  Walls. 
Till  now  you  have  gone  on,  and  fill'd  the  time 
With  all  licentious  meafure,  making  your  wilk 
The  fcope  of  juftice;  till  now,  myfelf,  and  fuch 
As  flept  within  the  fhadow  of  your  power, 
Have  wander'd  with  our  travers'd  arms,  and  breathed 
Our  fufferance  vainly  :  Now  the  time  is  flufli. 
When  crouching  marrow,  in  the  bearer  ftrong, 
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Cries,  of  itfelf,  No  more:  now  breathlefs  wrong 

Syi  fit  and  pant  in  your  great  chairs  of  eafe  ; 
indpurfy  infolcnce  fliall  break  his  wind/ 
With  fear,  and  horrid  flight. 

I  Sen.  Noble,  and  young, 
When  thy  firft  griefs  were  but  a  mere  conceit, 
Ere  thou  hadft  power,  or  we  had  caufe  of  fear, 
We  fent  to  thee  ;  to  give  tl^y  rages  balm, 
To  wipe  out  our  ingratitude  with  loves 
Above  their  quantity. 

2  Sen.  So  did  we  woo 
Transformed  Timon  to  our  city's  love, 
By  humble  mefliage,  and  by  promised  means  ; 
We  were  not  all  unkind,  nor  all  deferve 
The  common  ftroke  of  war. 

1  Sen.  Thefe  walls  of  ours 

Were  not  eredted  by  their  hands,  from  whom 
You  have  received  your  griefs  :  nor  are  they  fuch. 
That  thefe  great  towers,  trophies,  and  fchools  fhould  fall 
For  private  faults  in  them. 

2  Sen.  Nor  are  they  living. 

Who  were  the  motives  that  you  firft  went  out ; 
Shame,  that  they  wanted  cunning,  in  excefs 
Hath  broke  their  hearts.     March,  noble  lord. 
Into  our  city  with  thy  banners  fpread  : 
By  decimation,  and  a  tithed  death, 
(If  thy  revenges  hunger  for  that  food. 
Which  nature  loaths,)  take  thou  the  deftin*d  tenth } 
And  by  the  hazard  of  the  fpotted  die, 
'  Let  die  the  fpotted* 

I  Sen.  All  have  not  offended ; 
I'or  thofe  that  were,  it  is  not  fquare,  to  take, 
Onthofe.that  are,  revenges:  crimes,  like  lands, 

VoL.V.  F 
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Are  not  inherited.     Then,  dear  countryman. 
Bring  in  thy  ranks,  but  leave  without  thy  rage : 
Spare  thy  Athenian  cradle,  and  thofe  kin, 
Which,  in  the  blufler  of  thy  wrath,  muft  fall 
With  thofe  that  have  offended  :  hke  a  (hepherd. 
Approach  the  fold,  and  cull  the  infeded  forth. 
But  kill  not  all  together. 

2  Sen.  What  thou  wift. 
Thou  rather  (halt  epforce  it  with  thy  fmile, 
Than  hew  to't  with  thy  fword. 

1  Sen.  Set  but  thy  foot 

Againft  our  rampir'd  gates,  and  they  Ihall  ope  ; 
So  thou  wilt  fend  thy  gentle  heart  before. 
To  fay,  thou'lt  enter  friendly, 

2  Sen.  Throw  thy  glove. 

Or  any  token  of  thine  honour  elfe, 
That  thou  wilt  ufe  the  wars  as  thy  redrefs. 
And. not  as  our  confufion,  all  thy  powers 
Shall  make  their  harbour  in  our  town,  till  we 
Have  feaPd  thy  full  defire. 

j4lcib.  Then  there's  my  glove  ; 
Defcend,  and  open  your  uncharged  ports  : 
Thofe  enemies  of  Timon's,  and  mine  own. 
Whom  you  yourfelves  fhall  fet  out  for  reproof. 
Fall,  and  no  more  :  and, — to  atone  your  fears 
With  my  more  noble  meaning, — not  a  man 
Shall  pafs  his  quarter,  or  oflfend  the  ftream 
Of  regular  juftice  in  your  city's  bounds, 
But  fhall  be  remedied,  to  your  publick  laws 
At  heaviefl  anfwer. 

Both.  *Tis  mofl  nobly  fpoken. 

j4lcib.  Defcend,  and  keep  your  words. 

^be  Senators  defcend^  and  open  the  ^ates. 
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Enter  a  Soldier. 
Sol.  My  noble  general,  Timon  is  dead ; 
Entomb'd  upon  the  very  hem  o'the  fea  : 
And,  on  his  grave-ftone,  this  infculpture ;  which 
With  wax  I  brought  away,  whofe  foft  impreflion 
Interprets  for  my  poor  ignorance. 
AiciB.  [Reads.]  Here  lies  a  wretched  corfe^  of  wretched 
foul  bereft : 
Seek  not  my  name :  A  plague  confume  you  wicked  caitiffs  left ! 
Here  lie  I  Timon  ;  wboj  alive ^  all  living  men  did  bate : 
faff  by,  and  curfe  thy  fill;  butpqfs,  andjtay  not  here  thy  gait. 
Thefe  well  exprefs  in  thee  .thy  latter  fpirits  : 
Though  thou  abhorr'dft  in  us  our  human  griefs, 
Scom'dft  our  brain's  flow,  and  thofe  our  droplets  which 
from  niggard  nature  fall,  yet  rich  conceit 
Taught  thee  to  make  vaft  Neptune  weep  for  aye 
On  thy  low  grave,  on  faults  forgiven.     Dead 
h  noble  Timon ;  of  whofe  memory 

Hereafter  more Bring  me  into  your  city, 

And  I  will  ufe  the  olive  with  my  fword  : 

Vfake  war  breed  peace;  makepeace  (lint  war;  make  each 

iVefcribe  to  other,  as  each  other's  leech. — 

jet  our  drums  flrike.  [Exeunt. 
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Perfons  reprefented. 


■- ^ —  ^1^^ — — J  -,.  — -^ 

rtius,  1 

f     Generals  agaxnjl  the  Volfcians- 


Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus,  a  noble  Roman. 

Titus  Lartius, 

Cominius, 

Menenius  Agrippa,  Friend  to  Coriolanus. 

Sicinius  Velutus,   7    ^  .,  r  i    r^ 

T     .      Tj     ^  f    Tribunes  of  toe  People. 

Junius  Brutus,        3  j  r 

Young  Marcius,  Son  to  Coriolanus. 

A  Roman  Herald. 

Tullus  Aufidius,  General  of  the  Volfcians, 

Lieutenant  to  Aufidius. 

Confpirators  with  Aufidius. 

A  Citizen  o/"  Antium.. 

Two  Volfcian  Guards. 


Volumnia,  Mother  to  Coriolanus. 
Virgilia,  Wife  to  Coriolanus. 
Valeria,  Friend  to  Virgilia. 
Gentlewoman  y  attending  Virgilia. 

Roman  and  Volfcian  Senators,  Patricians^  AEdiles,  LiBorSf 
Soldiers,  Citizens,  Meffengers^  Servants  to  Aufidius,  and 
other  Attendants. 

SCENE,  partly  in  Rome  ;  and  partly  in  the  Territories  of 
the  Volfcians  and  Antiates* 
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Acr  I. 

SCENE  I.    Rome.    A  Street. 
iMer  a  Company  of  mutinous  Citizens^  withjlavesychhs^ 
and  other  weapons. 

1  Cir.  Before  we  proceed  any  further,  hear  me  fpeak. 
C/r.  Speak,  fpeak.  [feveraljpeaking  at  oflce* 

I  dr.  You  are  all  refolv'd  rather  to  die,  than  to  famifh? 
CiT.  Refolv'd,  refolv'd. 

1  Cir.  Firft,  you  know,  Caius  Marcius  is  chief  enemy 
to  the  people. 
CiT.  We  know't,  we  know't. 

1  Cir.  Let  us  kill  him,  and  we'll  have  corn  at  our  own 
price.    Is*t  a  verdift  ? 

Cir.  No  more  talking  on't ;  let  it  be  done :  away,  away* 

2  Cir.  One  word,  good  citizens. 

I  CiT.  We  are  accounted  poor  citizens  ;  the  patricians, 
good:  What  authority  furfeits  on,  would  relieve  us;  If 
they  would  yield  us  but  the  fuperfluity,  while  it  were 
^holefome,  we  might  guefs,  they  relieved  us  humanely ; 
W  they  think,  we  are  too  dear :  the  leannefs  that  af- 
ffifls  us,  the  objed  of  our  mifery,  *is  as  an  inventory  to 
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particularize  their  abundance ;  our  fufFerance  is  a  gain 
to  them — Let  us  revenge  this  with  our  pikes,  ere  we 
become  rakes :  for  the  gods  know,  I  fpeak  this  in  hunger 
for  bread,  not  in  thirft  for  revenge. 

2  CiT.  Would  you  proceed  cfpecially  againft  Caius 
Marcius  ? 

CiT.  Againft  him  firft ;  he's  a  very  dog  to  the  com* 
monalty. 

2  CiT.  Confider  you  what  fervices  he  has  done  for  his 
country  ? 

1  CiT.  Very  well ;  and  could  be  content  to  give  him 
good  report  for't,  but  that  he  pays  himfelf  with  being 
proud. 

2  CiT.  Nay,  but  fpeak  not  malicioufly. 

1  CiT.  I  fay  unto  you,  what  he  hath  done  famouflj, 
he  did  it  to  that  end:  though  foft-confcienc'd  men  can 
be  content  to  fay,  it  was  for  his  country, .  he  did  it  to 
pieafe  his  mother,  and  to  be  partly  proud ;  which  he  is, 
even  to  the  altitude  of  his  virtue. 

2  CiT.  What  he  cannot  help  in  his  nature,  you  account 
a  vice  in  him :  You  muft  in  no  way  fay,  he  is  covetous. 

I  Cjt.  If  I  muft  not,  I  need  not  be  barren  of  accufa* 
tions;  he  hath  faults,  with  furplus,  to  tire  in  repetition. 
{^Shouts  within.']  What  ftiouts  are  thefe  ?  The  other  fide 
o'the  city  is  rifen :  Why  ftay  we  prating  here  ?  to  the 
CapitoL 

Or.  Come,  come. 

1  CiT.  Soft ;  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Menenius  JIcrippa. 

2  Ctr.  Worthy  Menenius  Agrippa ;  one  that  hath  al* 
ways  loved  the  people. 

I  Cir.  He's  one  honeft  enough  j  'Would  all  the  reft. 
vr^xt  fo  ! 
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Men.  What  work's,  my  countrymen,  in  hand  ?  Where 

go  you 

With  bats  and  clubs  ?  The  matter  ?  Speak,  I  pray  you. 

1  CiT.  Our  bufinefs  is  not  unknown  to  the  fenate ; 

they  have  had  inkling,  this  fortnight,  what  we  intend  to 

do,  which  now  we'll  fliow  *em  in  deeds.  They  fay,  poor 

fuitors  have  ftrong  breaths ;  they  fhall  know,  we  have 

ftrong  arms  too. 

Men.  Why,  mailers,  my  good  friends,  mine  honeft 
Will  you  undo  yourfelves  ?  [neighbours, 

I  CiT.  We  cannot,  fir,  we  are  undone  already. 
Men.  I  tell  you,  friends,  moft  charitable  care 
Have  the  patricians  of  you.     For  your  wants. 
Your  fuffering  in  this  dearth,  you  may  as  well 
Strike  at  the  heaven  with  your  (laves,  as  lift  them 
Againfl  the  Roman  (late ;  whofe  courfe  will  on 
The  way  it  takes,  cracking  ten  thouland  curbs 
Of  more  ftrong  link  afunder,  than  can  ever 
Appear  in  your  impediment :  For  the  dearth. 
The  gods,  not  the  patricians,  make  it ;  and 
Tour  knees  to  them,  not  arms,  muft  help.     Alack, 
You  are  tranfported  by  calamity 
I  Thither  where  more  attends  you ;  and  you  flander 
[  The  helms  o*the  ftate,  who  care  for  you  like  fathers, 
;  When  you  curfe  them  as  enemies. 

I  Cir.  Care  for  us  ! — ^True,  indeed ! — ^They  ne'er  car'd 
;  for  us  yet.  Suffer  us  to  famifli,  and  their  ftore-houfes 
i  cramm'd  with  grain ;  make  edidls  for  ufury,  to  fupport 
[  Tifurers :  repeal  daily  any  wholefome  ad  eftablifhed  againft 
I  the  rich ;  and  provide  more  piercing  ftatutes  daily,  to 
'  chain  up  and  reftrain  the  poor.  If  the  wars  eat  us  not 
tip,  they  will ;  and  there's  all  the  love  they  bear  us. 
Uen.  Either  you  muft 
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Confefs  yourfelves  wondrous  malicious, 
Or  be  accused  of  folly.     I  Ihall  tell  you 
A  pretty  tale  ;  it  may  be,  you  have  heard  it ; 
But,  fince  it  ferves  my  purpofe,  I  will  venture 
To  fcale  *t  a  little  more. 

I  CiT.  Well,  I'll  hear  it,  fir  :  yet  you  mull  not  think 
to  fob  off  our  diCgrace  with  a  tale  :  but,  an't  pleafe  you, 
deliver. 

•  Men.  There  was  a  time,  when  all  the  body's  memben 
Rebeird  againft  the  belly  ;  thus  accus'd  it : — 
That  only  Uke  a  gulf  it  did  remain 
I*  the  midft  o*  the  body,  idle  and  unacSHve, 
Still  cupboarding  the  viand,  never  bearing 
Like  labour  with  the  reft ;  where  the  other  inftrumentf 
Did  fee,  and  hear,  devife,  inftruc3:,  walk,  feel. 
And,  mutually  participate,  did  minifter 
Unto  the  appetite  and  affedtion  common 
Of  the  whole  body.     The  belly  anfwered, — 

I  CiT.  Well,  fir,  what  anfwer  made  the  belly  ? 

Men.  Sir,  I  fhall  tell  you. — ^With  a  kind  of  fmile, 
Whiqh  ne'er  came  from  the  lungs,  but  even  thus, 
(For,  look  you,  I  may  make  the  belly  fmile. 
As  well  as  fpeak,)  it  tauntingly  reply'd 
To  the  difcontented  members,  the  mutinpus  parts 
That  envy'd  his  receipt ;  even  fo  moft  fitly 
As  you  malign  our  fenators,  for  that 
They  are  not  fuch  as  you. 

I  CiT.  Your  belly's  anfwer  :  What ! 
The  kingly-crown'd  head,  the  vigilant  eye. 
The  coimfellor  heart,  the  arm  our  foldier. 
Our  fteed  the  leg,  the  tongue  our  trumpeter. 
With  other  muniments  and  petty  helps 
In  this  our  fabrick,  if  that  they—— 
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Men.  What  then  ? 

Fore  me,  this  fellow  fpeaks  ! — ^what  then  ?  what  then  ? 

I  Cir.  Should  by  the  cormorant  belly  be  reftrain'd, 
^o  is  the  link  o'  the  body, — 
Men.  Well,  what  then  ? 

I  CiT.  The  former  agents,  if  they  did  complain, 
What  could  the  belly  anfwer  ? 

Mjrn.  I  will  tell  you  ;  , 

If  you'll  beftow  a  fmall  (of  what  you  have  little,) 
Patience,  a  while,  you'll  heafthe  belly's  anfwer, 
I  Cir.  You  arc  long  about  it. 
Men.  Note  me  this,  good  friends  ; 
Your  moft  grave  belly  was  deliberate, 
Not  rafh  like  his  accufers,  and  thus  anfwer'd. 
true  is  it^  my  incorporate  friends^  quoth  he, 
fbat  I  receive  the  general  food  atfirji^ 
Wbicb  you  do  live  upon :  and  fit  it  is  ; 
hecaufe  I  am  tbejlore-boufe^  and  tbejhop 
Of  the  whole  body :  But  if  you  do  remember^ 
Ijtnd  it  tbrough  the  rivers  of  your  bloody 
Even  to  the  courts  the  heart  r^to  the  feat  o*  the  brain  ; 
Andf  through  the  cranks  and  offices  of  man  ^ 
T^beftronge/l  nerves^  and  fmall  inferior  veins  ^ 
frm  me  receive  that  natural  competency 
Whereby  they  live :  And  though  that  all  at  once, 
iw,  my  good  friends^  (this  fays  the.belly,)  mark  me,-^— 
I  CiT.  Ay,  fir  ;  well,  well. 
Men.  Though  all  at  once  cannot^ 
»   Sef  what  I  do  deliver  out  to  each  ; 
^tt  lean  make  my  audit  upy  that  all 
^rm  me  do  back  receive  the  flower  of  all, 
[    Mi  kofve  me  but  the  bran.     What  fay  you  to't  ? 
I  CiT.  It  was  an  anfwer  :  How  apply  you  this  ? 
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Men.  The  fenators  of  Rome  are  this  good  belly, 
And  you  the  mutinous  members  :  For  examine 
Their  counfels,  and  their  cares ;  digeft  things  rightly, 
Touching  the  weal  o'  the  common ;  you  (hall  find, 
No  publick  benefit,  which  you  receive. 
But  it  proceeds,  or  comes,  from  them  to  you. 
And  no  way  from  yourfelves. — What  do  you  think  ?. 
You,  the  great  toe  of  this  airembly  ? 

I  CiT.  I  the  great  toe  ?  Why  the  great  toe  ? 

Men.  For  that  being  on«  of  the  loweft,  bafeft,  pooreft, 
Of  this  mod  wife  rebellion,  thou  go'ft  foremoft  : 
Thou  rafcal,  that  art  word  in  blood,  to  run 
Lead'ft  firft,  to  win  fome  Vantage. — 
-But  make  you  ready  your  ftiflf  bats  and  clubs ; 
Rome  and  her  rats  are  at  the  point  of  battle. 

The  one  fide  muft  have  bale Hail,  noble  Marcius ! 

Enter  Caivs  Marcius. 

Mar.  Thanks ^What's  the  matter,  you  difiientious 

That  rubbing  the  poor  itch  of  your  opinion,       [rogoeSi 
Make  yourfelves  fcabs  ? 

I  Cir.  We  have  ever  your  good  word. 

Mar.  He  that  will  give  good  words  to  thee,  will  flatter 
Beneath  abhorring. — What  would  you  have,  you  curs, 
That  like  nor  peace  nor  war  ?  the  one  affrights  you. 
The  other  makes  you  proud.     He  that  trufls  to  you, 
Where  he  fhould  find  .you  lions,  finds  you  hares ; 
Where  foxes,  geefe  :  You  are  no  furer,  no. 
Than  is  the  coal  of  fire  upon  the  ice. 
Or  hailftone  in  the  fun.     Your  virtue  is, 
To  make  him  worthy,  whofe  offence  fubdues  him, 
And  curfe  that  juftice  did  it.     Who  deferves  greatnefi, 
Deferves  your  hate :  and  your  affe6dons  arc 
A  fick  man's  appetite,  who  defires  mofl  that 
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Which  would  increafe  his  evil.     He  that  depends 
Upon  your  faVours,  fwims  with  fins  of  lead. 
And  hews  down  oaks  with  rufhes.     Hang  ye  !  Trull  ye  ? 
With  every  minute  you  do  change  a  mind  ; 
And  call  him  noble,  that  was  now  your  hate. 
Him  vile,  that  was  your  garland.     What's  the  matter. 
That  in  thefe  feveral  places  of  the  city 
,    You  cry  againft  the  noble  fenate',  who. 
Under  the  gods,  keep  you  in  awe,  which  elfe 

Would  feed  on  one  another  ? ^What's  their  ieeking  ? 

Men.  For  com  at  their  own  rates ;  whereof,  they  fay. 
The  city  is  well  ftor'd. 

Mar.  Hang'em !  They  fay  ? 
They'll  fit  by  the  fire,  and  prefume  to  know 
What's  done  i'the  Capitol :  who's  like  to  rife,  .[out 

Who  thrives,  and  who  declines  :  fide  faftions,  and  give 
Conjedhiral  marriages ;  making  parties  flrong. 
And  feebling  fuch  as  fland  not  in  their  liking. 
Below  their  cobbled  fhoes.     They  fay,  there's  grain  e- 
Would  the  nobiUty  lay  afide  their  ruth,  [nough  ? 

And  let  me  ufe  my  fword,  Td  make  a  quarry 
With  thoufands  of  thefe  quarter'd  flaves,  as  high 
As  I  could  pick  my  lance. 

Mbn.  Nay,  thefe  are  almofl  thoroughly  perfuaded ; 
For  thougli  abundantly  they  lack  difcretion. 
Yet  are  they  pafling  cowardly.     But,  I  befeech  you. 
What  fays  the  other  troop  ? 

Mak.  They  are  diffolv'd  :  Hang  'em  ! 
They  faid,  they  were  an-hungry ;  figh'd  forth  proverbs ;— • 
That,  hunger  broke  flone  walls  ;  that,  dogs  muil  eat ; 
That,  meat  was  made  for  mouths;  that,  the  gods  fent  not 
Com  for  the  rich  men  only : — With  thefe  fhreds 
l^ej  vented  their  complainings;  which  being  anfwer'd, 
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And  a  petition  granted  them,  a  ftrange  one, 

(To  break  the  heart  of  generofity. 

And  make  bold  power  look  pale,)  they  threw  their  caps 

As  they  would  hang  them  on  the  horns  o'the  moon^ 

Shouting  their  emulation. 

Men.  What  is  granted  them  ? 

Mar.  Five  tribunes,  to  defend  their  vulgar  wifdoms, 
Of  their  own  choice  :  One's  Junius  Brutus, 
Sicinius  Vclutus,  and  I  know  not — 's  death  ! 
The  rabble  fhould  have  firil  unroof 'd  the  city. 
Ere  fo  prevailed  with  me  :  it  will  in  time 
Win  upon  power,  and  throw  forth  greater  themes 
For  infurreftion's  arguing. 

Men.  This  is  ftrange. 

Mar.  Go,  get  you  home,  you  fragments  ! 
Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mes.  Where's  Caius  Marcius  ? 

Mar.  Here :  What's  the  matter  ? 

Mes,  The  news  is,  fir,  the  Voices  are  in  arms. 

Mar.  I  am  glad  on't ;  then  we  fhall  have  means  to  vent 
Our  mufty  fuperfluity  : — See,  our  beft  elders. 
Enter  Cominius,  Titus  Lartius^  and  other  Sen  J-- 
tors;  Junius  Brutus,  and  Sicinius  Velutus. 

I  Sen.  Marcius,  'tis  true,  that  you  have  lately  told  us  j 
The  Voices  are  in  arms. 

Mar.  They  have  a  leader, 
TuUus  Aufidius,  that  will  put  you  to't. 
I  fin  in  envying  his  nobility  : 
And  were  I  any  thing  but'what  I  am, 
I  would  wifh  me  only  he. 

Com.  You  have  fought  together. 

Mar.  Were  half  to  half  the  world  by  the  ears,  and  he 
Upon  my  party,  I'd  revolt,  to  make 
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taly  my  wars  with  him :  he  is  a  lion 
liat  I  am  proud  to  hunt. 

I  Sen.  Then,  worthy  Marcius, 
Lttend  upon  Cominius  to  thefe  wars. 
Coif.  It  is  your  former  promife. 
MjiR.  Sir,  it  is ; 
And  I  am  conftant. — ^Titus  Lartius,  thou 
Shalt  fee  me  once  more  ftrike  at  TuUus'  face : 
Vhat,  art  thou  ftiflf ?  ftand'ft  out  ? 

Tit.  No,  Caius  Marcius ; 
m  lean  upon  one  crutch,  and  fight  with  the  other. 
Ere  ftay  behind  this  bufinefs. 

MiN.  O,  true  bred ! 
,    I  Sen.  Your  company  to  the  Capitol;  where,  I  know^ 
i  Our  greateft  friends  attend  us. 
I    fir.  Lead  you  on : — 
Follow,  Cominius ;  we  muft  follow  you ; 
it  worthy  you  priority. 
Com.  Noble  Lartius ! 
X  Sen.  Hence  !  To  your  homes,  be  gone. 

[To  the  Citizens. 
Mar.  ifzj^  let  them  follow  : 
The  Voices  have  much  com ;  take  thefe  rats  thither, 
.  To  gnaw  their  gamers  : — ^Worfhipful  mutineers, 
Tottr  valour  puts  well  forth :  pray,  follow. 

[Exeunt  Senators^  Com.  Mar.  7/r.  and  Men  en. 
Citizens  Jieal  away. 
Sic.  Was  ever  man  fo  proud  as  is  this  Marcius  ? 
Bku.  He  has  no  equal. 

Sic.  When  we  were  chofen  tribunes  for  the  people, — 
Bkv.  Marked  you  his  lip,  and  eyes  ? 
Sic.  Nay,  but  his  taunts. 
3t&.  Being  mov'd^  he  will  not  fpare  to  gird  the  gods. 
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Sic.  Be-mock  the  modeft  moon. 

Bru.  The  prefent  wars  devour  him  :  he  is  grown 
Too  proud  to  be  fo  valiant. 

Sic.  Such  a  nature, 
Tickled  with  good  fuccefs,  difdains  the  (hadow 
Which  he  treads  on  at  noon  :  But  I  do  wonder. 
His  infolence  can  brook  to  be  commanded 
Under  Cominius. 

Bru,  Fame,  at  the  which  he  aims, — 
In  whom  already  he  is  well  grac'd, — cannot 
Better  be  held,  nor  more  attained,  than  by 
A  place  below  the  firfl :.  for  what  mifcarries 
Shall  be  the  general's  fault,  though  he  perform 
To  the  iitmoft  of  a  man ;  and  giddy  cenfure 
Will  then  cry  out  of  Marcius,  0,  if  be 
Had  borne  tbe  bujinefs  ! 

Sic.  Befides,  if  things  go  well, 
Opinion,  that  fo  flicks  on  Marcius,  fhall 
Of  his  demerits  rob  Cominius. 

Bru.  Come ; 
Half  all  Cominius'  honours  are  to  Marcius, 
Though  Marcius  eam'd  them  not ;  and  all  his  faults 
To  Marcius  fhall  be  honours,  though,  indeed. 
In  aught  he  merit  not. 

•  Sic.  Let's  hence,  and  hear 
How  the  defpatch  is  made ;  and  in  what  fafhion. 
More  than  his  fingularity,  he  goes 
Upon  this  prefent  adion. 

Bru.  Let's  along.  \^Exem 

SCENE  II.    CorioU.    "Tbe  Senate-Houfe. 
Enter  Tullus  j^ufidius,  and  certain  SsiijiTORSn 
I  Sen.  So,  your  opinion  is,  Aufidius, 
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hat  they  of  Rome  are  entered  in  our  counfels, 
nd  know  how  we  proceed. 
AuF.  Is  it  not  yours  ? 

/hat  ever  hath  been  thought  on  in  this  Hate, 
Tiat  could  be  brought  to  bodily  ad  ere  Rome 
lad  circumvention  ?  'Tis  not  four  days  gone, 
ince  I  heard  thence  ;  thefe  are  the  words  :  I  think, 
have  the  letter  here  ;  yes,  here  it  is :  [reads. 

J'bey  have  prefs^d  a  power ^  but  it  is  not  known 
Whether  for  eqft^  or  weft :  The  dearth  is  greats 
'Q)e  people  mutinous :  and  it  is  rumour^ d^ 
Cominius,  Marcius  your  old  enemy ^ 

(IVbo  is  of  Rome  worje  bated  tban  of  you,)  • 

hi  Titus  Lartius,  a  moft  valiant  Roman, 
Jbefc  three  lead  on  this  preparation  ' 

Ubitber  Uis  bent :  moft  likely  ^  Uis  for  you  : 
Cmfider  of  it. 

1  Sbn.  Our  army's  in  the  field  : 

Vc  never  yet  made  doubt  but  Rome  was  ready 
Toanfwer  us. 

:    AuF.  Nor  did  you  think  it  folly, 
i  To  keep  your  great  pretences  veiPd,  till  when 
iBicy  needs  muft  Ihow  themfelves ;  which  in  the  hatchings 
liicein'd,  appeared  to  Rome.    By  the  difcovery, 
[  Vc  fliall  be  lhorten*d  in  our  aim  ;  which  was, 
To  take  in  many  towns,  ere,  almoft,  Rome 
Should  know  we 'were  afoot. 

2  Seii.  Noble  Aufidius^ 

'  Tic  your  commifGon  ;  hie  you  to  your  bands ; 
Let  us  alone  to  guard  Corioli : 
ff  Acy  fet  down  before  us,  for  the  remove 
Wifcg  up  your  army  j  but,  I  think,  you'll  find 
Tkey  have  not  prepar'd  for  us. 
VolV.  G 
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j4uf.  O,  doubt  not  that ; 
I  fpeak  from  certainties.    Nay,  more, 
Some  parcels  of  their  powers  are  forth  already^ 
And  only  hitherward.    I  leave  your  honours. 
If  we  and  Caius  Marcius  chance  to  meet, 
'Tis  fworn  between  us,  we  Ihall  ever  ftrike 
Till  one  can  do  no  more. 

j4ll.  The  gods  aflifl  you  ! 

jiuF.  And  keep  your  honours  fafe  ! 

1  Sen.  Farewell. 

2  Sen.  Farewell- 

j4ll.  Farewell.  [Exi 

SCENE  III.    Rome,    ^n  Apartment  in  Marcius"  R 
Efiter  VoLVMNiA,  and  Virgilia:  They  Jit  down  on 
lowjloolsy  and  few. 
Vol.  I  pray  yoii,  daughter,  fing  ;  or  exprefs  you: 
in  a  more  comfortable  fort :  If  my  fon  were  my  1 
band,  I  fliould  freelier  rejoice  in  that  abfence  whe 
he  won  honour,  than  in  the  embracements  of  his  1 
where  he  would  Ihow  moft  love.     When  yet  he  was 
tender-body'd,  and  the  ,only  fon  of  my  womb  ;  w 
youth  with  comelinefs  pluck'd  all  gaze  his  way ;  wl 
for  a  day  of  kings'  entreaties,  a  mother  (hould  not 
him  an  hour  from  her  beholding  ;  I, — confidering  1 
honour  would  become  fuch  a  perfon  ;  that  it  was  no 
ter  than  pidure-like  to  hang  by  the  wall,  if  ren< 
made  it  not  ftir, — ^was  pleafed  to  let  him  feek  dai 
where  he  was  like  to  find  fame.     To  a  cruel  war  I 
him  ;  from  whence  he  returned,  his  brows  bound  a 
oak.     I  tell  thee,  daughter, — I  fprang  not  more  in 
at  firft  hearing  he  was  a  man-child,  than  now  in 
feeing  he  had  proved  himfelf  a  man. 
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ViR.  JBut  had  he  died  in  the  bufinefs^  madam  ?  how  then? 

FoL.  Then  his  good  report  fhould  have  been  my  fon  ; 
I  therein  would  have  found  iflue.  Hear  me  profefs  fin- 
cerely : — Had  I  a  dozen  fons, — each  in  my  love  alike, 
and  none  lefs  dear  than  thine  and  my  good  Marcius, — 
I  had  rather  had  eleven  die  nobly  for  their  country, 
than  one  voluptuoufly  furfeit  out  of  adlion. 
Enter  a  Genjtlewoman. 

Gent.  Madam,  the  lady  Valeria  is  come  to  vifit  you. 

Fir.  'Befeech  you,  give  me  leave  to  retire  myfelf. 

Vdi.  Indeed,  you  ihail  not. 
Methinks,  I  hear  hither  your  hufband's  drum ; 
See  him  pluck  Autidius  down  by  the  hair ; 
As  children  from  a  bear,  the  Voices  fliunning  him : 
Rethinks,  I  fee  him  (lamp  thus,  and  call  thus, — 
'hme  ofiy  you  cowards  ;  you  were  got  in  fear ^ 
Though  you  were  born  in  Rome :  His  bloody  brow 
iVith  his  maird  hand  then  wiping,  forth  he  goes  ; 
Jke  to  a  harveft-man,  that's  ta/k*d  to  mow 
3r  all,  or  lofe  his  hire. 

ViR.  His  bloody  brow !  O,  Jupiter,  no  blood  ! 

Vol.  Away,  you  fool !  it  more  becomes  a  man, 
Than  gilt  his  trophy  :  The  breafts  of  Hecuba, 
When  Ihe  did  fuckle  Hedlor,  look'd  not  lovelier 
Than  Hedor's  forehead,  when  it  fpit  forth  blood 
At  Grecian  fwords'  contending. — Tell  Valeria, 
We  are  fit  to  bid  her  welcome.  [Exit  Gent. 

Fir.  Heavens  blefs  my  lord  from  fell  Aufidius ! 

Vol.  He'll  beat  Aufidius'  head  below  his  knee, 
And  tread  upon  his  neck. 
.Re-enter  GentlepvOiMAN,  with  Vj'leria  and  her  UJJjer. 

Fal.  My  ladies  both,  good  day  to  you. 

Vol.  Sweet  madam, — 

G  ij 
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ViR.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  lady  (hip. 

Val.  How  do  you  both  ?  you  are  manifeft  houfekeep- 
ers.     What,  are  you  fewing  here  ?    A  fine  fpot,  in  good . 
faith How  does  your  little  fon  ? 

ViR.  I  thank  your  lady  {hip  ;  well,  good  madam. 

Vol.  He  had  rather  fee  the  fwords,  and  hear  a  drum, 
than  look  upon  his  fchool-mafter. 

^£.  O*  my  word,  the  father's  fon:  Til  fwear,  'tis  a 
very  pretty  boy.  O'  my  troth,  I  look'd  upon  him  o' 
Wednefday  half  an  hour  together  :  he  has  fuch  a  con- 
firmed countenance.  I  faw  him  run  after  a  gilded  but- 
terfly ;  and  when  he  caught  it,  he  let  it  go  again ;  and 
after  it  again;  and  over  and  over  he  comes,  and  upa- 
gain  ;  catch'd  it  again :  or  whether  his  fall  enrag'd  him, 
or  how  'twas,  he  did  fo  fet  his  teeth,. and  tear  it;  0, 1 
warrant,  how  he  mammock'd  it ! 

Vol.  One  of  his  father's  moods. 

Val.  Indeed  la,  'tis  a  noble  child. 

ViR.  A  crack,  madam. 

Val.  Come,  lay  afide  your  ftitchery ;  Imuft  have  you 
play  the  idle  hufwife  with  me  this  afternoon, 

ViR.  No,  good  madam;  I  will  not  out  of  doors. 

Val.  Not  out  of  doors  ! 

V^L.  She  fhall,  fhe  (hall. 

ViR.  Indeed,  no,  by  your  patience :  I  will  not  over 
the  threfhold,  till  my  lord  return  from  the  wars. 

Val.  Fie,  you  confine  yourfelf  moft  unreafonably : 
Come,  you  mull  go  vifit  the  good  lady  that  lies  in. 

ViR.  I  will  wifh  her  fpeedy  ftrength,  and  vifit  her^ 
with  my  prayers  ;  but  I  cannot  go  thither. 

Vol.  Why,  I  pray  you  ? 

ViR.  'Tis  not  to  fave  labour,  nor  that  I  want  love. 

Val.  You  would  be  another  Penelope  :  yet,  they  fa^ 
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lU  the  yam,  fhe  fpun  in  Ulyfles'  abfence,  did  but  fill 
thaca  full  of  moths.  Come ;  I  would,  your  cambrick 
vtre  fenfible  as  your  finger,  that  you  might  leave  prick- 
ng  it  for  pity.     Come,  you  (hall  go  with  us. 

Fir.  No,  good  madam,  pardon  me;  indeed,  I  will  not 
forth. 

Fal.  In  truth  la,  go  with  me  ;  and  I'll  tell  you  excel-- 
lent  news  of  your  hufband. 
Fir.  O,  good  madam,  there  can  be  none  yet. 
Fjl.  Verily,  I  da  not  jeft  with  you  j  there  came  news 
from  him  laft  night. 
Fir.  Indeed,  madam  ? 

FjfL.  In  eameft,  it's  true  ;  I  heard  a  fenator  fpeak  it. 
Thus  it  is : — The  Voices  have  an  army  forth  ;  againft 
whom  Cominius  the  general  is  gone,  with  one  part  of 
our  Roman  power :  your  lord,  and  Titus  Lartius,  are 
fet  down  before  their  city  Corioli ;  they  nothing  doubt 
•prevailing,  and  to  make  it  brief  wars.  This  is  true,  on 
mine  honour  ;  and  fo,  I  pray,  go  with  us. 

Fir.  Give  me  excufe,  good  madam  ;  I  will  obey  you 
in  every  thing  hereafter. 

FoL.  Let  her  alone,  lady;  as  fhe  is  now,  fhe  will  but 
difeafe  our  better  mirth. 

Fal.  In  troth,  I  think,  fhe  would  : — Fare  you  well 
then. — Come,  good  fweet  lady. — Pr'ythee,  Virgilia,  turn 
thy  folemnefs  out  o'door,  and  go  along  with  us. 

Fir.  No  :  at  a  word,  madam  j  indeed,  I  mufl  not.     I 
wifh  you  much  mirth. 
Val.  Well,  then  farewell.  lExeunt. 

SCENE  IF.    Before  Corio)!. 
Enter,  with  Drum  and  Colours,  Marcius,  ^itus  Lar^ 
Tivs^  Officers^  and  Soldiers.     To  them  a  Messenger. 

Qiij 
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Mar.  Yonder  comes  news  : — A  wager,  they  have  met, 

Lart.  My  horfe  to  yours,  no. 

Mar.  *Tis  done. 

Lart^  Agreed. 

Mar.  Say,  has  our  general  met  the  enemy  ? 

Mes.  They  He  in  view ;  but  have  not  fpoke  as  yet, 

Lart.  So,  the  good  horfe  is  mine. 

Mar.  I'll  buy  him  of  you.  [I  will, 

Lart.  No,  V\\  nor  fell,  nor  give  him  :  lend  you  him, 
For  half  a  hundred  years. — Summon  the  town. 

Mar.  How  far  off  He  thefe  armies  ? 

Mes.  Within  this  mile  and  half. 

Mar.  Then  {hall  we  hear  their  'larum,  and  they  oun. 
Now,  Mars,  I  pr'ythee,  make  us  quick  in  work ; 
That  we  with  fmoking  fwords  may  niarch  from  hence,  ■ 
To  help  our  fielded  friends  ! — Come,  blow  thy  blaft. 
"T bey  found  a  parley.     Enter,  on  the  walls,  fame  Senators^ 

and  Others. 
TuUus  Aufidius,  is  he  within  your  \ralls  ?] 

I  Sen.  No,  nor  a  man  that  fears'  you  lefs  than  he, 
That's  lefler  than  a  little.     Hark,  our  drums 

[Alarums  afar  off^. 
Are  bringing  forth  our  youth  :  We'll  break  our  walls, 
Rather  than  they  fhall  pound  us  up :  our  gates. 
Which  yet  feem  fhut,  we  have  but  pinn'd  with  ruflies;. 
They'll  open  of  themfelves.     Hark  you,  far  off; 

[Other  Alarums* 
There  is  Aufidius  :  lifl:,  what  work  he  makes 
Amongft  your  cloven  army. 

Mar.  O,  they  are  at  it ! 

Lart.  Their  noife  be  our  inftrudion. — Ladders,  ho^ 
T'he  Voices  enter  and pafs  over  the  Stage. 

Mar.  They  fear  us  not,  but  iflfue  forth  their  city. 
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7r  put  your  fhields  before  your  hearts,  and  fight 
:h  hearts  more  proof  than  fhields. — Advance,  brave 
:y  do  difdain  us  much  beyond  our  thoughts,      [Titus : 
dell  makes  me  fweat  with  wrath. — Come,  on  myfel- 
that  retires,  FU  take  him  for  a  Voice,  [lows ; 

d  he  (hall  feel  mine  edge. 

irum^  and  exeunt  Romans  and  YolctSy  fighting,    ^e  Ro- 
nans  are  beaten  back  to  the  trenches.  Re-enter  Makcius. 
Mar.  All  the  contagion  of  the  fouth  light  on  you, 
u  (hames  of  Rome !  you  herd  of — Boils  and  plagues 
ifter  you  o'er  ;  that  you  may  be  abhorr'd 
rther  than  feen,  and  one  infed:  another 
;ain(l  the  wind  a  mile  ?  You  fouls  of  geefe, 
at  bear  the  Ihapes  of  men,  how  have  you  run 
Dm  flaves  that  apes  would  beat  ?  Pluto  and  hell ! 
I  hurt  behind ;  backs  red,  and  faces  pale 
ith  flight  and  agued  fear  !  Mend,  and  charge  home, 
,  by  the  fires  of  heaven,  Til  leave  the  foe, 
id  make  my  wars  on  you  ;  look  to't :  Come  on ; 
you'll  (land  faft,  we'll  beat  them  to  their  wives, 
5  they  us  to  our  trenches  foUow'd. 
ikdber  jilarum.     TT)e  Voices  and  Romans  re-enter^  and 
the  fight  is  renewed.    The  Voices  retire  into  Corioli,  and 
Ma Rcius  follows  them  to  the  gates. 
0,  BOW  the  gates  are  ope  : — Now  prove  good  feconds : 
nsfor  the  followers  fortune  widens  them, 
(iotfor  the  fliers :  Mark  me,  and  do  the  like. 

[He  enters  the  gates,  and  isjhitt  in. 

\  Sol.  Fool-hardinefs  ;  not  I. 

iSoL.  Nor  I. 

3  Sol.  See,  they 
Hive  ftiut  hina  in,  [Alarum  continues, 

All.  To  the  pot,  I  warrant  him. 

Giiii 
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Enter  Titus  Lartius. 

Lart.  What  is  become  of  Marciys  ? 

All.  Slain,  fir,  doubtlefs. 

I  Sol.  Following  the  fliers  at  the  very  heels. 
With  them  he  enters  :  who,  upon  the  fudden, 
Clapp'd-to  their  gates  ;  he  is  himfelf  alone. 
To  anfwer  all  the  city. 

Lart.  O  noble  fellow ! 
Who,  fenfible,  outdares  his  fenfelefs  fword, 
And,  when  it  bows,  ftands  up  !  Thou  art  left,  Marcius: 
A  carbuncle  entire,  as  big  as  thou  art, 
Were  not  fo  rich  a  jewel.     Thou  waft  a  foldier 
Even  to  Cato's  wifli :  not  fierce  and  terrible 
Only  in  ftrokes ;  but,  with  thy  grim  looks,  and 
The  thunder-like  percuflion  of  thy  founds,  - 

Thou  mad'ft  thine  enemies  Ihake,  as  if  the  world 
Were  feverous,  and  did  tremble. 

Re-enter  Marcius,  bleeding,  ajfaulted by  the  enemy. 

I  Sol.  Look,  fir. 

Lart.  Tis  Marcius  : 
Let's  fetch  him  off,  or  make  remain  alike. 

i^Tbey  fight,  and  all  enter  the  city. 

SCENE  V.    Within  the  "Town.    A  Street. 
Enter  certain  Roman s,  withjpoils. 

1  Rom.  This  will  I  carry  to  Rome, 

2  Rom.  And  I  tliis. 

3  Rom.  A  murrain  on't !  T  took  this  for  filver. 

[Alarum  continues  JliU  afar  of. 
Enter  Marcius,  and  Titus  Lartius,  with  a  tntmpet* 
Mar.  See  here  thefe  movers,  that  do  prize  their  hours 
At  a  crack'd  drachm  !  Cufliions,  leaden  fpoons. 
Irons  of  a  doit,  doublets  that  hangmen  would 
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iury  with  thofe  that  wore  them,  thefe  bafe  Haves, 
ire  yet  the  fight  be  done,  pack  up: — ^Down  with  them— 
\nd  hark,  what  noife  the  general  makes ! — ^To  him  :— 
rhere  is  the  man  of  my  foul's  hate,  Aufidius,     ' 
Rercing  our  Romans  :  Then,  valiant  Titus,  take 
Convenient  numbers  to  make  good  the  city  j 
Whilft  I,  with  thofe  that  have  the  fpirit,  will  haftc 
To  help  Cominius, 

Lart.  Worthy  fir,  thou  bleed*ft ; 
Thy  exercife  hath  been  too  violent  for 
A  fecond  courfe  of  fight. 

Mar.  Sir,  praife  me  not : 
My  work  hath  yet  not  warm'd  me  :  Fare  you  well. 
Tlie  blood  I  drop  is  rather  phyfical 
Than  dangerous  to  me  :  To  Aufidius  thus' 
I  will  appear,  and  fight. 

Lart.  Now  the  fair  goddefs.  Fortune, 
Fall  deep  in  love  with  thee ;  and  her  great  charms 
Mifguide  thy  oppofers'  fwords  !  Bold  gentleman, 
Profperity  be  thy  p^ge  ! 

Mar.  Thy  friend  no  lefs 
Than  thofe  Ihe  placeth  higheft  !  So,  farewell. 

Lart.  Thou  worthieft  Marcius  ! —         [Exit  Mrcujs. 
Go,  found  thy  trumpet  in  the  marketrplace ; 
Call  thither  all  the  officers  of  the  town. 
Where  they  fhall  know  pur  mind  :  Away,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI.   Near  the  Camp  of  Com  in  jus. 
Enter  CoMiyius,  and  forces,  retreating. 
Com.  Breathe  you,  my  friends  j  well  fought ;  we  are 
like  Romans,  neither  fooUfli  in  our  fl:ands,      [come  oflT 
Nor  cowardly  in  retire  :  believe  me,  firs, 
Wc  ftall  be  charg'd  again.     Whiles  we  have  ftruck, 
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By  interims,  and  conveying  gufts,  wc  have  heard 
The  charges  of  our  friends  : — ^The  Roman  gods. 
Lead  their  fuccefles  as  we  wifh  our  ov^n  ; 
That  both  our  powers,  with  fmiling  fronts  encountering, 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
May  give  you  thankful  facrifice  ! — ^Thy  news  ? 

Mes.  The  citizens  of  Corioh  have  ifTued, 
And  given  to  Lartius-and  to  Marcius  battle : 
I  faw  our  party  to  their  trenches  driven, 
And  then  I  came  away. 

Com.  Though  thou  fpeak'ft  truth, 
Methinks,  thou  fpeak'ft  not  well.    How  long  is't  fince  ? 

Mes.  Above  an  hour,  my  lord. 

Com.  'Tis  not  a  mile  ;  briefly  we  heard  their  drums ; 
How  could'ft  thou  in  a  mile  confound  an  hour. 
And  bring  thy  news  fo  late  ? 

Mes.  Spies  of  the  Voices 
Held  me  in  chafe,  that  I  wasforc'd  to  wheel 
Three  or  four  miles  about ;  elfe  had  I,  fir. 
Half  an  hour  fince  brought  my  report. 
Enter  Marcius. 

Com.  Wlio's  yonder. 
That  does  appear  as  he  were  flay'd  ?  O  gods  i 
He  has  the  ftamp  of  Marcius ;  and  I  have 
Before-time  feen  him  thus. 

Mar.  Come  1  too  late  ? 

Com.  The^ftiepherd  knows  not  thunder  from  a  tabor^ 
More  than  I  know  the  found  of  Marcius  ■  tongue 
From  every  meaner  man's. 

Mar.  Come  I  too  late  ? 

Com.  Ay,  if  you  come  not  in  the  blood  of  others^ 
But  mantled  in  your  own- 

M4R.  O !  let  me  clip  you 
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n  anns  as  found,  as  when  I  wooM ;  in  heart 
^  merry,  as  when  our  nuptial  day  was  done, 
\nd  tapers  bum'd  to  bedward. 

Com.  Flower  of  warriors. 
How  is*t  with  Titus  Lartius  ? 

Mjr.  As  with  a  man  bulled  about  decrees  : 
Condemning  fome  to  death,  and  forae  to  exile ; 
Ranfoming  him,  or  pitying,  threat'ning  the  other ; 
Holding  Corioli  in  the  name  of  Rome, 
Even  like  a  fawning  greyhound  in  the  leafh. 
To  let  him  flip  at  will. 

Com.  Where  is  that  flave. 
Which  told  me  they  had  beat  you  to  your  trenches  ? 
Where  is  he  ?  Call  him  hither. 

Mjr.  Let  him  alone, 
He  did  inform  the  truth  :  But  for  our  gentlemen. 
The  common  file,  (A  plague  ! — Tribunes  for  them !) 
The  moufe  ne'er  lhunn*d  the  cat,  as  they  did  budge 
From  rafcals  worfe  than  they. 

Com.  But  how  prevail'd  you  ? 

Mar.  Will  the  time  ferve  to  tell  ?  I  do  not  think — 
Where  is  the  enemy  ?  Are  you  lords  o'  the  field  ? 
If  not,  why  ceafe  you  till  you  are  fo  ? 

Com.  Marcius, 
We  have  at  difadvantage  fought,  and  did 
Retire,  to  win  our  purpofe. 

Mar.  How  lies  their  battle  ?  Know  you  on  which  fide 
They  have  placed  their  men  of  truft  ? 

Com.  As  I  guefs,  Marcius, 
*Thcir  bands  i'  the  vaward  are  the  Antiates, 
Of  their  beft  truft :  o'er  them  Aufidius, 
Their  very  heart  of  hope. 
^iAR.  I  do  befeech  you. 
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By  all  the  battles  wherein  we  have  fought. 
By  the  blood  we  have  fhed  together,  by  the  vows 
We  have  made  to  endure  friends,  that  you  diredtly 
Set  me  againft  Aufidius,  and  his  Antiates : 
And  that  you  not  delay  the  prefent ;  but, 
Filling  the  air  with  fwords  advanced,  and  darts. 
We  prove  this  very  hour. 

Com.  Though  I  could  wifh 
You  were  conduced  to  a  gentle  bath, 
And  balms  applied  to  you,  yet  dare  I  never 
Deny  your  afking ;  take  your  choice  of  thofe 
IJhat  bed  can  aid  your  aftion. 

MjtR.  Thofe  are  they 
That  moft  are  willing  : — If  any  fuch  be  here, 
(As  it  were  fin  to  doubt,)  that  love  this  painting 
Wherein  you  fee  me  fmear*d ;  if  any  fear 
LefFer  his  perfon  than  an  ill  report ; 
If  any  think,  brave  death  outweighs  bad  life, 
And  that  his  country's  dearer  than  himfelf ; 
Let  him,  alone,  or  fo  many,  fo  minded. 
Wave  thus,  [waving  bis  band.']  to  exprefs  his  difpofitlon, 
And  follow  Marcius, 

[Tbcy  alljhout^  and  wave  tbeir  fivords ;  take  bim  t 
in  tbeir  arms^  and  cajl  up  their  caps. 
O  me,  alone  !  Make  you  a  fword  of  me  ? 
If  thefe  fhows  be  not  outward,  which  of  you 
But  is  four  Voices  ?  None  of  you,  but  is 
Able  to  bear  againft  the  great  Aufidius 
A  fliield  as  hard  sjs  his.     A  certain  number. 
Though  thanks  to  all,  muft  I  feled :  the  reft 
Shall  bear  the  bufinefs  in  fome  other  fight. 
As  caufe  will  be  obey'd.     Pleafe  you  to  march ; 
And  four  fliall  quickly  draw  out  my  command. 
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Vhich  men  are  beft  inclin'd. 
Com.  March  on,  my  fellows  : 
fake  good  this  oftentation,  and  you  fhall 
Hvide  in  all  with  us.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  FII.    The  Gates  of  Conoh. 
T^irus  LartiuSj  having  fet  a  guard  upon  Corioli,  going 

with  a  drum  and  trumpet  toward  Cominius  and  Caius 

Marcius,  enters  with  a  Lieutenant^  a  party  of  foU 

iters  ^  and  afcout. 

'  Lart.  So,  let  the  ports  be  guarded :  keep  your  duties. 
As  I  have  fet  them  down.    If  I  do  fend,  defpatch 
Thofe  centuries  to  our  aid  ;  the  reft  will  ferve 
For  a  (hort  holding :  If  we  lofe  the  field. 
We  cannot  keep  the  town. 

Lieu.  Fear  not  our  care,  fir. 

Lart.  Hence,  and  fliut  your  gates  upon  us.— 
Our  guider,  come ;  to  the  Roman  camp  condud  us. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  Fill    Afield  of  battle  between  the  Roman  and 
Volcian  Camps. 
Alarum.   Enter  Marcius  and  Aupidius. 
Mar.  ril  fight  with  none  but  thee ;  for  I  do  hate  thee 
Worfe  than  a  promife-breaker. 

AuF.  We  hate  alike ; 
Not  Africk  owns  a  ferpent,  I  abhor 
More  than  thy  fame  and  envy :  Fix  thy  foot. 

MdR.  Let  the  firft  budger  die  the  other's  flave, 
And  the  gods  doom  him  after ! 

AxjF.  If  I  fly,  Marcius, 
Moo  me  like  a  hare. 
Uak.  Within  thcfc  three  hours,  TuUus, 
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Alone  I  fought  in  your  Corioli  walls, 
And  made  what  work  I  pleased  :  *Tis  not  my  blood. 
Wherein  thou  feed  me  mafk'd ;  for  thy  revenge. 
Wrench  up  thy  power  to  the  higheft. 

yluF.  Wert  thou  the  Hedtor, 
That  was  the  whip  of  your  bragged  progeny. 
Thou  fhould'fl  not  fcape  me  here, — 

[X^^yfiS^^>  ^^^  c^^toin  Voices  come  to  the  aid  of 

jiUFIDWS. 

Officious,  and  not  valiant — ^you  have  fham'd  me 
In  your  condemned  feconds. 

{^Exeunt  fightings  driven  in  by  Marcivs* 

SCENE  IX.    the  Roman  Camp. 
Alarum.    A  Retreat  is  founded.    Flourijh.   Enter  at  onefide^ 

CoMiNiuSy  and  Kom-diiSi  at  the  other  fide  ^  Marcivs^ 

with  his  arm  in  afcarf  and  other  Romans. 

Com.  If  I  fhould  tell  thee  o'er  this  thy  day's  work, 
Thou'lt  not  believe  thy  deeds :  but  I'll  report  it. 
Where  fenators  (hall  mingle  tears  with  fmiles ; 
Where  great  patricians  fhall  attehd,  and  (hrug, 
I'the  end,  admire ;  where  ladies  {hall  be  frighted. 
And,  gladly  quak'd,  hear  more;  where  the  dull  Tribunes, 
That,  with  the  fufly  plebeians,  hate  thine  honours, 
Shall  fay,  againft  their  hearts, — We  thank  the  gods ^ 
Our  Rome  hathfuch  afoldier! — 
Yet  cam'ft  thou  to  a  morfel  of  this  feaft. 
Having  fully  din'd  before. 
Enter  Tirius  Lartius^  with  his  power,  from  the  purfuiu 

Lart,  O  general. 
Here  is  the  Heed,  we  the  caparifon : 
Hadfl  thou  beheld 

Mar.  Pray  now,  no  more :  my  mother, 
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Who  has  a  charter  to  extol  her  blood, 
When  flie  does  praife  me,  grieves  me.    I  have  done. 
As  you  have  done ;  that's  what  I  can ;  induced 
As  you  have  been ;  that's  for  my  country : 
He,  that  has  but  efFeded  his  good  will, 
Hath  overtaken  mine  ad. 
Com.  You  fhall  not  be 
The  grave  of  your  deferving  ;  Rome  muft  know 
The  value  of  her  own :  'twere  a  concealment 
Worfe  than  a  theft,  no  lefs  than  a  traducement. 
To  hide  your  doings ;  and  to  filence  that, 
Which,  to  the  fpire  and  top  of  praifes  vouch'd,  * 
Would  feem  but  modeft :  Therefore,  I  befeech  you, 
(In  fign  of  what  you  are,  not  to  reward 
What  you  have  done,)  before  our  army  hear  me* 

Mar.  I  have  fome  wounds  upon  me,  and  they  fmart 
To  hear  themfelves  remember'd- 

Com.  Should  they  not. 
Well  might  they  fefter  'gainft  ingratitude, 
And  tent  themfelves  with  death.     Of  all  the  horfes, 
(Whereof  we  have  ta'en  good,  and  good  (lore,)  of  all 
The  treafure,  in  this  field  achiev'd,  and  city, 
We  render  you  the  tenth  ;  to  be  ta'en  forth. 
Before  the  common  diflribution,  at 
Your  only  choice. 

Mar.  I  thank  you,  general ; 
But  cannot  make  my  heart  confent  to  take 
A  bribe,  to  pay  my  fword :  I  do  refufe  it ; 
And  ftand  upon  my  common  part  with  thofe 
That  have  beheld  the  doing. 
{Along flouri/b.     T^bey  all  cry,  Marcius  !  Marcius  !  caft 
yptbeir  caps  and  lances:  Cominius  and Lartius, 
fiand  bare. 
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Mar.  May  thcfe  fame  inftruments,  which  you  profan 
Never  found  more  !  When  drums  and  trumpets  (hall 
r  the  field  prove  flatterers,  let  courts  and  cities  be 
Made  all  of  falfe-fac*d  foothing  !  When  fteel  grows 
Soft  as  the  parafite's  filk,  let  him  be  made 
An  overture  for  the  wars  !  No  more,  I  fay ; 
For  that  I  have  not  wafh'd  my  nofe  that  bled. 
Or  foird  fome  debile  wretch,— .which,  without  note. 
Here's  many  elfe  have  done, — you  fhout  me  forth 
In  acclamations  hyperbolical ; 
As  if  I  lov'd  my  little  fhould  be  dieted 
In  praifes  fauc'd  with  Ues. 

Com.  Too  modeft  are  you ; 
More  cruel  to  your  good  report,  than  grateful 
To  us  that  give  you  truly  :  by  your  patience. 
If 'gainft  yourfelf  you  be  incensed,  we'll  put  you 
(Like  one  that  means  his  proper  harm,)  in  manacles, 
Then  reafon  fafely  with  you. — ^Therefore,  be  it  known 
As  to  us,  to  all  the  world,  that  Caius  Marcius 
Wears  this  war's  garland :  in  token  of  the  which. 
My  noble  fteed,  known  to  the  camp,  I  give  him. 
With  all  his  trim  belonging ;  and,  from  this  time. 
For  what  he  did  before  Corioli,  call  him. 
With  all  the  applaufe  and  clamour  of  the  hoft, 
Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus. — Bear 
The  addition  nobly  ever  ! 

[Flouri/b.    Trumpets  founds  and  drum 

jiiL.  Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus  ! 

Cor.  I  will  go  wafli ; 
And  when  my  face  is  fair,  you  (hall  perceive 
Whether  I  blufti,  or  no :  Howbeit,  1  tliank  you  :— 
I  mean  to  ftride  your  fleed  ;  and,  at  all  times, 
To  undercreft  your  good  addition, 
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To  the  faimefs  of  my  power. 

Com.  So,  to  our  tent : 
Where,  ere  we  do  repofe  us,  we  will  write 
To  Rome  of  our  fuccefs. — ^You,  Titus  Lartius, 
Muft  to  Corioli  back  :  fend  us  to  Rome 
The  bcft,  with  whom  we  may  articulate. 
For  their  own  good,  and  ours. 

Lakt.  I  fhall,  my  lord. 

Cor.  The  gods  begin  to  mock  me.     I  that  now 
Refus'd  moft  princely  gifts,  am  bound  to  beg 
Of  my  lord  general. 
I      Com.  Take  it :  'tis  yours ^What  is't  ? 

Cor.  I  fometime  lay,  here  in  Corioli, 
At  a  poor  man's  houfe  ;  he  us'd  me  kindly : 
He  cry'd  to  me  ;  I  faw  him  prifoner  ; 
But  then  Aufidius  was  within  my  view. 
And  wrath  o'erwhelm'd  my  pity :  I  requeft  you 
To  give  my  poor  hofl  freedom. 

Com.  O,  well  begg'd  ! 
Were  he  the  butcher  of  my  fon,  he  fhould 
Be  free,  as  is  the  wind-     Deliver  him,  Titus. 

Lart.  Marcius,  his  name  ? 

Cor.  By  Jupiter,  forgot :—  , 

I  am  weary ;  yea,  my  memory  is  tir'd.— 
Have  we  no  wine  here  ? 

Com.  Go  we  to  our  tent  : 
The  blood  upon  your  vifage  dries  :  'tis  time 
It  fhould  be  look'd  to  :  come.  [Exeunt. 

,  ■         -  -  •-  -  - 

SCENE  X.    "The  Camp  of  the  Voices. 
^flourijb.   Coronets.    Enter  Tullus  ^ufjdius^  bloody, 
with  two  or  three  foldiers. 
A^f*  The  town  is  ta*en ! 
VolV.  H 
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I  Sol.  'Twill  be  delivered  back  on  good  condition* 

AuF.  Condition  ? — 
i  .would,  I  were  a  Roman  ;  for  I  cannot, 

Being  a  Voice,  be  that  I  am Condition  ! 

What  good  condition  can  a  treaty  find 

I'  the  part  that  is  at  mercy  ?    Five  times,  Marcius, 

I  have  fought  with  thee  ;  fo  often  haft  thou  beat  me ; 

And  would'ft  do  fo,  I  think,  fliould  we  encounter 

As  often  as  we  eat. — By  the  elements. 

If  e'er  again  I  meet  him  beard  to  beard. 

He  is  mine,  or  I  am  his  :  Mine  emulation 

Hath  not  that  honour  in't,  it  had ;  for  where 

I  thought  to  crufh  him  in  an  equal  force, 

(True  fword  to  fword,)  V\\  potch  at  him  fome  way ; 

Or  wrath,  or  craft,  may  get  him. 

I  Sol.  He's  the  devil.  [fon'di 

jIuf.  Bolder,  though  not  fo  fubtle  :   My  valour*s  poi* 
With  only  fufFering  ftain  by  him  ;  for  him 
Shall  fly  out  of  itfelf :  nor  fleep,  nor  fanduary. 
Being  naked,  fick  ;  nor  fane,  nor  Capitol, 
The  prayers  of  priefts,  nor  times  of  facrifice, 
Embarquements  all  of  fury,  (hall  lift  up 
Their  rotten  privilege  and  cuftom  'gainft 
My  hate  to  Marcius  :  where  I  find  him,  were  it 
At  home,  upon  my  brother's  guard,  even  there 
Again  ft  the  hofpitable  canon,  would  I 
Wafh  my  fierce  hand  in  his  heart.    Go  you  to  thecitjL 
Learn,  how  'tis  held  ;  and  what  they  are,  that  muft 
Be  hoftages  for  Rome. 

I  Sol.  Will  not  you  go  ? 

jIuf.  I  am  attended  at  the  cyprefs  grove : 
I  pray  you, 
('Tis  fouth  the  city  mills,)  bring  me  word  thither 
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w  the  world  goes  ;  that  to  the  pace  of  it 
lay  fp\ir  on  my  journey. 
Sol.  I  Ihall,  fir.  [Exeunt. 

ACT  11. 

SCENE  I.    Rome.    A  publick  Place. 

Enter  MsNENius,  Sicinius,  and  Brutus. 

iiN.  The  augurer  tells  me,  we  fhall  have  news  to-night. 

hv.  Good,  or  bad  ? 

fRN.  Not  according  to  the  prayer  of  the  people,  for 

J  love  not  Marcius. 

ic.  Nature  teaches  beafts  to  know  their  friends. 

Ien.  Pray  you,  who  does  the  wolf  love  ? 

w.  The  lamb. 

\en.  Ay,  to  devour  him ;  as  the  hungry  plebeians 

Id  the  noble  Marcius. 

RU.  He's  a  lamb  indeed,  that  baes  like  a  bear. 

\en.  He's  a  bear,  indeed,  that  lives  like  a  lamb.   You 

are  old  men  ;  tell  me  one  thing  that  I  fhall  a(k  you. 

OTR  Trie.  Well,  fir. 

Ien.  In  what  enormity  is  Marcius  poor,  that  you  two 

i  not  in  abundance  ? 

Ru.  He's  poor  in  no  one  fault,  but  ftor'd  with  all. 

re.  Efpecially,  in  pride. 

RU.  And  topping  all  others  in  boafting. 

\en.  This  is  ftrange  now :  Do  you  two  know  how  you 

cenfured  here  in  the  city,  I  mean  of  us  o'  the  right- 

d  file  ?  Do  you  ? 

\oTE  Trie.  Why,  how  are  we  cenfured  ? 

iRN.  Becaufe  you  talk  of  pride  now, — Will  you  not 

angry? 

Both  Tiij.  Well,  well,  fir,  well 

Hxj 
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Men.  Why^  'tis  no  great  matter ;  for  a  very  little  thief 
of  occafion  will  rob  you  of  a  great  deal  of  patience  :  give 
your  difpofition  the  reins,  and  be  angry  at  your  pleafures; 
at  the  lead,  if  you  take  it  as  a  pleafure  to  you,  in  being 
fo.    You  blame  Marcius  for  being  proud  ? 

Bru.  We  do  it  not  alone,  fir. 

Men,  I  know,  you  can  do  very  little  alone  ;  for  your 
helps  are  many ;  or  elfe  your  aftions  would  grow  wondrous 
fingle :  your  abilities  are  too  infant-like,  for  doing  much 
alone.  You  talk  of  pride  :  O,  that  you  could  turn  your 
eyes  towards  the  napes  of  your  necks,  and  make  but  an 
interior  furvey  of  your  good  felves  !  O,  that  you  could ! 

Bru.  What  then,  fir  ? 

Men.  Why,  then  you  fhould  difcover  a  brace  of  un- 
meriting,  proud, violent,  tefly  magiflrates,  (alias,  fools,)  as 
any  in  Rome. 

Src.  Menenius,  you  are  known  well  enough  too. 

Men.  I  am  known  to  be  a  humorous  patrician,  and  one 
that  loves  a  cup  of  hot  wine  with  not  a  drop  of  allaying 
Tiber  in't ;  faid  to  be  fomething  imperfed,  in  favouring 
the  firfl  complaint ;  hafly,  and  tinder-like,  upon  too  tri- 
vial motion  :  one  that  converfes  more  with  the  buttock 
of  the  night,  than  with  the  forehead  of  the  morning. 
What  I  think,  I  utter ;  and  fpend  my  malice  in  my 
breath  :  Meeting  two  fuch  weals-men  as  you  are,  (I  can- 
not call  you  Lycurgufes)  if  the  drink  you  give  me,  touch 
my  palate  adverfely,  I  make  a  crooked  face  at  it.  I  can- 
not fay,  your  worfhips  have  d^liver'd  the  matter  well, 
when  I  find  the  afs  in  compound  with  the  major  part  of 
your  fyllables:  and  though  I  mufl  be  content  to  bear  with 
thofe  that  fay  you  are  reverend  grave  men ;  yet  they  lie 
deadly,  that  tell,  you  have  good  faces.  If  you  fee  this  in 
the  map  of  my  microcofm,  follows  it,  that  I  am  known 
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w'cfl  enough  too  ?  What  harm  can  your  biflbn  confpec- 
nities  glean  out  of  this  charader,  if  I  be  known  well 
Aough  too  ? 

Brv.  Come,  fir,  come,  we  know  you  well  enough. 

Men.  You  know  neither  me,  yourlelves,  nor  any  thing. 
You  are  ambitious  for  poor  knaves'  caps  and  legs  ;  you 
wear  out  a  good  wholefome  forenoon,  in  hearing  a  caufe 
between  an  orange-wife  and  foflet-feller ;  and  then  re- 
journ the  controverfy  of  three-pence  to  a  fecond  day  of 
audience. — ^When  you  are  hearing  a  matter  between 
party  and  party,  if  you  chance  to  be  pinch'd  with  the 
cholick,  you  make  faces  like  mummers ;  fet  up  the  bloody 
flag  againfl  all  patience ;  and,  in  roaring  for  a  chamber- 
pot, difmifs  the  controverfy  bleeding,  the  more  entang- 
led by  your  hearing :  all  the  peace  you  make  in  their 
caufe,  is,  calling  both  the  parties  knaves :  You  are  a  pair 
of  ftrange  ones. 

Brv.  Come,  come  you  are  well  underftood  to  bea  per- 
feder  giber  for  the  table,  than  a  neceflary  bencher  in  the 
Capitol. 

Men.  Our  very  priefts  muft  become  mockers,  if  they 
ihall  encounter  fuch  ridiculous  fubjeds  as  you  are.  When 
you  fpeak  beft  unto  the  purpofe,  it  is  not  worth  the  wag- 
ging of  your  beards ;  and  your  beards  deferve  not  fo  ho- 
aooiable  a  grave,  as  to  fluff  a  botchers  cufhion,  or  to  be 
cutomb'd  in  an  afs's  pack-faddle.  Yet  you  mufl  be  fay- 
ing, Marcius  is  proud ;  who,  in  a  cheap  eflimation,  is 
wiith  all  your  predeceffors,  fince  Deucalion;  though,  per- 
sdventure,  fome  of  the  befl  of  them  were  hereditary 
bangmen.  Good  e'en  to  your  worfhips  ;  more  of  your 
converiation  would  infed  my  brain,  being  the  herdfmen 
of  the  beaflly  plebeians  :  I  will  be  bold  to  take  my  leave 
of  you.  [Brutus  and  Sicjnius  retire. 

H  iij 
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Enter  Folumnij,  Virgilia,  and  Valeria,  t^c. 
How  now,  my  as  fair  as  noble  ladies,  (and  the  moon,  were 
fhe  earthly,  no  nobler,)  whither  do  you  follow  your  eyes 
fo  fafl:  ? 

Vol.   Honourable   Menenius,   my   boy  Marcius  ap- 
proaches ;  for  the  love  of  Juno,  let's  go. 

Men.  Ha !  Marcius  coming  home  ? 

Vol.  Ay,  worthy  Menenius;  and  with  mod  profperous 
approbation. 

Men.  Take  my  cap,  Jupiter,  and  I  thank  thee : — Hoc! 
Marcius  coming  home ! 

T'lvo  Ladies.  Nay,  'tis  true. 

Vol.  Look,  here's  a  letter  from  him  ;  the  ftate  hath 
another,  his  wife  another ;  and,  I  think,  there's  one  at 
home  for  you. 

Men.  I  will  make  my  very  houfe  reel  to  night : — A 
letter  for  mg  ? 

ViR.  Yes,  certain,  there's  a  letter  for  you  ;  I  faw  it. 

Men.  a  letter  for  me  ?  It  gives  me  an  eftate  of  feven 
years'  health  ;  in  which  time,  I  will  make  a  lip*  at  the 
phyfician  :  the  mod  fovereign  prefcription  in  Galen  is 
but  empiricutick,  and,  to  this  prefervative,  of  no  better 
report  than  a  horfe-drench.  Is  he  not  wounded  ?  he  was 
wont  to  come  home  wounded, 

ViR.  O,  no,  no,  no. 

Vol.  O,  he  is  wounded,  I  thank  the  gods  for't. 

Men.  So  do  I  too,  if  it  be  not  too  much  :_Brings  'a. 
vidory  in  his  pocket  ? — The  wounds  become  him. 

Vol.  On's  brows,  Menenius  :  he  comes  the  third  time: 
home  with  the  oaken  garland. 

Men.  Has  he  difciplined  Aufidius  foundly  ? 

Vol.  Titus  Lartius  writes, — they  fought  together,  birtS- 
Aufidius  got  off. 
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Men.  And  'twas  time  for  him  too,  1*11  warrant  him 
hat :  an  he  had  ftaid  by  him,  I  would  not  have  been  fo 
idius'd  for  all  the  chefls  in  Corioli,  and  the  gold  that's  in 
(hem.    Is  the  fenate  pofTefs'd  of  this  ? 

Vol.  Good  ladies,  let's  go  : Yes,  yes,  yes  :  the  fenate 

has  letters  from  the  general,  wherein  he  gives  my  fon  the 
whole  name  of  the  war  :  he  hath  in  this  adion  outdone 
his  former  deeds  doubly. 

Fal.  In  troth,  there's  wondrous  things  fpoke  of  him. 

Men.  Wondrous  ?  ay,  I  warrant  you,  and  not  without 
his  true  purchafing. 

ViR.  The  gods  grant  them  true ! 

Vol.  True  ?  pow,  wow. 

Men.  True  ?  I'll  be  fwom  they  are  true  : — Where 
is  be  wounded  ? — God  fave  your  good  worfhips !  [To  ibe 
fribunes.}  Marcius  is  coming  home  :  he  has  more  caufe 
to  be  proud.— Where  is  he  wounded  ? 

Vol.  T  the  fhoulder,  and  i'  the  left  arm :  There  will  be 
large  cicatrices  to  (how  the  people,  when  he  fhall  ftand 
for  his  place.  He  received  in  the  repulfe  of  Tarquin,  fe- 
TCn  hurts  'i  the  body. 

Men.  One  in  the  neck,  and  two  in  the  thigh, — there's 
nine  that  I  know. 

Vol.  He  had,  before  this  lafl  expedition,  twenty-five 
wounds  upon  him. 

Men.  Now  it's  twenty-feven  :  every  gafh  was  an  ene- 
n^s,  grave :  \AJbout^  and  flour  ijh.'\  Hark,  the  trumpets. 

Vol.  Thefe  are  the  ufhers  of  Marcius  :  before  him 
He  carries  noife,  and  behind  him  he  leaves  tears ; 
Death,  that  dark  fpirit,  in's  nervy  arm  doth  lie  ; 
Vfhich  being  advanc'd,  declines ;  and  then  men  die. 
ASamet.    trumpets  found.    Enter  Cominius  and  Titus 

Laetius;  between  tbem^  Coriolanus,  crown' d  witb 

H  iiij 
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ah  oaken  garland;  with  captains  andfoUiers^  and  a  He^ 

RALD. 

Her.  Know,  Rome,  that  all  alone  Marcius  did  fight 
Within  Corioli*  gates  :  where  he  hath  won. 
With  fame,  a  name  to  Caius  Marcius ;  thefe 
In  honour  follows,  Coriolanus : — 
Welcome  to  Rome,  renowned  Coriolanus  !         {Fhuri/b. 

All.  Welcome  to  Rome,  renowned  Coriolanus ! 

Cor.  No  more  of  this,  it  does  oflFend  my  heart  j  Pray 
now,  no  more. 

Com.  Look,  fir,  your  mother,—. 

Cor.  O  ! 
You  have,  I  know,  petitioned  all  the  gods 
For  my  profperity,  \KnHh. 

Vol.  Nay,  my  good  foldier,  up ; 
My  gentle  Marcius,  worthy  Caius,  and 
By  deed-achieving  honour  newly  nam'd, 
What  is  it  ?  Coriolanus,  mufl  I  call  thee  ? 
But  O,  thy  wife — 

Cor.  My  gracious  filence,  hail ! 
Would'ft  thou  have  laugh'd,  had  I  come  coflfin'd  home, 
That  weep'ft  to  fee  me  triumph  ?  Ah,  my  dear, 
Such  eyes  the  widows  in  Corioli  wear. 
And  mothers  that  lack  fons. 

Men.  Now  the  gods  crown  thee ! 

Cor.  And  live  you  yet ! — O  my  fweet  lady,  pardon. 

[7i  Valeria 

Vol.  I  know  not  where  to  turn : — O  welcome  homes 
And  welcome,  general ; — And  you  are  welcome  alL 

Men.  a  hundred  thoufand  welcomes  :  I  could  weep. 
And  I  could  laugh  ;  I  am  light,  and  heavy  !  Welcome; 
A  curfe*  begin  at  very  root  of  his  heart, 
That  is  not  glad  to  fee  thee ! — You  are  three, 
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liat  Rome  fliould  dote  on :  yet,  by  the  faith  of  men, 
Ve  have  feme  old  crab-trees  here  at  home,  that  will  not 
Je  grafted  to  your  relifli.    Yet  welcome,  warriors : 
W'e  call  a  nettle,  but  a  nettle ;  and 
The  faults  of  fools,  but  folly. 

Com.  Ever  right.  \ 

Cor.  Menenius,  ever,  ever. 

Her.  Give  way  there,  and  go  on. 

Cor.  Your  hand,  and  yours ;      [To  bis  wife  and  mother. 
Ere  in  our  own  houfe  I  do  fhade  my  head. 
The  good  patricians  mufl  be  vifited ; 
From  whom  I  have  received  not  only  greetings. 
But  with  them  change  of  honours. 

Vol.  I  have  liv'd 
To  fee  inherited  my  very  wifhes. 
And  the  buildings  of  my  fancy :  only  there 
Is  one  thing  wanting,  which  I  doubt  not,  but 
Our  Rome  will  caft  upon  thee. 

Cor.  Know,  good  mother, 
I  had  rather  be  their  fervant  in  my  way. 
Than  fway  with  them  in  theirs. 

Com.  On,  to  the  Capitol. 

[Flourijh.   Cornets.    Exeunt  injiate^  as  before.    The 
Tribunes  come  forward. 

Bku.  All  tongues  fpeak  of  him,  and  the  bleared  fights 
Axt  fpei5lacled  to  fee  him :  Your  pratling  niufe 
itto  a  rapture  lets  her  baby  cry, 
*WhiIe  fhe  chats  him :  the  kitchen  malkin  pins 
Hdr  richeft  lockram  'bout  her  reechy  neck, 
Ghmbering  the  walls  to  eye  him:  Stalls,  bulks,  windows, 
Alt  finother'd  up,  leads  fill'd,  and  ridges  hors'd 
With  variable  complexions  ;  all  agreeing 
^  eameffaieis  to  fee  him :  feld-ihown  flamens 
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Do  prefs  among  the  popular  throngs,  and  puflf 
To  win  a  vulgar  ftation  :  our  veil'd  dames 
Commit  the  war  of  white  and  damafk,  in 
Their  nicely-gawded  cheeks,  to  the  wanton  fpoil 
Of  Phoebus'  burning  kiffes  :  fuch  a  pother, 
As  if  that  whatfoever  god,  who  leads  him, 
Were  flily  crept  into  his  human  powers, 
And  gave  him  graceful  pofture. 

Sic.  On  the  fudden, 
I  warrant  him  conful. 

Bru.  Then  our  office  may, 
During  his  power,  go  fleep. 

Sic.  He  cannot  temperately  tranfport  his  honours 
From  where  he  fhould  begin,  and  end ;  but  will 
Lofe  thofe  that  he  hath  won. 

Brv.  In  that  there's  comfort. 

Sic.  Doubt  not,  the  commoners,  for  whom  we  fiand, 
But  they,  upon  their  ancient  malice,  will 
Forget,  with  the  leafl  caufe,  thefe  his  new  honours ; 
Which  that  he'll  give  them,  make  I  as  little  queflion 
As  he  is  proud  to  do't. 

Bru.  I  heard  him  fwear. 
Were  he  to  fland  for  conful,  never  would  he 
Appear  i'the  market-place,  nor  on  him  put 
The  naplefs  veftiu-e  of  humility  ; 
Nor,  fhowing  (as  the  manner  is)  his  wounds 
To  the  people,  beg  their  ftinking  breaths. 

Sic.  Tis  right. 

Bru.  It  was  his  word  :  O,  he  would  mifs  it,  rather 
Than  carry  it,  but  by  the  fuit  o'  the  gentry  to  him. 
And  the  defire  of  the  nobles. 

Sic.  I  wifh  no  better. 
Than  have  him  hold  that  purpofe,  and  to  put  it 
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In  execution. 
Bru.  'Tis  moft  like,  he  will. 
Sic.  It  fhall  be  to  him  then,  as  our  good  wills  ; 
A  fare  deftrudion . 

Bru.  So  it  muft  fall  out 
To  him,  or  our  authorities.    For  an  end. 
We  muft  fuggeft  the  people,  in  what  hatred 
He  ftill  hath  held  them  ;  tliat,  to  his  power,  he  would 
Have  made  them  mules,  filenc'd  their  pleaders,  and 
Difproperty'd  their  freedoms  :  holding  them. 
In  human  adion  and  capacity, 
Of  no  more  foul,  nor  fitnefs  for  the  world. 
Than  camels  in  their  war ;  who  have  their  provand 
Only  for  bearing  burdens,  and  fore  blows 
For  finking  under  them. 

Sic.  This,  as  you  fay,  fuggefted 
At  fome  time  when  his  foaring  infolencc 
Siall  teach  the  people,  (which  time  fliall  not  want. 
If  he  be  put  upon't ;  and  that's  as  eafy. 
As  to  fet  dogs  on  (heep,)  will  be  his  fire 
To  kindle  their  dry  ftubble  ;  and  their  blaze 
Shall  darken  him  for  ever. 

Enter  a  Messbnobr. 
Bru.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Mess.  You  are  fent  for  to  the  Capitol.    Tis  thought, 
That  Marcius  fhall  be  conful :  I  have  feen 
The  dumb  men  throng  to  fee  him,  and  the  blind 
To  hear  him  fpeak  :  The  matrons  flung  their  gloves, 
Ladies  and  maids  their  fcarfs  and  handkerchiefs, 
Upon  him  as  he  pafs'd  :  the  nobles  bended, 
Ai  to  Jove's  ftatue  ;  and  the  commons  made 
Afliower,  and  thunder,  with  their  caps,  and  fhouts : 
I  never  law  the  like* 
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Bru.  Let's  to  the  Capitol ; 
And  carry  with  us  ears  and  eyes  for  the  time, 
But  hearts  for  the  event. 

Sic.  Have  with  you.  [Exeant. 

SCENE  II.    Hbefame.    the  Capitol. 
Enter  two  Officers,  to  lay  cu/hions. 

1  Off.  Come,  come,  they  are  almofl  here :  How  manj 
fland  for  confiiKhips  ? 

2  Off.  Three,  they  fay :  but  'tis  thought  of  every  one, 
Coriolanus  will  carry  it. 

1  Off.  That's  a  brave  fellow;  but  he's  vengeance 
proud,  and  loves  not  the  common  people. 

2  Off.  'Faith,  there  have  been  many  great  men  that 
have  flatter'd  the  people,  who  ne'er  loved  them ;  and 
there  be  many  that  they  have  loved,  they  know  not 
wherefore :  fo  that,  if  they  love  they  know  not  why, 
they  hate  upon  no  better  a  ground  :  Therefore,  for  Co- 
riolanus neither  to  care  whether  they  love,  or  hate  him, 
manifefts  the  true  knowledge  he  has  in  their  difpofi- 
tiori ;  and,  out  of  his  noble  carelefTnefs,  let's  them  plain- 
ly fee't. 

I  Off.  If  he  did  not  care  whether  he  had  their  love, 
or  no,  he  waved  indifferently  'twixt  doing  them  neither 
good,  nor  harm ;  but  he  feeks  their  hate  with  greater 
devotion  than  they  can  render  it  him  ;  and  leaves  no- 
thing undone,  that  may  fully  difcover  him  their  oppo- 
fite.  Now,  to  feem  to  affed  the  malice  and  difpleafure 
of  the  people,  is  as  bad  as  that  which  he  diflikes,  to  flat- 
ter them  for  their  love. 

I  Off.  He  hath  deferved  worthily  of  his  country :  And 
his  afcent  is  not  by  fuch  eafy  degrees  as  thofe,  who,  hav- 
ing been  fupple  and  courteous  to  the  people,  bonnetted^ 
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without  any  further  deed  to  heave  them  at  all  into  their 
cflimation  and  report :  but  he  hath  fo  planted  his  ho- 
nours in  their  eyes,  and  his  adions  in  their  hearts,  that 
for  their  tongues  to  be  filent,  and  not  confefs  fo  much, 
were  a  kind  of  ingrateful  injury  ;  to  report  otherwife, 
were  a  malice,  that,  giving  itfelf  the  lie,  would  pluck  re- 
proof and  rebuke  from  every  ear  that  heard  it, 
I  Off.  No  more  of  him  j  he  is  a  worthy  man :  Make 
I  way,  they  are  coming. 
A  Sennet.     Enter ^  with  LiBors  before  tbem^  Com  inius  the 
Conful,  MeneniuSj  Coriolanus^  many  other  Senatorsf 
SiciNius  and  Brutus.    7'jbe  Senators  take  their  places  ; 
the  tribunes  take  theirs  alfo  by  them/elves. 
Men.  Having  determined  of  the  Voices,  and 
To  fend  for  Titus  Lartius,  it  rAnains, 
As  the  main  point  of  this  our  after-meeting. 
To  gratify  his  noble  fervice,  that 

Hath  thus  flood  for  his  country  :  Therefore,  pleafe  you, 
Moft  reverend  and  grave  elders,  to  defire 
The  prefent  conful,  and  laft  general 
In  our  well-found  fuccejfles,  to  report 
A  little  of  that  worthy  work  performed 
By  Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus ;  whom 
We  meet  here,  both  to  thank ^  and  to  remember 
;  With  honours  like  himfelf. 
.      I  Sen.  Speak,  good  Cominius  : 
I  Leave  nothing  out  for  length  ;  and  make  us  think, 
\  Rather  our  date's  defedive  for  requital. 

Than  we  to  ftretch  it  out.     Maflers  o'  the  people, 
*  We  do  requeft  your  kindeft  ears ;  and,  after. 
Your  loving  motion  toward  the  common  body, 
To  yield  what  pafles  here. 
SiQ.  We  are  convented 
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Upon  a  pleafing  treaty  ;  and  have  hearts 
Inclinable  to  honour  and  advance 
The  theme  of  our  aflembly. 

Bru.  Which  the  rather 
We  fhall  be  blefs'd  to  do,  if  he  remember 
A  kinder  value  of  the  people,  than 
He  h^th  hitherto  prized  them  at. 

Mbn.  That's  oflF,  that's  oflf ; 
I  would  you  rather  had  been  filent :  Pleafe  you 
To  hear  Cominius  fpeak  ? 

Bru.  Mod  wilUngly  : 
But  yet  my  caution  was  more  pertinent. 
Than  the  rebuke  you  gave  it. 

Men.  He  loves  your  people ; 
But  tie  him  not  to  be  their  bedfellow.— 
Worthy  Cominius,  fpeak._.Nay,  keep  your  place. 

[CoRiOLANvs  rifes^  and  offers  to  go  m 
*    I  Sen.  Sit,  Coriolanus  ;  never  fliame  to  hear 
What  you  have  nobly  done. 

Cor.  Your  honours'  pardon  ; 
I  had  rather  have  niy  wounds  to  heal  again. 
Than  hear  fay  how  I  got  them. 

JS-Ri;.  Sir,  I  hope, 
My  words  dif-bench'd  you  not. 

Cor.  No,  fir:  yet  oft. 
When  blows  have  made  me  flay,  T  fled  from  words. 
You  footh'd  not,  therefore  hurt  not :  But,  your  peoj 
I  love  them  as  they  weigh. 

Men.  Pray  now,  fit  down. 

Cor.  I  had  rather  have  one  fcratch  my  head  i*  the 
When  the  alarum  were  flruck,  than  idly  fit 
To  hear  my  nothings  monfler'd.  [Exit  Coriolai 

Men.  Maflers  o*  the  people, 
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Your  multiplying  fpawn  how  can  he  flatter, 

(That's  thoufand  to  one  good  one,)  when  you  now  fee. 

He  had  rather  rv^enture  all  his  Jimbs  for  honour, 

Than  one  of  his  ears  to  hear  it  ? — rProceed,  Cominius, 

Com.  I  {hall  lack  voice :  the  deeds  of  Coriolanus 
Should  not  be  utter'd  feebly. — It  is  held. 
That  valour  is  the  chiefeft  virtue,  and 
Moft  dignifies  the  haver :  if  it  be, 
The  man  I  fpeak  of  cannot  in  the  world 
Be  fingly  counterpoised.     At  fixteen  years, 
When  Tarquin  made  a  head  for  Rome,  he  fought 
Beyond  the  mark  of  others  :  our  then  didator. 
Whom  with  all  praife  I  point  at,  faw  him  fight, 
When  with  his  Amazonian  chin  he  drove 
The  bridled  lips  before  him :  he  beftrid 
An  o*fer-prefs'd  Roman,  and  i*  the  confuPs  view 
Slew  three  oppofers :  Tarquin's  felf  he  met, 
Ind  ftruck  him  on  his  knee :  in  that  day's  feats, 
^en  he  might  ad  the  woman  in  the  fcene, 
le  prov'd  bed  man  i'  the  field,  and  for  his  meed 
^as  brow-bound  with  the  oak.     His  pupil  age 
Man-enter'd  thus,  he  waxed  like  a  fea ; 
And,  in  the  brunt  of  feventeen  battles  fince. 
He  lurched  all  fwords  o'  the  garland.     For  this  laft, 
Before  and  in  Corioli,  let  me  fay, 
I  cannot  fpeak  him  home  :  He  ftopp'd  the  fliers ; 
And,  by  his  rare  example,  made  the  coward 
Turn  terror  into  fport :  as  waves  before 
Aveflel  under  fail,  fo  men  obey'd. 
And  fell  below  his  ftem  :  his  fword  (death's  ftamp) 
Where  it  did  mark,  it  took ;  from  face  to  foot 
fle  was  a  thing  of  blood,  whofe  every  motion 
Was  tim'd  with  dying  cries :  alone  he  entered 
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The  mortal  gate  o'  the  city,  which  he  painted 
With  fhunlefs  deftiny  ;  aidlefs  came  off. 
And  with  a  fudden  re-enforcement  ftnick 
Corioli,  like  a  planet :  Now  all's  his  : 
When  by  and  by  the  din  of  war  'gan  pierce 
His  ready  fenfe :  then  ftraight  his  doubled  i^irit 
Re-quicken'd  what  in  flefli  was  fatigate. 
And  to  the  battle  came  he ;  where  he  did 
Run  reeking  o'er  the  lives  of  men,  as  if 
'Twere  a  perpetual  fpoil ;  and,  till  we  call'd 
Both  field  and  city  ours,  he  never  flood 
To  eafe  his  breaft  with  panting. 

Men.  Worthy  man  ! 

I  Sen.  He  cannot  but  with  meafure  fit  the  honours 
Which  we  devife  him. 

Com.  Our  fpoils  he  kick'd  at ; 
And  look'd  upon  things  precious,  as  they  were 
The  common  muck  o'  the  world  :  he  covets  lefs 
Than  mifery  itfelf  would  give  ;  rewards 
His  deeds  with  doing  them ;  and  is  content 
To  fpend  the  time,  to  end  it. 

Men.  He's  right  noble ; 
Let  him  be  call'd  for. 

I  Sen.  Call  for  Coriolanus. 

Off.  He  doth  appear. 

Re-enter  Coriolanus. 

Men.  The  fenate,  Coriolanus,  are  well  pleas'd 
To  make  thee  conful. 

Cor.  I  do  owe  them  ftiU 
My  life,  and  fervices. 

Men.  It  then  remains, 
That  you  do  fpeak  to  the  people. 

Cor.  I  do  befeech  you,  ..:»  .-' 

2, 
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Let  me  o'er- leap  that  cuftom ;  for  I  cannot 

Pot  on  the  gown.  Hand  naked,  and  entreat  them, 

For  my  wounds*  fake,  to    give  their  fuflfrage  :  pleafe 

you^ 
That  I  may  pafs  this  doing. 

Sic.  Sir,  the  people 
Muft  have  their  voices ;  neither  will  they  bate 
One  jot  of  ceremony. 

Men.  Put  them  not  to't: — 
Pray  you,  go  fit  jou  to  the  cuftom  ;  and 
Take  to  you,  as  your  predecefFors  have, 
Your  honour  with  your  form. 

Cor.  It  is  a  part 
That  I  fhall  blufti  in  adling,  and  might  well 
Be  taken  from  the  people. 

Brxj.  Mark  you  that  ? 

CoK.  To  brag  unto  them,— Thus  I  did,  and  thus ; — ^ 
Show  them  the  unaking  fears  which  I  fliould  hide, 
As  if  I  had  received  them  for  the  hire 
Of  their  breath  only : — 
\   Men.  Do  not  ftand  upon't.— 
Wc  recommend  to  you,  tribunes  of  the  people. 
Oar  purpofe  to  them  ; — and  to  our  noble  conful 
Wifli  we  all  joy  and  honour. 

Sen.  To  Coriolanus  come  all  joy  and  honour ! 

[Flourijh.    Then  Exeunt  Senators, 

Biu.  You  fee  how  he  intends  to  ufe  the  people. 

Sic.  May  they  perceive's  intent !  He  will  require  them. 

As  if  he  did  contemn  what  he  requefted 

Should, be  in  them  to  give. 
Bau.  Come,  we'll  inform  theni 

Of  our  proceedings  here :  on  the  market-place, 

I  know^  they  do  attend  us,  [Exeunt^ 

V0L.V.  I 
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SCENE  III.    the  fame.    Tie  Forum. 
Enter  feveral  Ci  tizens. 

1  Crr.  Once,  if  he  do  require  our  voices,  we  < 
not  to  deny  him- 

2  CiT.  We  may,  fir,  if  we  will. 

3  CiT.  We  have  power  in  ourfelves  to  do  it,  bu 
a  power  that  we  have  no  power  to  do  :  for  if  he  fhi 
his  wounds,  and  tell  us  his  deeds,  we  arc  to  put 
tongues  into  thofe  wounds,  and  fpeak  for  them ; 
he  tell  us  his  noble  deeds,  we  muft  alfo  tell  him  our] 
acceptance  of  them.  Ingratitude  is  monftrous :  an 
the  multitude  to  be  ingrateful,  were  to  make  a  mc 
of  the  multitude ;  of  the  which,  we  being  men 
fhould  bring  ourfelves  to  be  monftrous  members. 

1  CiT.  And  to  make  us  no  better  thought  of,  a 
help  will  ferve :  for  once,  when  we  flood  up  abou 
corn,  he  himfelf  ftuck  not  to  call  us — ^the  njany-h< 
multitude. 

3  CiT.  We  have  been  call'd  fo  of  many ;  not  tha 
heads  are  fome  brown,  fome  black,  fome  auburn, 
bald,  but  that  our  wits  are  fo  diverfly  coloured :  and 
I  think,  if  all  our  wits  were  to  ifFue  out  of  one  ikuU, 
would  fly  eaft,  wefl,  north,  fouth ;  and  their  confe 
one  dired  way  fliould  be  at  once  to  all  the  points  < 
compafs. 

2  CiT.  Think  you  fo?  Which  way,  do  you  judge 
wit  would  fly  ? 

3  CiT.  Nay,  your  wit  will  not  fo  fooix  out  as  an 
man*s  will,  'tis  ftrongly  wedged  up  in  a  block-^head 
if  it  were  at  liberty,  'twould,  fure,  fouthward. 

2  CiT.  Why  that  way  ? 

3  Crr.  To  lofe  itfelf  in  a  fog  j  where  being  three 
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melted  away  with  rotten  dews,  the  fourth  would  return 
for  confcience  lake,  to  help  to  get  thee  a  wife, 

2  CiT.  You  are  never  without  your  tricks  : — You  may, 
you  may. 

3  CiT.  Are  you  all  refolved  to  give  your  voices  ?  But 
that's  no  matter,  the  greater  part  carries  it.  I  fay,  if  he 
would  incline  to  the  people,  there  was  never  a  worthier 
man.. 

Enter  Coriolanvs  and  Menenius. 
Here  he  comes,  and  in  the  gown  of  humility  ;  mark  his 
-  behaviour.  We  are  not  to  ftay  all  together,  but  to  come 
1^  by  him  where  he  (lands,  by  ones,  by  twos,  and  by  threes. 
V  He's  to  make  his  requefts  by  particulars ;  wherein  every 
t  one  of  us  has  a  fingle  honour,  in  giving  him  our  own 
I  voices  with  o\ir  own  tongues  :  therefore  follow  me,  and 
[  m  direiS  you  how  you  fhall  go  by  him. 
i     All.  Content,  content.  [Exeunt. 

Men.  O  fir,  you  are  not  right :  have  you  not  known 
The  worthieft  men  have  done't  ? 

CoK.  What  muft  I  fay  ? — 
I  pray,  fir, — ^Plague  upon't !  I  cannot  bring 
My  tongue  to  fuch  a  pace : — Look,  fir ; — ^my  wounds  ;— 
1  got  them  in  my  country's  fervice,  when 
Some  certain  of  your  brethren  roar'd,  and  ran 
From  the  noife  of  our  own  drums. 

Men.  O  me,  the  gods ! 
You  muft  not  fpeak  of  that ;  you  muft  defire  them 
To  think  upon  you. 

Cox.  Think  upon  me  ?  Hang  'em ! 
I  would  they  would  forget  me,  like  the  virtues 
Which  our  divines  lofe  by  them. 

AfffiT.  You'll  mar  all ; 
m  leave  you :  Pray  you,  fpeak  to  them,  I  pray  you, 

lij 
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In  wholefome  manner.  [Exit. 

Enter  two  Citizens. 

Cor.  Bid  them  wafli  their  faces, 
And  keep  their  teeth  clean. — So,  here  comes  a  brace. 
You  know  the  caufe,  fir,  of  my  ftanding  here. 

I  CiT.  We  do,  fir ;  tell  us  what  hath  brought  you  to't. 

Cor.  Mine  own  defert. 
'  2  CiT.  Your  own  defert  ? 

Cor.  Ay,  not 
Mine  own  defire. 

I  CiT.  How  !  not  your  own  defire  ? 

Cor.  No,  fir  : 
'Twas  never  my  defire  yet,  to  trouble 
The  poor  with  begging. 

I  CiT.  You  muft  think,  if  we  give  you  any  thing. 
We  hope  to  gain  by  you. 

Cor.  Well  then,  I  pray,  your  price  o'the  confulfhip? 

1  CiT.  The  price  is,  fir,  to  afk  it  kindly. 
Cor.  Kindly ! 

Sir,  I  pray,  let  me  ha't :  I  have  wounds  to  fhow  you, 
Which  ftiall  be  yours  in  private. — Your  good  voice,  firj 
What  fay  you  ? 

2  CiT.  You  fliall  have  it,  worthy  fir.  ^ 
Cor.  a  match,  fir : — 

There  is  in  all  two  worthy  voices  begg'd  :— 

I  have  your  alms ;  adieu.  s: 

1  CiT.  But  this  is  fomething  odd.  p 

2  Cir.  An  'twere  to  give  again, — But  'tis  no  matter,  f 

[Exeunt  two  CiriZEKS^r 

Enter  two  other  Citizens.  i 

Cor.  Pray  you  now,  if  it  'may  ftand  with  the  tune  of« 

your  voices,  that  I  may  be  conful,  I  have  here  the  cuf-;- 

tomary  gown. 
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I  Cir.  You  have  deferved  nobly  of  your  country,  and 
you  have  not  deferved  nobly. 
Cor.  Your  enigma  ? 

1  Cir.  You  have  been  a-fcourge  to  her  enemies,  you 
hare  been  a  rod  to  her  friends  ;  you  have  not,  indeed, 
kved  the  common  people. 

CoK.  You  fhould  account  me  the  more  virtuous,  that 
I  have  not  been  common  in  my  love.  I  will,  fir,  flatter 
nqr  fwom  brother,  the  people,  to  earn  a  dearer  eftirna- 
lion  of  them  ;  'tis  a  condition  they  account  gentle  :  and 
face  the  wifdom  of  their  choice  is  rather  to  have  my 
hat  than  my  heart,  I  will  pradife  the  infinuating  nod, 
and  be  oflF  to  them  moft  counterfeitly ;  that  is,  fir,  I 
till  counterfeit  the  bewitchment  of  fome  popular  man, 
'  and  give  it  bountifully  to  the  defirers.  Therefore,  be- 
fccch  you,  I  may  be  conful. 

2  CiT.  We  hope  to  find  you  our  friend ;  and  there- 
'  fcre  give  you  our  voices  heartily. 

\   I  Cir.  You  have  received  many  wounds  for  your 
country. 

Coti.  I  will  not  feal  your  knowledge  with  fliowing  them. 
I  will  make  much  of  your  voices,  and  fo  trouble  you  no 
farther. 

Both  Cjt.  The  gods  give  you  joy,  fir,  heartily!  [Exeunt. 

Cor.  Moft  fweet  voices  ! — 

Better  it  is  to  die,  better  to  ftarve. 

Than  crave  the  hire  which  firft  we  do  deferve. 

^y  in  this  wolvifh  gown  ftiould  I  ftand  here, 

To  beg  of  Hob  and  Dick,  that  do  appear, 

.  Their  needlefs  vouches :  Cuftom  calls  me  to't : — 

^fht  cuftom  wills,  in  all  things  fhould  we  do't, 

TV  duft  on  antique  time  would  lie  unfwept, 

4iul  moimtaiiious  error  be  too  highly  heap'd 

«.  ... 
luj 
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For  truth  to  over-peer. — Rather  than  fool  it  fo. 
Let  the  high  office  and  the  honour  go 

To  one  that  would  do  thus ^I  am  half  through  ; 

The  one  part  fuflFer'd,  the  other  will  I  do. 
Enter  three  other  Citizens. 
Here  come  more  voices, — 
Your  voices :  for  yoiir  voices  I  have  fought ; 
Watch'cl  for  your  voices  ;  for  your  voices,  bear 
Of  wounds  two  dozen  odd ;  battles  thrice  fix 
I  have  feen,  and  heard  of;  for  your  voices,  have 
Done  many  things,  fome  lefs,  fome  more :  your  voic( 
Indeed,  I  would  be  conful. 

1  Cir.  He  has  done  nobly,  and  cannot  go  without  a 
honeft  man's  voice. 

2  CiT.  Therefore  let  him  be  conful :    The  gods  g 
him  jojr,  and  iliake  him  good  friend  to  the  people  ! 

All.  Amen,  amen.t 

God  fave  thee,  noble  conful !  [Exeunt  Cirizs 

Cor.  Worthy  voices ! 

Re-enter  Menenius,  with  Brutus  and  Sicinius 

Men.  You  have  flood  your  limitation;  and  the  tribu 
Endue  you  with  the  people's  voice :  Remains, 
That,  in  the  official  marks  invefled,  you 
Anon  do  meet  the  fenatp. 

Cor.  Is  this  done  ? 

Sic.  The  cuflom  of  requeft  you  have  difcharg'd  ; 
The  people  do  admit  you  ;  and  are  fummon'd 
To  meet  anon,  upon  your  approbation. 

Cor.  Where  ?  at  the  fenate-houfe  ? 

Sic.  There,  Goriolanus. 

Cor.  May  I  then  change  thefe  garments  ? 

Sic.  You  may,  fir. 

(7o«.  That  rU  ftrvght  4o}  and,  knowing  myfelf  aj 
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Kepdr  to  the  fenate-houfe. 
Affiisr.  I'll  keep  you  company — Will  you  along  ? 
Bru.  We  ftay  here  for  the  people. 
Sic.  Fare  you  well.  [Exmnt  Corjol.  and  Men  en. 

He  has  it  now ;  and,  by  his  looks,  methinks, 
Tis  warm  at  his  heart. 

Bkv.  With  a  proud  heart  he  wore 
His  humble  weeds  :  Will  you  difmifs  the  people  ? 
Re-enter  Citizens. 
Sic.  How  now,  my  mailers?  have  you  chofe  this  man? 

1  CiT.  He  has  our  voices,  fir.^ 

£ru.  We  pray  the  gods,  he  may  deferve  your  loves. 

2  CiT.  Amen,  fir  :  To  my  poor  unworthy  notice 
He  mock'd  us,  when  he  begg'd  our  voices. 

3  CiT.  Certainly, 

He  flouted  us  down-right. 

1  CiT.  No,  'Tis  his  kind  of  fpeech,  he  did  not  mock  us. 

2  CiT.  Not  one  amongft  us,  fave  yourfelf,  but  fays. 
He  us'd  us  fcomfiilly :  He  ihould  have  (how'd  us 

His  marks  of  merit,  wounds  received  for  his  country. 
Sic.  Why,  fo  he  did,  I  am  fure. 
CiT.  No  ;  no  man  faw  'em.  [Several /peak. 

3  Cir.  He  faid,  he  had  wounds,  which  he  could  fliow 
And  with  his  hat,  thus  waving  it  in  fcom,  [in  private ; 
I  would  be  confuU  fays  he  :  aged  cuflom, 

Btt  by  your  voices^  will  not  fo  permit  me  ; 

Xtmr  voices  therefore :  When  we  granted  that. 

Here  wai,.^  tbaak  you  for  your  voices^ — tbani  youf^-^ 

tim  mofi  fweet  voices : — now  you  Juwe  left  your  voices^ 

Ibove  no  further  with  you : — Was  not  this  mockery  ? 

Sic.  Why^  either,  were  you  ignorant  to  fee't  ? 
Or,  feeing  it,  of  fuch  childifli  friendlinefs 
To  yield  your  voices  ? 

liiij 
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Bru.  Could  you  not  have  told  him, 
As  you  were  leflbn^d, — When  he  had  no  powef , 
But  was  a  petty,  fervant  to  the  ftate, 
He  was  your  enemy ;  ever  fpake  againft 
Your  liberties,  and  the  charters  that  you  bear 
I'  the  body  of  the  weal :  and  now,  arriving 
A  place  of  potency,  and  fway  o'the  ftate. 
If  he  fhould  ftill  malignantly  remain 
Faft  foe  to  the  plebeii,  your  voices  might 
Be  curfes  to  yourfelves  ?  You  ftiould  have  faid. 
That,  as  his  worthy  deeds  did  claim  no  lefs 
Than  what  he  ftood  for  j  fo  his  gracious  nature 
Would  think  upon  you  for  your  voices,  and 
Tranflate  his  malice  towards  you  into  love, 
Standing  your  friendly  lord. 

Sjc.  Thus  to  have  faid. 
As  you  were  fbre-advis-d,  had  touched  his  fpirit,  . 
And  try'd  his  inclination  ;  from  him  pluck'd 
Either  his  gracious  promife,  which  you  might. 
As  caufe  had  call-d  you  up,  have  held  him  to  ; 
Or  elfe  it  would  have  galPd  his  furly  nature. 
Which  eafily  endures  not  article 
Tying  him  to  aught ;  fo,  putting  him  to  rage. 
You  fhould  have  ta'en  the  advantage  of  his  choler, 
And  pafs'd  him  uueleded. 

Bru.  Did  you  perceive, 
He  did  folicit  you  in  free  contempt. 
When  he  did  need  your  loves ;  and  do  you  think. 
That  his  contempt  ihall  not  be  bruifing  to  you. 
When  he  hath  power  to  crufh  ?  Why,  had  your  bodi< 
No  heart  among  you  ?  Or  had  you  tongues,  to  cry 
Againft  the  reftorftiip  of  judgement  ? 

Sic.  Have  you, 


Ui 


CORIOLANUS.  137 

"Ere  now,  deny'd  the  afker  ?  and^  now  again. 
On  him,  that  did  not  afk,  but  mock,  beftow 
Your  fu'd-for  tongues  ? 

3  CiT.  He*s  not  confirmed,  we  may  deny  him  yet. 
2  CiT.  And  will  deny  him  : 
I'll  have  five  hundred  voices  of  that  found.  ['em, 

iCiT.  I  twice  five  hundred,  and  their  friends  to  piece 
Bru.  Get  you  hence  inftantly ;  and  tell  thofe  friends,—* 
They  have  chofe  a  conful,  that  will  from  them  take 
Their  liberties ;  make  them  of  no  more  voice 
Than  dogs,  that  are  as  often  beat  for  barking. 
As  therefore  kept  to  do  fo. 
Sic.  Let  them  affemble ; 
And,  on  ^  fafer  judgement,  all  revoke 
Your  ignorant  eledion :  Enforce  his  pride. 
And  his  old  hate  unto  you  :  befides,  forget  not 
With  what  contempt  he  wore  the  humble  weed  ; 
How  in  his  fuit  he  fcorn'd  you :  but  your  loves. 
Thinking  upon  his  fervices,  took  from  you 
The  apprehenfion  of  his  prefent  portance, 
Which  gibingly,  ungravely,  he  did  fafhion 
After  the  inveterate  hate  he  bears  you. 

Bru.  Lay  « 

A  feult  on  us,  your  tribunes  ;  that  we  labourM, 
{No  impediment  between)  but  that  you  mufl 
Caft  your  eledion  on  him. 
-    Sic.  Say,  you  chofe  him 
More  after  our  commandment,  than  as  guided 
By  your  own  true  afFedtions  :  and  that,  your  minds 
fte-occupy'd  with  what  you  rather  muft  do 
Than  what  you  fliould,  made  you  againft  the  grain 
To  voice  him  conful :  Lay  the  fault  on  us. 
Biu.  Ay,  fpare  us  not.     Say,  we  read  ledures  to  you. 
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How  youngly  he  began  to  ferve  his  country. 
How  long  continued  :  and  what  ftock  he  fprings  of. 
The  noble  houfe  o'the  Marcians  ;  from  whence  came 
That  Ancus  Marcius,  Numa's  daughter's  fon. 
Who,  after  great  Hoftilius,  here  was  king  : 
Of  the  fame  houfe  Pubhus  and  Quintus  were, 
That  our  beft  water  brought  by  conduits  hither ; 
And  Cenforinus,  darUng  of  the  people. 
And  nobly  nam'd  fo,  being  cenfor  twice. 
Was  his  great  anceftor. 

Sic.  One  thus  defcendcd, 
That  hath  befide  well  in  his  perfon  wrought 
To  be  ict  high  in  place,  we  did  commend 
To  your  remembrances  :  but  you  have  found. 
Scaling  his  prefent  bearing  with  his  pad. 
That  he's  your  fixed  enemy,  and  revoke 
Your  fudden  approbation. 

Brv.  Say,  you  ne'er  had  done't, 
(Harp  on  that  ftill,)  but  by  our  putting  on : 
And  prefently,  when  you  have  drawn  your  number, 
Repair  to  the  Capitol. 

Cir.  We  will  fo :  almofl  all  [fsveraljpeol^ 

Repent  in  their  eledion.  {^Exeunt  Citjzsns* 

Bru.  Let  them  go  on  ; 
This  mutiny  were  better  put  in  hazard. 
Than  ftay,  pall  doubt,  for  greater : 
If,  as  his  nature  is,  he  fall  in  rage 
Witli  their  refufal,  both  obferve  and  anfwer 
Tlie  'vantage  of  his  anger. 

Sic.  To  the  Capitol : 
C'onie  ;  we'll  be  there  before  the  ilream  o'  the  people ; 
And  this  (hall  feem,  as  partly  'tis,  their  own. 
Which  we  have  goaded  onward.  [Exeunt 


I'ullus  Autidius  then  had  made  new  head  f 
\  He  had,  my  lord ;  and  that  it  was,  which  caused 
Ifter  compofition. 

So  then  the  Voices  (land  but  as  at  firft ; 
when  time  fhall  prompt  them,  to  make  road 
again. 

They  are  worn,  lord  conful,  fo, 
e  (hall  hardly  in  our  ages  fee 
)anners  wave  again. 
Saw  you  Aufidius  ? 

r.  On  fafe-guard  he  came  to  me ;  and  did  curfe 
t  the  Voices,  for  they  had  fo  vilely 
I  the  town  :  he  is  retir'd  to  Antium. 
Spoke  he  of  me  ? 
r.  He  did,  ray  lord. 
How  ?  what  ? 

r.  How  often  he  had  met  you,  fword  to  fword  : 
)f  all  things  upon  the  earth,  he  hated 
erfon  mod :  that  he  would  pawn  his  fortunes 
lelefs  reftitution,  fo  he  might 
'd  your  vanquiftier. 
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Behold !  thefe  are  the  tribunes  of  the  people, 

The  tongues  o'  the  common  mouth.    I  do  defpife  them; 

For  they  do  prank  them  in  authority, 

Againft  all  noble  fuflferance. 

Sic.  Pafs  no  further. 

Cor.  Ha !  what  is  that  ? 

Bru.  It  will  be  dangerous  to 
Go  on  :  no  further. 

Cor.  What  makes  this  change  ? 

Men.  The  matter  ? 

Com.  Hath  he  not  pafs'd  the  nobles,  and  the  commons  ? 

Bru.  Cominius,  no. 

Cor.  Have  I  had  children's  voices  ?  [place. 

I  Sen.  Tribunes,  give  way ;  he  fliall  to  the  markct- 

Brv.  The  people  are  incens'd  againft  him. 

Sic.  Stop, 
Or  all  will  fall  in  broil. 

Cor.  Are  thefe  your  herd  ? 

Muft  thefe  have  voices,  that  can  yield  them  now. 
And  ftraight  difclaim  their  tongues  ? — What  are  your 

offices  ? 
You  being  their  mouths,  why  rule  ye  not  their  teeth? 
Have  not  ye  fet  them  on  ? 

Men.  Be  calm,  be  calm. 

Cor,  It  is  a  purposed  thing,  and  grows  by  plot. 
To  curb  the  will  of  the  nobility  : — 
Suflfer't,  and  live  with  fuch  as  cannot  rule. 
Nor  ever  will  be  ruPd. 

Bru.  Call't  not  a  plot : 
The  people  cry,  you  mock'd  them ;  and,  of  late. 
When  com  was  given  them  gratis,  you  repin'd ; 
ScandaPd  the  fuppliants  for  the  people ;  call'd  them 
Time-pleafer5,  flatterers,  foes  to  jipblenefs, 
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CbJt,  Why,  this  was  known  before. 

Bru.  Not  to  them  all. 

Cor.  Have  you  informed  them  finre  ? 

Bru.  How  !  I  inform  them  ! 

Cor.  You  are  like  to  do  fuch  bufinefs. 

Bru.  Not  unlike. 
Each  way,  to  better  yours. 

Cor.  Why  then  (hould  I  be  conful  ?     By  yon  clouds, 
Let  me  deferve  fo  ill  as  you,  and  make  me 
Your  fellow  tribune. 

Sic.  You  fliow  too  much  of  that. 
For  which  the  people  ftir  :  If  you  will  pafs 
To  where ^you  are  bound,  you  mull  inquire  your  way, 
Which  you  are  out  of,  with  a  gentler  fpirit  j 
Or  never  be  fo  noble  as  a  conful. 
Nor  yoke  with  him  for  tribune. 

Men.  Let's  be  calm. 

Com.  The  people  are  abus'd  : — Set  on ^This  palt'ring 

Becomes  not  Rome  ;  nor  has  Coriolanus 
lieferv'd  this  fo  difhonour'd  rub,  laid  falfely 
P  the  plain  way  of  his  merit. 
Cor.  Tell  me  of  corn  ! 

This  was  my  fpeech,  and  I  will  fpeak't  again ; — 
Msn.  Not  now,  not  now. 
I  Sen.  Not  in  this  heat,  fir,  now. 
Cor.  Now,  as  I  Uve,  I  will. — My  nobler  friends, 

I  crave  their  pardons : — 

For  the  mutable,  rank-fcented  many,  let  thtm 

h^d  me  as  I  do  not  flatter,  and 

Hicrein  behold  themfelves :  I  fay  again. 

In  ibothing  them,  we  nourifh  'gainfl  our  fenate 

The  cockle  of  rebellion,  infolence,  fedition, 

jWhich  we  ourfelves  have  ploughed  for,fow'd  and  fcattcr'd, 
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By  mingling  them  with  us,  the  honoured  number ;. 
Who  lack  not  virtue,  no,  nor  power,  but  that 
Which  they  have  given  to  beggars. 

Men.  Well,  no  more. 

I  Sen.  No  more  words,  we  befeech  you. 

Cor.  How  !  no  more  ? 
As  for  my  country  I  have  (bed  my  blood. 
Not  fearing  outward  force,  fo  fliall  my  limgs 
Coin  words  till  their  decay,  againft  thofe  meazels. 
Which  we  difdain  (hould  tetter  us,  yet  fought 
The  very  way  to  catch  them. 

Bru.  You  fpeak  o'  the  people. 
As  if  you  were  a  god  to  punifh,  not 
A  man  of  their  infirmity. 

Sic.  'Twere  well. 
We  let  the  people  know't. 

Men.  What,  what  ?  his  choler  ? 

Cor.  Choler ! 
Were  I  as  patient  as  the  midnight  ileep. 
By  Jove,  'twould  be  my  mind. 

Sic.  It  is  a  mind. 
That  (hall  remain  a  poifon  where  it  is. 
Not  poifon  any  further. 

Cor.  Shall  remain  ! — 
Hear  you  this  Triton  of  the  minnows  ?  mark  you 
His  abfoluteyZr^tf  ? 

Com.  'Twas  from  the  canon. 

Cor.  SbaU! 
O  good,  but  moft  unwife  patricians,  why, 
You  grave,  but  recklefs  fenators,  have  you  thus 
Given  Hydra  here  to  choofe  an  officer. 
That  with  his  peremptory yJo//,  being  but 
The  horn  and  noife  o'  the  monfters,  wants  not  fpirit 
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0  fay,  hell  turn  your  current  in  a  ditch, 

jid  make  your  channel  his  ?  If  he  have  power, 

hen  vail  your  ignorance :  if  none,  awake 

'our  dangerous  lenity.     If  you  are  learned, 

ie  not  as  common  fools  ;  if  you  are  not, 

Let  them  have  cufhions  by  you.     You  are  plebeians, 

[f  they  be  fenators :  and  they  are  no  lefs. 

When,  both  your  voices  blended,  the  greateft  tafte 

Moft  palates  theirs.     They  choofe  their  magiftrate  ; 

And  fuch  a  one  as  he,  who  puts  his  Jbail, 

His  popular y&a//,  againft  a  graver  bench 

Than  ever  frown'd  in  Greece  !  By  Jove  himfeif,    « 

It  makes  the  confuls  bafe  :  and  my  foul  akes, 

To  know,  when  two  authorities  are  up. 

Neither  fupreme,  how  foon  confufion 

May  enter  'twixt  the  gap  of  both,  and  take 

The  one  by  t'other. 

Com.  Well, — on  to  the  market-place. 

Cor.  Whoever  gave  that  counfel,  to  give  forth 
The  com  o'the  ftorehoufe  gratis,  as  'twas  us'd 
Sometime  in  Greece, — 

Men.  Well,  well,  no  more  of  that.  [power,) 

Cor.  (Though  there  the  people  had  more  abfolute 

1  %,  they  nourifh'd  difobedience,  fed 
The  ruin  of  the  ftatc. 

Bku.  Why,  (hall  the  people  give 
One,  that  fpeaks  thus,  their  voice  ? 

Cor.  ru  give  my  reafons, 
More  worthier  than  their  voices.     They  know,  the  com 
Was  not  our  recompenfe  ;  refting  well  afTur'd 
They  ne'er  did  fervice  for't :  Being  prefs'd  to  the  war, 
Even  when  the  navel  of  the  ftate  was  touch'd, 
They  would  not  thread  the  gates  :  this  kind  of  fervice 
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Did  not  deferve  com  gratis :  being  i'  the  war, 
Their  mutinies  and  revoks,  wherein  they  (how'd 
Moft  valour,  fpoke  not  for  them  :  The  accufation 
Which  they  have  often  made  againft  the  fenate. 
All  caufe  unbom,  could  never  be  the  native 
Of  our  fo  frank  donation.     Well,  what  then  ? 
How  fhall  this  bofom  multiplied  digeft    * 
The  fenate's  courtefy  ?  Let  deeds  exprefs 
What's  like  to  be  their  words  : — We  did  requeft  it ; 
We  are  the  greater  poll^  and  in  true  fear 
Tiey  gave  us  our  demands : — ^Thus  we  debafe  ' 

The  nature  of  our  feats,  and  make  the  rabble 
Call  our  cares,  fears :  which  will  in  time  break  ope 
The  locks  o'  the  fenate,  and  bring  in  the  crows 
To  peck  the  eagles. — 

Men.  Come,  enough, 

Bru.  Enough,  with  over-meafure. 

Cor.  No,  take  more : 
What  may  be  fwom  by,  both  divine  and  human^ 
Seal  what  I  end  withal ! — ^This  double  worfhip, — 
Where  one  part  does  difdain  with  caufe,  the  other 
Infult  without  all  reafon  ;  where  gentry,  title,  wifdom 
Cannot  conclude,  but  by  the  yea  and  no 
Of  general  ignorance, — ^it  mull  omit 
Real  neceflities,  and  give  way  the  while 
To  unliable  flightnefs :  purpofe  fo  barr'd,  it  follows. 
Nothing  is  done  to  purpofe :  Therefore,  befeech  you,- 
You  that  will  be  lefs  fearful  than  difcreet ; 
That  love  the  fundamental  part  of  ftate, 
More  than  you  doubt  the  change  oPt ;  that  prefer 
A  noble  life  before  a  long,  and  wifti 
To  jump  a  body  with  a  dangerous  phyfick 

That's  fure  of  death  without  it, at  once  pluck  out 

S 
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e  multitudinous  tongue,  let  them  ftot  lick 

e  fweet  which  is  their  poifon :  your  difhonour 

ngles  true  judgement,  and  bereaves  the  ftate 

that  integrity  which  fhould  become  it ; 

t  having  the  power  to  do  the  good  it  would, 

r  the  ill  which  doth  control  it* 

Bru.  He  has  faid  enough* 

Sic.  He  has  fpoken  like  a  traitor,  and  (hall  anfwer 

.  traitors  do. 

Cor.  Thou  wretch  !  defpite  overwhelm  thee  ! — 

liat  fhould  the  people  do  with  thefe  bald  tribunes  ? 

1  whom  depending,  their  obedience  fails 

)  the  greater  bench :  In  a  rebellion, 

lien  what's  not  meet,  but  what  muftbe,  was  law> 

iien  were  they  chofen ;  in  a  better  hour, 

*t  what  is  meeti  be  faid,  it  muft  be  meet, 

nd  throw  their  power  i'the  duft. 

Bru.  Manifeft  treafon. 

Sic.  This  a  conful  ?  no^ 

Bru.  The  iEdiles,  ho  ! Let  him  be  apprehended. 

Sic.  Go,  call  the  people ;  [Exit  Brutus.]  in  whofe 

name,  myfelf 
Wach  thee,  as  a  traitorous  innovator, 
^foe  to  the  publick  weal :  Obey,  I  charge  thee, 
W  follow  to  thine  anfwer. 

Cor.  Heiice,  old  goat ! 

Sbn.  and  Pat.  We'll  furety  him. 

Coif.  Aged  fir,  hands  off. 

Cor.  Hence,  rotten  thing,  or  I  fhall  fhake  thy  bones 
^t  of  thy  garments. 

Sic.  Help,  ye  citizens. 
^-mer  Brutus^  with  the  JEdiles^  and  a  rabble  of  Citi- 
zens. 

Vol  V.  K 
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Men.  On  both  fides  more  refpcct. 

Sic.  Here's  he,  that  would 
Take  from  you  all  your  power. 

Bru.  Seize  him,  -^Ediles. 

CiT.  Down  with  him,  down  with  him !    [Several Jp 

2  Sen.  Weapons,  weapons,  weapons  ! 

Ifl'bey  all  buftle  about  Coriolai 
Tribunes,  patricians,  citizens  ! — ^what  ho  ! — 
Sicinius,  Brutus,  Coriolanus,  citizens ! 

Cir.  Peace,  peace,  peace  ;  ftay,  hold,  peace ! 

Men.  What  is  about  to  be  ? — 1  am  out  of  breath  ; 
Confufion's  near ;  I  cannot  fpeak  : — You,  tribunes 
To  the  people, — Coriolanus,  patience  : — 
Speak,  good  Sicinius. 

Sic.  Hear  me,  people  ; — ^Peace.  [fpe 

Cir.  Let's  hear  our  tribune  : — Peace.     Speak,  fpe 

Sic.  You  are  at  point  to  lofe  your  liberties  : 
Marcius  would  have  all  from  you  ;  Marcius, 
Whom  late  you  have  nam'd  for  conful. 

Men.  Fie,  fie,  fie ! 
This  is  the  way  to  kindle,  not  to  quench, 

I  Sen.  To  unbuild  the  city,  and  to  lay  all  flat. 

Sic.  What  is  the  city,  but  the  people  ? 

Ctr.  True, 
The  people  are  the  city. 

Bru.  By  the  confent  of  all,  we  were  eflablifh'd 
The  people's  magiftrates. 

CiT.  You  fo  remain. 

Men.  And  fo  are  like  to  do. 

Cor.  That  is  the  way  to  lay  the  city  flat ; 
To  bring  the  roof  to  the  foundation ; 
And  bury  all,  which  yet  diftindly  ranges, 
In  heaps  and  piles  of  ruin. 
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Sic.  This  deferves  death. 
£ru.  Or  let  us  Hand  to  our  authority, 
k  let  us  lofe  it : — We  do  here  pronounce, 
Fpon  the  part  o'  the  people,  in  whofe  power 
Ve  were  eleded  theirs,  Mareius  is  worthy 
}f  prefent  death. 

Sic.  Therefore,  lay  hold  of  him  ; 
Bear  him  to  the  rock  Tarpeian,  and  from  thence 
Into  deftrudion  caft  him, 

Bku.  iEdiles,  feize  him. 

Cir.  Yield,  Mareius,  yield. 

Men.  Hear  me  one  word. 
Befeech  you,  tribunes,  hear  me  but  a  word. 

-&)/.  Peace,  peace. 

Men.  Be  that  you  feem,  truly  your  country's  friend^ 
And  temperately  proceed  to  what  you  would 
^us  violently  redrefs. 

Bru.  Sir,  thofe  cold  ways, 
liat  feem  like  prudent  helps,  are  very  poifonous 

i^cre  the  difeafe  is  violent : Lay  hands  upon  him, 

(Vnd  bear  him  to  the  rock. 

Cor.  No  ;  Til  die  here.  [Drawing  bisjword* 

'Rxere's  fome  among  you  have  beheld  me  fighting ; 
Come,  try  upon  yourfelves  what  you  have  feen  me. 
.    ^N.  Down  with  that  fword ; — Tribunes,  withdraw 
I    ^iJi.  Lay  hands  upon  him,  [a  while. 

\   Mbn.  Help,  help  Mareius !  help, 
I  You  that  be  noble ;  help  him,  young,  and  old  ! 
[    C/r.  Down  with  him,  down  with  him ! 

[In  this  mutiny^  the  Tribunes,  the  .^iles,  and  the 
people^  are  beat  in. 

MiK.  Go,  get  you  to  your  houfe ;  be  gone,  away, 
All  \riU  be  naught  elfe. 

Kij 
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2  Sen.  Get  you  gone. 

Cor.  Stand  faft; 
We  have  as  many  friends  as  enemies. 

Men.  Shall  it  be  put  to  that  ? 

1  Sen.  The  gods  forbid  ! 
I  pr'ythee,  noble  friend,  home  to  thy  houfe ; 
Leave  us  to  cure  this  caufe. 

Men.  For  'tis  a  fore  upon  us, 
You  cannot  tent  yourfelf :  Begone,  'befeech  you. 

Com.  Come,  fir,  along  with  us. 

Cor.  I  would  they  were  barbarians,  (as  they  are. 
Though  in  Rome  litter'd,)  not  Romans,  (as  they  are  nc 
Though  calv*d  i'  the  porch  o'  the  Capitol,) — 

Men.  Be  gone  ; 
Put  not  your  worthy  rage  into  your  tongue ; 
One  time  will  owe  another. 

Cor.  On  fair  ground, 
I  could  beat  forty  of  them. 

Men.  I  could  myfelf  [bum 

Take  up  a  birace  of  the  beft  of  them  ;  yea,  the  two  ti 

Com.  But  now  'tis  odds  beyond  arithmetick: 
And  manhood  is  call'd  foolery,  when  it  (lands 

Againft  a  falling  fabrick Will  you  hence. 

Before  the  tag  return  ?  whofe  rage  doth  rend 
Like  interrupted  waters,  and  o'erbear 
What  they  are  us'd  to  bear. 

Men.  Pray  you,  be  gone  : 
I'll  try  whether  my  old  wit  be  in  requeft 
With  thofe  that  have  but  little ;  this  muft  be  patch'd 
With  cloth  of  any  colour. 

Com.  Nay,  come  away. 

[^Exeunt  Coriolanvs^  Cominius^  and  OtbfH 

1  Pat.  This  man  has  marr'd  his  fortune. 
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Men.  His  nature  is  too  noble  for  the  world : 
e  would  not  flatter  Neptune  for  his  trident, 
•  Jove  for  his  power  to  thunder.    His  heart's  his  mouth  -. 
hat  his  breaft  forges,  that  his  tongue  muft  vent ; 
ad,  being  angry,  does  forget  that  ever 
e  heard  the  name  of  death.  [A  noife  witbw. 

ere's  goodly  work ! 

2  Pat.  I  would  they  were  a-bed !  [geance. 

Men.  I  would  they  were  in  Tiber  ! — What,  the  ven- 
ould  he  not  fpeak  them  fair  ? 

Re-enter  Brutus  and  Sicinius,  with  the  rabble. 
Sic.  Where  is  this  viper, 
liat  would  depopulate  the  city,  and 
te  every  man  himfelf  ? 
Men.  You  worthy  tribunes, — 
Sic.  He  fhall  be  thrown  down  the  Tarpeian  rock 
Vith  rigorous  hands ;  he  hath  refifted  law, 
ind  therefore  law  fhall  fcom  him  further  trial 
Tian  the  feverity  of  the  public  power, 
VTiich  he  fo  fets  at  nought. 

1  CiT.  He  fhall  well  know, 
rhe  noble  tribunes  are  the  people's  mouths, 
hxid  we  their  hands. 

Cir.  He  fhall,  fure  on't.  {^Several fpeak  together. 

Men.  Sir, — 

Sic.  Peace. 

Men.  Do  not  cry,  havock,  where  you  fhould  but  hunt 
With  modefl  warrant. 

Sic.  Sir,  how  comes  't,  that  you 
Have  holp  to  make  this  refcue  ? 

Men.  Here  me  fpeak : — 
At  I  do  know  the  conful's  worthinefs, 
So  can  I  name  his  faults ;— * 

Kiij 
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Stc.  Conful  !r— what  conful  ? 

Men.  The  conful  Coriolanus. 

Bru.  He  a  conful ! 

CiT.  No,  no,  no,  no,  no. 

Men.  If,  by  the  tribunes'  leave,  and  yours,  good  peo] 
I  may  be  heard,  I'd  crave  a  word  or  two ; 
The  which  fliall  turn  you  to  no  further  harm» 
Than  fo  much  lofs  of  time. 

Sic.  Speak  briefly  then ; 
For  we  are  peremptory,  to  defpateh- 
This  viperous  traitor :  to  ejed  him  hence, 
Were  but  one  danger ;  and,  to  keep  him  here, 
Our  certain  death ;  therefore,  it  is  decreed. 
He  dies  to-night. 

Men.  Now  the  good  gods  forbid. 
That  our  renowned  Rome,  whofe  gratitude 
Towards  her  deferved  children  is  enrolled 
In  Jove's  own  book,  like  an  unnatural  dam 
Should  now  eat  up  her  own  ! 

Sic.  He's  a  difeafe,  that  muft  be  cut  away. 

Men.  O,  he's  a  hmb,  that  has  but  a  difeafe ; 
Mortal,  to  cut  it  oflf;  to  cure  it,  eafy. 
What  has  he  done  to  Ro^ne,  that's  worthy  death  ? 
Killing  our  enemies  ?  The  blood  he  hath  loft, 
(Which,  I  dare  vouch,  is  more  than  he  hath. 
By  many  an  ounce,)  he  dropp'd  it  for  his  country : 
And,  what  is  left,  to  lofe  it  by  his  country. 
Were  to  us  all,  that  do't,  and  fufFer  it, 
A  brand  to  the  end  o'  the  world. 

Sic.  This  is  clean  kam. 

Bru.  Merely  awry  :  When  he  did  love  Ids  country 
|t  honour'd  him. 

Men.  The  fervice  of  the  fbo; 


CORJOLJNUS.  151 

cing  once  gangren'd,  is  not  then  refpeded 
or  what  before  it  was  ? 
Bru.  We'll  hear  no  more  : — 
urfue  him  to  his  houfe,  and  pluck  him  thence ; 
£ft  his  infection,  being  of  catching  nature, 
pread  further. 

Men.  One  word  more,  one  word, 
rhis  tiger-footed  rage,  when  it  fhall  find 
The  harm  of  unfcann'd  fwifcnefs,  will,  too  late, 
Fie  leaden  pounds  to  his  heels.    Proceed  by  procefs ; 
Left  parties  (as  he  is  belov'd)  break  out. 
And  fack  great  Rome  with  Romans. 

Bru.  If  it  were  fo, 

Sic.  What  do  ye  talk  ? 
Have  we  not  had  a  tafte  of  his  obedience  ? 
Our  iEdiles  fmote  ?  ourfelves  refifted  ? — Come  : — 

Men.  Confider  this  ; — He  has  been  bred  i'  the  wars 
3mce  he  could  draw  a  fword,  and  is  ill  fchool'd 
[n  boulted  language  ;  meal  and  bran  together 
He  throws  without  diftindion.    Give  me  leave, 
['11  go  to  him,  and  undertake  to  bring  him 
Where  he  (hall  anfwer,  by  a  lawful  form, 
[In  peace)  to  his  utmoft  peril. 

1  Sen.  Noble  tribunes. 
It  is  the  humane  way :  the  other  courfe 
Will  prove  too  bloody ;  and  the  end  of  it 
Unknown  to  the  beginning. 

Sic.  Noble  Menenius, 
Be  you  then  as  the  people's  officer : — 
Matters,  lay  down  your  weapons. 

Bru.  Go  not  home.  [there  : 

Sic.  Meet  on  the  market-place : — We*ll  attend  you 
^ere,  if  you  bring  not  Marcius,  we'll  proceed 

Kiiij 
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In  our  firfl;  way. 

Men.  ril  bring  him  to  you : —  [come, 

Let  me  defire  your  company,  [to  the  Senators.^  He  muft 
Or  what  is  worft  will  follow. 

I  Sen.  Pray  you,  let's  to  him.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.    A  Room  in  Coriolanus^s  Houfe. 
Enter  CoRiOLANUSy  and  Patricians. 

Cor.  Let  them  pull  all  about  mine  ears ;  prefent  me 
Death  on  the  wheel,  or  at  wild  horfes'  heels ; 
Or  pile  ten  hills  on  the  Tarpeian  rock, 
That  the  precipitation  might  down  ftretch 
Below  the  beam  of  fight,  yet  will  I  ftill 
Be  thus  to  them. 

Enter  Volumnia. 

I  Pat.   You  do  the  nobler. 

Cor.  I  mufe,  my  mother 
Does  not  approve  me  further,  who  was  wont 
To  call  them  woollen  vaflals,  things  created 
To  buy  and  fell  with  groats ;  to  fhow  bare  heads 
In  congregations,  to  yawn,  be  ftill,  and  wonder, 
When  one  but  of  my  ordinance  Hood  up 
To  fpeak  of  peace,  or  war.  I  talk  of  you.  [ToVolumnu, 
Why  did  you  wifh  me  milder  ?  Would  you  have  m^ 
Falfe  to  my  nature  ?  Rajrher  fay,  I  play 
The  man  I  am. 

Vol.  O,  fir,  fir,  fir, 
I  would  have  had  you  put  your  power  well  on. 
Before  you  had  worn  it  out, 

Coft.  Let  go. 

Vol.  You  might  have  been  enough  the  man  you  arc, 
With  ftriving  lefs  to  be  fo  :  Lefler  had  been 
The  thwartings  of  your  difpofitions,  if 
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iTou  had  not  fliow'd  them  how  you  were  difpos'd 
Ere  they  lack'd  power  to  crofs  you. 
Cor.  Let  them  hang. 
Vol.  Ay,  and  bum  too. 

Enter  Mbnenivs  and  Senators. 
Men.  Come,  come,  you  have  been  too  rough,  fprnc- 
thing  too  rough  ; 
You  mufl  return,  and  mend  it. 

I  Sen.  There's  no  remedy ; 
Unlefs,  by  not  fo  doing,  our  good  city 
Cleave  in  the  midft,  and  perifh. 

Vol.  Pray,  be  counfePd  : 
I  have  a  heart  as  little  apt  as  yours^ 
But  yet  a  brain,  that  leads  my  ufe  of  anger, 
To  better  Vantage, 

Men.  Well  faid,  noble  woman  : 
Before  he  fliould  thus  ftoop  to  the  herd,  but  that 
The  violent  fit  o*  the  time  craves  it  as  phyfick 
For  the  whole  ftate,  I  would  put  mine  armour  on. 
Which  I  can  fcarcely  bear. 
Cor.  What  muft  I  do  ? 
Men.  Return  to  the  tribunes. 
Cor.  Well, 
What  then  ?  What  then  ? 
Men.  Repent  what  you  have  fpoke. 
CoK.  For  them  ? — I  cannot  do  it  to  the  gods  j 
Muft  I  then  do't  to  them  ? 

Vol.  You  are  too  abfolute  j 
Though  therein  you  can  never  be  too  noble. 
But  when  extremities  fpeak.     I  have  heard  you  fay. 
Honour  and  policy,  like  unfever'd  friends, 
I' the  war  do  grow  together :  Grant  that,  and  tell  me, 
la  peace,  what  each  of  them  by  th-  other  lofc, 
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That  they  combine  not  there^ 

Cor.  Tufli,  tufli ! 

Men.  a  good  demand* 

FoL.  If  it  be  honour,  in  your  wars,  to  feem 
The  fame  you  are  not,  (which,  for  your  beft  ends. 
You  adopt  your  policy,)  how  is  it  lefs,  or  worfe. 
That  it  {hall  hold  companionfhip  in  peace 
With  honour,  as  in  war ;  iince  that  to  both 
It  Hands  in  like  requeft  ? 

Cor.  Why  force  you  this  ? 

FoL.  Becaufe  that  now  it  lies  you  on  to  fpeak 
To  the  people  ;  not  by  your  own  inftrudion. 
Nor  by  the  matter  which  your  heart  prompts  you  to. 
But  with  fuch  words  that  are  but  roted  in 
Your  tongue,  though  but  baftards,  and  fyllables 
Of  no  allowance,  to  your  bofom's  truth. 
Now,  this  no  more  difhonours  you  at  all. 
Than  to  take  in  a  town  with  gentle  words. 
Which  elfe  would  put  you  to  your  fortxme,  and 
The  hazard  of  much  blood. 
I  would  diflemble  with  my  nature,  where 
My  fortunes,  and  my  friends,  at  (lake,  required, 
I  fliould  do  fo  in  honour :  I  am  in  this. 
Your  wife,  your  fon,  thefe  fenators,  the  nobles  i 
And  you  will  rather  fhow  our  general  lowts 
How  you  can  frown,  than  fpend  a  fawn  upon  them. 
For  the  inheritance  of  their  loves,  and  fafeguard 
Of  what  that  want  might  ruin. 

Men.  Noble  lady  ! — 
Come,  go  with  us ;  fpeak  fair  :  you  may  falve  fo. 
Not  what  is  dangerous  prefent,  but  the  lofs 
Of  what  is  pafl. 

FoL.  I  pr'ythee  now,  my  fon^ 
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0  to  them,  with  this  bonnet  in  thy  hand ; 

nd  thus  far  having  (IretcVd  it,  (here  be  with  them,) 

hy  knee  buffing  the  flones,  (for  in  fuch  buiinefs 

^on  is  eloquence,  and  the  eyes  of  the  ignorant 

lore  learned  than  the  ears,)  waving  thy  head^ 

Vhich  often,  thus,  correcting  thy  flout  heart, 

Jow  humble,  as  the  ripefl  mulberry, 

fhat  will  not  hold  the  handling :  Or,  fay  to  them, 

rhou  art  their  foldier,  and  being  bred  in  broils, 

Hafl  not  the  foft  way,  which,  thou  dofl  confefs. 

Were  fit  for  thee  to  ufe,  as  they  to  claim. 

In  afldng  their  good  loves  ;  but  thou  wilt  frame 

Thyfelf,  forfooth,  hereafter  theirs,  fo  far 

As  thou  hafl  power,  and  perfon. 

Men.  This  but  done. 
Even  as  fhe  fpeaks,  why,  all  their  hearts  were  yours  2 
For  they  have  pardons,  being  afk'd,  as  free 
As  words  to  little  purpofe. 

Vol.  Pry 'thee  now, 
Go,  and  be  rul'd :  although,  I  know,  thou  had*fl  rather 
Follow  thine  enemy  in  a  fiery  gulf. 
Than  flatter  him  in  a  bower.     Here  is  Gominius. 
Enter  Cominius. 

Com.  I  have  been  i'the  market*place :  and,  fir,  'tis  fit 
You  make  flrong  party,  or  defend  yourfelf 
By  calmnefs,  or  by  abfence ;  all's  in  anger. 

Men.  Only  fair  fpeech. 

Com.  I  think,  'twill  ferve,  if  he 
Can  thereto  frame  his  fpirit. 

Vol.  He  mufl,  and  will : 
IVythee,  now,  fay,  you  will,  and  go  about  it. 

Com.  Muft  I  go  fhow  them  my  unbarb'd  fconce?  Mufl  I 
With  my  bafe  tongue  give  to  my  noble  heart 
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A  lie,  that  it  muft  bear  ?  Well,  I  will  do*t : 

Yet  were  there  but  this  fingle  plot  to  lofe. 

This  mould  of  Marcius,  they  to  duft  (hould  grind  it, 

And  throw  it  againft  the  wind ^To  the  market-place  :- 

You  have  put  me  now  to  fuch  a  part,  which  never 
I  fhall  difcharge  to  the  life. 

Com.  Cora*,  come,  we'll  prompt  you. 

Vol.  I  pr'ythee  now,  fweet  fon ;  as  thou  haft  faid. 
My  praifes  made  thee  firft  a  foldier,  fo. 
To  have  my  praife  for  this,  perform  a  part 
Thou  haft  not  done  before. 

Cor.  Well,  I  muft  do't : 
Away,  my  difpofition,  and  pofTcfs  me 
Some  harlot's  fpirit !  My  throat  of  war  be  tum'd. 
Which  quired  with  my  drum,  into  a  pipe 
Small  as  an  eunuch,  or  the  virgin  voice 
That  babies  lulls  aileep  !  The  fmiles  of  knaves 
Tent  in  my  cheeks  ;  and  fchoolboys*  tears  take  up 
The  glafles  of  my  fight !  a  beggar's  tongue 
Make  motion  through  my  lips ;  and  my  arm'd  knees, 
Who  bow'd  but  in  my  ftirrup,  bend  like  his 
That'hath  received  an  alms  ! — I  will  not  do't  : 
Left  I  furceafe  to  honour  mine  own  truth. 
And,  by  my  body's  adion,  teach  my  mind 
A  moft  inherent  bafenefs. 

Vol.  At  thy  choice  then  : 
To  beg  of  thee,  it  is  my  more  difhonour, 
Than  thou  of  them.     Come  all  to  ruin  ;  let 
Thy  mother  rather  feel  thy  pride,  than  fear 
Thy  dangerous  ftoutnefs  \  for  I  mock  at  death 
With  as  big  heart  as  thou.     Do  as  thou  lift. 
Thy  valiantnefs  was  mine,  thou  fuck'dft  it  from  me ; 
But  owe  thy  pride  thyfplf. 
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hit.  Pray,  be  content  ; 
ther,  I  am  going  to  the  market-place ; 
ide  me  no  more.     Fll  mountebank  their  loves, 
g  their  hearts  from  them,  and  come  home  bclov'd 
all  the  trades  in  Rome.     Look,  I  am  going : 
mmend  me  to  my  wife.     TU  return  conful ; 
never  truft  to  what  my  tongue  can  do 
the  way  of  flattery,  further. 

Vol.  Do  your  will.  [Ent. 

Com.  Away,  the  tribunes  do  attend  you:  arm  yourfelf 
0  anfwer  mildly ;  for  they  are  prepar*d 
r'ith  accufations,  as  I  hear,  more  ftrong 
han  are  upon  you  yet. 

Cor.  The  word  is,  mildly : — Pray  you,  let  us  go  : 
et  them  accufe  me  by  invention,  I 
l^ill  anfwer  in  mine  honour. 
Men.  Ay,  but  mildly. 
Cor.  Well,  mildly  be  it  then  ;  mildly.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.    Tie/ame.    Tbe  Forum. 
Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 
Bru.  In  this  point  charge  him  home,  that  he  affeds 
yrannical  power  :  If  he  evade  us  th6re, 
-nforce  him  with  his  envy  to  the  people  ; 
\nd  that  the  fpoil,  got  on  the  Antiates, 
^Vas  ne*er  diftributed. — 

Enter  an  jEdils. 
^Vhat,  will  he  come  ? 
£d.  He*s  coming. 
Bkv.  How  accompanied  ? 
^.  With  old  Menenius,  and  thofe  fenatorC 
That  always  favoured  him. 
Sic.  Have  you  a  catalogue 


igt  CORlOLANiiii 

Of  all  the  voices  that  we  have  procur'd^ 
Set  down  by  the  poll  ? 

jEd.  I  have ;  'tis  ready,  here. 

$ic.  Have  you  coUeded  them  by  tribes  ? 

jSId.  I  have. 

Sic.  Aflemble  prefently  the  people  hither  i 
And  when  they  hear  rae  fay,  Itjhall  hi  Jo 
T  the  right  andjlrength  o'  the  commons^  be(  it  either 
For  death,  for  fine,  or  banifhment,  then  let  them^ 
If  I  fay,  fine,  cry  fine  ;  if  death,  cry  death; 
Infifting  on  the  old  prerogative 
And  power  i*  the  truth  o'  the  caufe. 

j^D.  I  fhall  inform  them. 

Bru.  And  when  fuch  time  they  halve  begun  to  cry^ 
Let  them  not  ceafe,  but  with  a  din  confused 
Enforce  the  prefent  execution  . 
Of  what  we  chance  to  fentence. 

JEd.  Very  well. 

Sic.  Make  them  be  flrong,  and  ready  for  this  hint^ 
When  we  fhall  hap  to  give't  them. 

Bru.  Go  about  it*-—  [Exit  JEniiid 

Put  him  to  choler  ftraight :  He  hath  been  us^d 
Ever  to  conquer,  and  to  have  his  worth 
Of  contradiftion :  Being  once  chaf 'd,  he  cannot 
Be  rein'd  again  to  temperance ;  then  he  fpeaks 
What's  in  his  heart ;  and  that  is  there,  which  looks 
With  us  to  break  his  neck. 
Enter  Coriolanus,  Menenivs^  CoMiNiuSf  Smnj^ 
TORS,  and  Patricians. 

Sic.  Well,  here  he  comes. 

Men.  Calmly,  I  do  befeech  you. 

Cor.  Ay,  as  an  oftler,  that  for  the  pooreft  piece 
Will  bear  the  knave  by  the  volume ^The  honour'd  gods 
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\^ecp  Rome  in  fafety,  and  the  chairs  of  juftice 
)upply'd  with  worthy  men  !  plant  love  among  us  ! 
rhrong  our  large  temples  with  the  ihows  of  peace, 
\nd  not  our  ftreets  with  war ! 

I  Sen.  Amen,  amen  ! 

Men.  a  noble  wifli. 

Re-enter  j^dilb,  with  Citizens. 

Sic.  Draw  near,  ye  people. 

i^D.  Lift  to  your  tribunes  ;  audience  :  Peace,  I  fay. 

Cor.  Firft,  hear  me  fpeak. 

Both  Tri.  Well,  fay ^Peace,  ho. 

Cor.  Shall  I  be  charg'd  no  further  than  this  prefent  ? 
Muft  all  determine  here  ? 

Sic.  I  do  demand, 
If  you  fubmit  you  to  the  people's  voices, 
Allow  their  officers,  and  are  content 
To  fuflfer  lawful  cenfure  for  fuch  faults 
As  (hall  be  prov'd  upon  you  ? 

Cor.  I  am  content. 

Men.  Lo,  citizens,  he  fays,  he  is  content : 
The  warlike  fervice  he  has  done,  confider ; 
Think  on  the  wounds  his  body  bears,  which  Ihow 
Like  graves  i'the  holy  churchyard. 

Cor.  Scratches  with  briars. 
Scars  to  move  laughter  only. 

AffAT.  Confider  funher. 
That  when  he  fpeaks  not  like  a  citizen. 
You  find  him  like  a  foldier  :  Do  not  take 
His  rougher  accents  for  malicious  founds. 
But,  as  I  fay,  fuch  as  become  a  foldier, 

^er  than  envy  you. 
I     Com.  Well,  well,  no  more. 
Got.  What  is  the  matter, 
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That  being  pafs*d  for  conful  with  full  voice, 
I  am  fo  difhonour'd,  that  the  very  hour 
You  take  it  off  again  ? 

Sic.  Anfwer  to  us. 

Cor.  Say  then :  'tis  true,  I  ought  fo. 

Sic.  We  charge  you,  that  you  have  contrived  to  take 
From  Rome  all  feafon'd  office,  and  to  wind 
Yourfelf  into  a  power  tyrannical ; 
For  which,  you  are  a  traitor  to  the  people. 

Cor.  How  !  Traitor  ? 

Men.  Nay  ;  temperately :  Your  promife. 

Cor.  The  fires  i*  the  loweft  hell  fold  in  the  people  f 
Call  me  their  traitor  ! — Thou  injurious  tribune  ! 
Within  thine  eyes  fat  twenty  thoufand  deaths, 
In  thy  hands  clutch'd  as  many  millions,  in 
Thy  lying  tongue  both  numbers,  I  would  fay. 
Thou  Heft,  unto  thee,  with  a  voice  as  free 
As  I  do  pray  the  gods. 

Sic.  Mark  you  this,  people  ? 

Cir.  To  the  rock  with  him ;  to  the  rock  with  him ! 

Sic.  Peace. 
We  need  not  put  new  matter  to  his  charge  : 
What  you  have  feen  him  do,  and  heard  him  fpeak, 
Beating  your  officers,  curCng  yourfelves, 
Oppofing  laws  with  ftrokes,  and  here  defying 
Thofe  whofe  great  power  muft  try  him  j  even  this, 
So  criminal,  and  in  fuch  capital  kind, 
Deferves  the  extremeft  death. 

Bru.  But  fince  he  hath 
Served  well  for  Rome, — 

Cor.  What  do  you  prate  of  fervice  ? 

Brv  I  talk  of  that,  that  know  it. 

Cor.  You  ? 
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Men.  Is  this 
rhe  promife  that  you  made  your  mother  ? 

Com.  Know> 

pray  you, — 

Cor.  I'll  know  no  further : 
uet  them  pronounce  the  fteep  Tarpeian  death, 
Vagabond  exile,  flaying ;  Pent  to  linger 
But  with  a  grain  a  day,  I  would  not  buy 
Their  mercy  at  the  price  of  one  fair  word  ; 
Nx)r  check  my  courage  for  what  they  can  give, 
To  have't  with  faying,  Good  morrow. 

Sic.  For  that  he  has 
(As  much  as  in  him  lies)  from  time  to  time 
Envy*d  againft  the  people,  feeking  means 
To  pluck  away  their  power  ;  as  now  at  laft 
Given  hoftile  ftrokes,  and  that  not  in  the  prefence 
Of  dreaded  juftice,  but  on  the  minifters 
That  do  diftribute  it ;  In  the  name  o'  the  people. 
And  in  the  power  of  us  the  tribunes,  we. 
Even  from  this  inftant,  banifh  him  our  city  ; 
In  peril  of  precipitation 
From  off  the  rock  Tarpeian,  never  more 
To  enter  our  Rome  gates  :  P  the  people's  name, 
I  lay,  it  fliall  be  fo. 
Cir.  It  fhall  be  fo. 

It  fliall  be  fo  ;  let  him  away :  he's  banifh'd. 

And  fo  it  fhall  be. 
Com.  Hear  me,  my  matters,  and  my  common  friends;-™ 
Sic.  He's  fentenc'd  :  no  more  hearing. 
Com.  Let  me  fp^ak:: , 

I  have  been  conful,^anid'canihow  from  Rome, 

Her  enemies'  marks  upon  me.    I  do  love 
My  country's  good,  with  a  refped  more  tender, 
Vol.  V.  L 


V6i  CORIOLANVS. 

More  holy,  and  profound,  than  mine  own  life^ 
My  dear  wife's  ejDtimate,  her  womb's  increafe. 
And  treafure  of  my  loins  :  then  if  I  would 
Speak  that — 

Sic.  We  know  your  drift :  Speak  what  ? 

Bku.  There's  no  more  to  be  laid,  but  he  is  baniih'd, 
As  enemy  to  the  people,  and  his  country  : 
It  fhall  be  fo. 

Cir.  It  fhall  be  fo,  it  fhall  be  fo. 

Cor.  You  common  cry  of  curs  !  whofe  breath  I  hate 
As  reek  o'  the  rotten  fens,  whofe  loves  I  prite 
As  the  dead  carcafles  of  unburied  men 
That  do  corrupt  my  air,  I  banifh  you ; 
And  here  remain  with  your  uncertainty ! 
Let  every  feeble  rumour  fhake  your  hearts  ? 
Your  enemies,  with  nodding  of  their  plumes. 
Fan  you  into  defpair  \  Have  the  power  ftill 
To  banifh  your  defenders ;  till,  at  length, 
Your  ignorance,  (which  finds  not,  till  it  feels,) 
Making  not  refervation  of  yourfelves, 
(Still  your  own  foes,)  deliver  you,  as  mofl 
Abated  captives,  to  fome  nation 
That  won  you  without  blows !  Defpifing, 
For  you,  the  city,  thus  I  turn  my  back : 
There  is  a  world  elfewhere. 

[Exeunt  Corioljnus,  Cominius^  MENENOi^ 
Senators^  and  Patricians. 

JEd.  The  people's  enemy  is  gone,  is  gcme ! 

Cir.  Our  enemy's  banifh'd !  he  is  gone !  Hoc !  hoo! 
[fTbe  people  Jhout,  and  throw  up  tbeir  eaps^ 

Sic.  Go,  fee  him  out  at  gates,  and  follow  him, 
As  he  hath  foUow'd  you,  with  all  defpite  ; 
Give  him  deferv'd  vexation,  I-et  a  guard 
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Attend  us  through  the  city. 

CiT.  Come,  come,  let  us  fee  him  out  at  gates;  come:— 
The  gods  preferve  our  noble  tribunes ! — Come.    {^Exeunt. 


SCENE  I.    Tbe/ame.    Before  a  Gate  of  the  City. 

Enter  Coriolanus,  Volumnia,  P^irgjlia,  Mene^ 

NiuSf  CoMiNius,  cmd fevered  young  Patricians. 

Cor.  Come,leaveyour  tears  i  a  brief  farewell: — ^tlie  beafl 

With  many  heads  butts  me  away Nay,  mother. 

Where  is  your  ancient  courage  ?  you  were  us'd 
To  fay,  extremity  was  the  trier  of  fpirits  ; 
That  common  chances  common  men  could  bear  ; 
That,  when  the  fea  was  calm,  all  boats  alike 
Show'd  mafterfhip  in  floating  :  fortune^s  blows, 
When  moft  ftruck  home,  being  gentle  wounded,  craves 
A  noble  cunning :  you  were  us'd  to  load  me 
With  precepts,  that  would  make  invincible 
The  heart  that  conn'd  them. 
Fir.  O  heavens  !  O  heavens  ! 
Cor.  Nay,  I  pr'ythee,  woman, — 
FoL.  Now  the  red  peflilence  ftrike  all  trades  in  Rome^ 
And  occupations  perifh ! 

Cor.  What,  what,  what ! 
I  fliall  be  lov'd,  when  I  am  lacked.    Nay,  mother, 
Refume  that  fpirit,  when  you  were  wont  to  iay^ 
[f  you  had  been  the  wife  of  Hercules, 
Jix  of  his  labours  you'd  have  done,  and  fav'd 
iTour  hufband  fo  much  fweat, — Cominius, 
Droop  not ;  adieu : — Farewell,  my  wife  !  my  mother ! 
^1  do  well  yet_ Thou  old  and  true  Menenius, 
rhy  tears  are  falter  than  a  youager  man's, 

Lij 
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And  venomous  to  thine  eyes. — My  fometime  general 

I  have  feen  thee  ftem,  and  thou  haft  oft  beheld 

Heart-hard'ning  fpedacles ;  tell  thefe  fad  women, 

Tis  ft)nd  to  wail  inevitable  ftrokes, 

As  'tis  to  laugh  at  them. — My  mother,  you  wot  well. 

My  hazards  ftill  have  been  your  folace  :  and 

Believe't  not  lightly,  (though  I  go  alone. 

Like  to  a  lonely  dragon,  that  his  fen 

Makes  fear'd,  and  talk'd  of  more  than  feen,)  your  fon 

Will,  or  exceed  the  common,  or  be  caught 

With  cautelous  baits  and  pradlice. 

Vol.  My  firft  fon. 
Whither  wilt  thou  go  ?  Take  good  Cominius 
With  thee  a  while  :  Determine  on  fome  courfe. 
More  than  a  wild  expofture  to  each  chance 
That  ftarts  i'  the  way  before  thee. 

Cor.  O  the  gods ! 

Com.  rU  follow  thee  a  month,  devife  with  thee 
Where  thou  (halt  reft,  that  thou  may'ft  hear  of  us. 
And  we  of  thee  ;  fo,  if  the  time  thruft  forth 
A  caufe  for  thy  repeal,  we  fhall  not  fend 
O'er  the  vaft  world,  to  feek  a  fingle  man ; 
And  lofe  advantage,  which  doth  ever  cool 
I'  the  abfence  of  the  needer. 

Cor.  Fare  ye  well : — 
Thou  haft  years  upon  thee  ;  and  thou  art  too  full 
Of  the  wars'  furfeits,  to  go  rove  with  one 
That's  yet  unbruis'd :  bring  me  but  out  at  gate. — 
Come,  my  fweet  wife,  my  deareft  mother,  and 
My  friends  of  noble  touch,  when  I  am  forth. 
Bid  me  farewell,  and  fmile.   I  pray  you,  come. 
While  I  remain  above  the  ground,  you  fhall 
Hear  from  me  ftill ;  and  never  of  me  aught 
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But  what  is  like  me  formerly. 
Men.  That's  worthily 

As  any  ear  can  hear Come,  let's  not  weep 

If  I  could  Ihake  off  but  one  feven  years 

From  thefe  old  arms  and  legs,  by  the  good  gods, 

I'd  with  thee  every  foot. 

Cor.  Give  me  thy  hand  :— 
Come.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.    Tie  fame.    A  Street  near  the  Gate. 
Enter  Sicinius,  Brutus^  and  an  JEdile. 
Sic.  Bid  them  all  home;  he's  gone,  and  we'll  no  fur- 
ther,— 
The  nobility  are  vex'd,  who,  we  fee,  have  fided 
In  his  behalf. 

Bru.  Now  we  have  fliown  our  power. 
Let  us  feem  humbler  after  it  is  done. 
Than  when  it  was  a  doing. 

Sic.  Bid  them  home  : 
Say,  their  great  enemy  is  gone,  and  they 
Stand  in  their  ancient  ftrength. 
Bru.  Difmifs  them  home.  [Exit  ^Edile] 

Enter  Volumnia,  Virgilij^  and  Menenius. 
Here  comes  his  mother. 
^ic.  Let's  not  meet  her. 
hxs.  Why  ? 

S/c.  They  fay,  {he's  mad. 
hu.  They  have  ta'en  note  of  us : 

on  your  way.  [gods 

^01.  0,  you're  well  met :    The  hoarded  plague  o'the 

ite  your  love ! 
Af^iv.  Peace,  peace ;  be  not  fo  loud. 
^01.  If  that  I  could  for  weeping,  you  fliould  hear, — 


1 66  CORlOLANVSr 

TSisiy,  and  you  fhall  hear  fome. — Will  you  be  gone  ? 

Ito  Bkmvs. 

Fir.  You  (hall  ftay  too :  [to^  Sfcm.']  I  would,  I  had  the 
To  fay  fo  to  my  huftand.  [power 

Sic.  Are  you  mankind  ? 

Vol.  Ay,  fool ;  Is  that  a  fhame? — Note  but  this  fool..^ 
.  Was  not  a  man  my  father  ?  Hadft  thou  foxfhip 
To  banifh  him  that  ftruck  more  blows  for  Rome, 
Than  thou  haft  fpoken  words  ? 

Sic.  O  blefled  heavens  f 

Vol.  More  noble  blows,  than  ever  thou  wife  words; 
And  for  Rome's  good — FU  tell  thee  what  ;-^Yet  go:— 
Nay,  but  thou  (halt  ftay  too : — ^I  would  my  fon 
Were  in  Arabia,  and  thy  tribe  before  him, 
His  good  fword  in  his  hand. 

Sic.  What  then  ? 

ViR.  What  then  ? 
He'd  make  an  end  of  thy  pofterity. 

Vol.  Baftards,  and  all. — 
Good  man,  the  wounds  that  he  does  bear  for  Kom? ! 

Men.  Come,  come,  peace* 

Sic*^  I  would  he  had  continued  to  his  country. 
As  he  began  ;  and  not  unknit  himfelf 
The  noble  knot  he  made. 

£ru.A  would  he  had. 

Vol.  I  would  he  had  ?  Twas  you  incens'd  the  rabble : 
Cats,  that  can  judge  as  fitly  of  his  worth, 
As  I  can  of  thofe  myfteries  which  heaven 
Will  not  have  earth  to  know. 

Bru.  Pray,  let  us  go. 

Vol.  Now,  pray,  fir,  get  you  gone : 
You  have  done  a  brave  deed.     Ere  you  go,  hear  this : 
As  far  as  doth  the  Capitol  exceed 
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The  mesneft  honfe  in  Rome ;  fo  far,  my  fon, 
rhis  lady's  huiband  here,  this,  da  you  fee,) 
IThom  you  have  banifh'd,  does  exceed  you  all. 

Bru.  Well,  well,  we'll  leave  you. 

Sic.  Why  ftay  we  to  be  baited 
Vith  one  that  wants  her  wits  ? 

Vol.  Take  my  prayers  with  you. — 
[  would  the  gods  had  nothing  elfe  to  do,  [ExeuntTnhxait^^ 
But  to  confirm  my  curfes  !  Could  I  meet  them 
But  once  a  day,  it  would  unclog  my  heart 
Of  what  Ues  heavy  to't. 

Men.  You  have  told  them  home. 
And,  by  my  troth,  you  have  caufe-    You'll  fop  with  me  ? 
Vol.  Anger's  my  meat ;  I  fup  upon  myfelf. 

And  fo  fhall  ftarve  with  feeding Gome,  let's  go : 

Leave  this  faint  puling,  and  lament  as  I  do, 

In  anger,  Juno-hke.     Come,  come,  come. 
Men.  Fie,  fie,  fie !  [Exeura. 

SCENE  III.    A  Highway  between  Rome  and  Antiunu 

Enter  a  Roman  and  a  Folce,  meeting. 
Rom.  I  know  you  well,  fir,  and  you  know  me  :  your 
Q^ne,  I  think,  is  Adrian. 
Vol.  It  is  fo,  fir :  truly,  I  have  forgot  you. 
Rom.  1  am  a  Roman;  and  my  fervices  are,  as  you  are, 
dgainft  them :  Know  you  me  yet  ^ 
Vol.  Nicanor  ?  No.  ^ 

Rom.  The  fame,  fir. 

Fol.  You  had  more  beard,  when  I  laft  faw  you  ;  but 
y-our  favour  is  well  appear'd  by  your  tongue.  What's  the 
lews  ia  Rome  ?  I  have  a  note  from  the  Volcian  ftate,  to 
ind  youi  out  the/c :  You  feave  well  faved  me  a  day's 
oumcy* 

L  uij 
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Rom.  There  hath  been  in  Rome  ftrange  infurredion: 
the  people  againft  the  fenators,  patricians,  and  nobles. 

FoL.  Hath  been !  Is  it  ended  then  ?  Our  ftate  thinks 
not  fo ;  they  are  in  a  mod  warlike  preparation,  and  hope 
to  come  upon  them  in  the  heat  of  their  divifion. 

Rom.  The  main  blaze  of  it  is  paft,  but  a  fmall  thing 
,would  make  it  flame  again.  For  the  nobles  receive  fo 
to  heart  the  banifhment  of  that  worthy  Coriolanus,  that 
they  are  in  a  ripe  aptnefs,  to  take  all  power  from  the 
people,  and  to  pluck  from  them  their  tribunes  for  ever. 
This  lies  glowing,  I  can  tell  you,  and  is  almoft  mature 
for  the  violent  breaking  out. 

Vol.  Coriolanus  banifh'd  ? 

Rom.  Banifli'd,  fir. 

FoL.  You  will  be  welcome  with  this  intelligence,  Ni- 
canor. 

Rom.  The  day  ferves  well  for  them  now.  I  have  heard 
it  faid.  The  fitted  time  to  corrupt  a  man's  wife,  is  when 
fhe's  fallen  out  with  her  hufband.  Your  noble  Tullus 
Aufidius  will  appear  well  in  thefe  wars,  his  great  oppofer 
Coriolanus  being  now  in  no  requeft  of  his  country. 

Vol.  He  cannot  choofe.  I  am  mod  fortunate,  thus 
accidentally  to  encounter  you:  You  have  ended  my  bufi* 
nefs,  and  I  will  merrily  accompany  you  home. 

Rom.  I  ftiall,  between  this  and  fupper,  tell  you  moft 
ftrange  things  from  Rome ;  all  tending  to  the  good  of 
their  adverfaries.     Have  you  an  army  ready,  fay  you  ? 

FoL.  A  mod  royal  one  :  the  centurions,  and  their 
charges,  didindly  billeted,  already  in  the  entertainment, 
and  to  be  on  foot  at  an  hour's  warning* 

Rom.  I  am  joyful  to  hear  of  their  readinefs,  and  am 
the  man,  I  think,  that  diall  fet  them  in  prefent  adion« 
So,  fir,  heartily  well  met,  and  mod  glad  of  your  company^ 
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Vol.  You  take  my  part  from  me.  fir ;  I  have  the  moft 
aule  to  be  glad  of  yours. 
Rom.  Well,  let  us  go  together.  lExeunt. 

SCENE  IV.    Antium.    Before  Aufidius's  Houfe. 
Inter  Coriolanus,  in  mean  apparel^  difguifed^  and  muffled. 
Cor.  a  goodly  city  is  this  Antium :  City,  , 

Pis  I  that  made  thy  widows ;  many  an  heir 
!)f  thefe  fair  edifices  'fore  my  wars 
Have  I  heard  groan,  and  drop :  then  know  me  not ; 
Lefl  that  thy  wives  with  fpits,  and  boys  with  flones^ 

Enter  a  Citizen. 
In  puny  battle  flay  me — Save  you,  fir. 
CiT.  And  you. 

Cor.  Diredl  me,  if  it  be  your  will. 
Where  great  Aufidius  lies :  Is  he  in  Antium  ? 

Cjt.  He  is,  and  feafls  the  nobles  of  the  flate. 
At  his  houfe  this  night. 
Cor.  Which  is  his  houfe,  'befeech  you  ? 
CiT.  This,  here,  before  you. 

Cor.  Thank  you,  fir  ;  farewell.  [Exit  Citizen. 

0,  world,  thy  flippery  turns  !  Friends  now  fafl  fworn, 
Whofe  double  bofoms  feem  to  wear  one  heart, 
Whofe  hours,  whofe  bed,  whofe  meal,  and  exercife, 
Are  flill  together,  who  twin,  as  'twere,  in  love 
Unfcparable,  fhall  within  this  hour, 
Od  a  diflenfion  of  a  doit,  break  out 
To  bitterefl  enmity  :  So,  fellefl  foes, 
Whofe  paffions  and  whofe  plots  have  broke  their  fleep 
To  take  the  one  the  other,  by  fome  chance, 
Jome  trick  not  worth  an  egg,  fliall  grow  dear  friends, 

\nd  interjoin  their  iffues.     So  with  me  : . 

Hy  birth-place  hate  I,  and  my  loves  upon 
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This  enemy  town — ^I'U  enter  :  if  he  flay  me. 
He  does  fair  juftice  ;  if  he  give  me  way, 
m  do  his  country  fervice.  [Exit. 

■  ■--•■■         -        '  ■   -    -^ —  ■       — 
SCENE  F.    the  fame,    ji  Hallin  AuMius's  Hou/e. 
Mujick  within.    Enter  a  SERFANt. 

1  Serf.  Wine,  wine,  wine  I  What  fervice  is  here!  I 
think  our  fellows  are  afleep.  {Exit. 

Enter  another  Servant.  9 

2  Serf.  Where's  Cotus  ?  my  matter  calls  for  hifli. 
Cotus !  [Exit. 

Enter  Coriolanus. 
Cor.  a  goodly  houfe :  The  feaft  fm^Us  well :  but  I 
Appear  not  like  a  gueft. 

Re-enter  ihefirji  Serfant. 

1  Serf.  What  would  you  have,  friend  ?  Whence  are 
-^ou  ?  Here's  no  place  for  you  :  Pray,  go  to  the  door. 

Cor.  I  have  defer v'd  no  better  entertainment, 
In  being  Coriolanus. 

Re-enter  fecond  Ser  fant. 

2  Serf.  Whence  are  you,  lir  ?  Has  the  porter  his  cyci 
in  his  head,  that  he  ^ives  entrance  to  fuch  gompanions? 
Pray,  get  you  outt 

Cor.  Away ! 

2  Serf.  Away  ?  Get  you  away. 

Cor.  Now  thou  art  troublefome, 

2  Ser  r.  Are  you  fo  brave  ?  Pll  have  you  talk'd  with  anon« 

Enter  a  third  Ser  fan  r.     T^hefirfi  meets  Urn. 
5  Serf.  What  fellow's  this  ? 

I  Serf.  A  ftrange  one  as  ever  Ilook'd  on  :  I  cannot 
get  him  o'the  houfe  :  Pr'ythee,  call  my  mafter  to  him. 

3  Serf.  What  have  you  to  do  here,  fellow  ?  Plcay  you, 
avoid  the  houfe. 
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Cor.  Ijtt  me  but  fland ;  I  will  not  hurt  your  heartlu 

3  Serf.  What  aire  you  ? 

Cor.  a  gentleman. 

3  Sbrf.  a  marvellous  poor  one. 

Cor.  True,  fo  I  am. 

3  5!fijtr.  Rray  you,  poor  gentleman,  take  up  fome  other 
[lation :  here's  no  place  for  you ;  pray  you,  avoid :  come. 

Cor.  Follow  your  fundtion,  go. 
And  batten  on  cold  bits.  \FuJhes  him  away. 

3  Serf.  What,  will  you  not  ?  Pr'ythee,  tell  my  mailer 
^hat  a  ftrange  guefl  he  has  here. 

2  Serf.  And  I  ihall.  [£x/f, 

3  Serf.  Where  dwell'ft  thou  ? 
Cox.  Under  the  canopy. 
3  Serf.  Under  the  canopy  ? 
Cqk.  Ay. 

3  Serf.  Where's  that  ? 
CoK.  r  the  city  of  kites  and  crows. 
3  Serf.  V  the  city  of  kites  and  crows  ? — ^What  an  iUs 

it  is! Then  thou  dweirft  with  daws  too  ? 

CoK.  No,  I  ferve  not  thy  mafter. 
%Smrf.  How,  fir  !  Do  you  meddle  with  my  mailer  ? 
CoK.  Ay ;  'tis  an  honefter  fervice,  than  to  meddle  with 
thy  miilrefs  : 
Thou  prat'il,  andprat'il;  lerve  with  thy  trencher,  hence ! 

[Beats  bim  away. 
Enter  Aufidius,  and  tbefecond  Serfant. 
Axjf.  Where  i«f  this  fellow  ? 

2  Serf.  Here,  fir ;  I'd  have  beaten  him  like  a  dog,  but 
ibr  diilurbing  the  lords  within. 
Ave.  Whence  comefi!  thou  ?  what  wouldeil  thou  ?  Thy 
name  ? 
Why  fpeayfk  not  ?  Speak,  man :  What's  thy  name  ? 
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Cor.  If,  Tullus,  \unmuffling. 

Not  yet  thou  know'ft  me,  and  feeing  me,  deft  not 
Think  me  for  the  man  I  am,  neceflity 
Commands  me  name  myfelf. 

jiuF.  What  is  thy  name  ?  [^Sbrfjnts  retire. 

Cor.  a  name  unmufical  to  the  Volcians*  ears. 
And  harfh  in  found  to  thine. 

j4uf.  Say,  what's  thy  name  ? 
Thou  haft  a  grim  appearance,  and  thy  face 
Bears  a  command  in*t ;  though  thy  tackle's  torn, 
Thou  fhow'ft  a  noble  veffel :  What's  thy  name  ? 

Cor.  Prepare  thy  brow  to  frown :  Know'ft  thou  me  yet  ? 

j4uf.  I  know  thee  not : — Thy  name  ? 

Cor.  My  name  is  Caius  Marcius,  who  hath  done 
To  thee  particularly,  and  to  all  the  Voices, 
Great  hurt  and  mifchief ;  thereto  witnefs  may 
My  furname,  Coriolanus :  The  painful  fervice, 
The  extreme  dangers,  and  the  drops  of  blood 
Shed  for  my  thanklefs  country,  are  requited 
But  with  that  furname  ;  a  good  memory, 
And  witnefs  of  the  malice  and  difpleafure 
Which  thou  ftiould'ft  bear  me:  only  that  name  remains; 
The  cruelty  and  envy  of  the  people, 
Permitted  by  our  daftard  nobles,  who 
Have  all  forfook  me,  hath  devour'd  the  reft  ; 
And  fuffer'd  me  by  the  voice  of  flaves  to  be 
Whoop'd  out  of  Rome.     Now,  this  extremity 
Hath  brought  me  to  thy  hearth  ;  Not  out  of  hope, 
Miftake  me  not,  to  fave  my  life  ;  for  if 
I  had  fear'd  death,  of  all  the  men  i'  the  world 
I  would  have  'voided  thee  :  but  in  mere  fpite. 
To  be  full  quit  of  thofe  my  baniftiers. 
Stand  I  before  thee  here.     Then  if  thou  haft 
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\.  heart  of  wreak  in  thee,  that  will  revenge 

rhine  own  particular  wrongs,  and  flop  thofe  maims 

)f  fhame  feen  through  thy  country,  fpeed  thee  ftraight 

Lnd  make  my  mifery  ferve  thy  turn  ;  fo  ufe  it, 

Tiat  my  revengeful  fervices  may  prove 

Ls  benefits  to  thee  ;  for  I  will  fight 

Lgainil  my  cankered  country  with  the  fpleen 

)f  all  the  under  fiends.     But  if  fo  be 

rhou  dar'ft  not  this,  and  that  to  prove  more  fortunes 

Phou  art  tir'd,  then,  in  a  word,  I  alfo  am 

Longer  to  live  moil  weary,  and  prefent 

My  throat  to  thee,  and  to  thy  ancient  malice  : 

Which  not  to  cut,  would  (how  thee  but  a  fool ; 

Since  I  have  ever  followed  thee  with  hate. 

Drawn  tuns  of  blood  out  of  thy  country's  breaft. 

And  cannot  live  but  to  thy  fliame,  unlefs 

It  be  to  do  thee  fervice. 

AuF.  O  Marcius,  Marcius, 
lach  word  thou  haft  fpoke  hath  weeded  from  my  heart 
A  root  of  ancient  envy.     If  Jupiter 
Should  from  yon  cloud  fpeak  divine  things,  and  fay, 
Tu  true  ;  I'd  not  beUeve  them  more  than  thee. 
All  noble  Marcius. — O,  let  me  twine 
Mine  arms  about  that  body,  where  againft 
My  grained  afti  an  hundred  times  hath  broke, 
And  fcar'd  the  moon  with  fplinters  !  Here  I  clip 
The  anvil  of  my  fword ;  and  do  conteft 
-As  hotly  and  as  nobly  with  thy  love. 
As  ever  in  ambitious  ftrength  I  did 
G)ntend  againft  thy  valour.     Know  thou  firft, 
I  lov'd  the  maid  I  married  ;  never  man 
Sigh'd  truer  breath ;  but  that  I  fee  thee  here, 
rhou  noble  thing  !  more  dances  my  rapt  heart, 
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Than  when  I  firft  my  wedded  miftrefs  faw 

Beftride  my  threfhold.    Why,  thou  Mars  !  I  tcU  thee. 

We  have  a  power  on  foot ;  and  I  had  purpofe 

Once  more  to  hew  thy  target  from  thy  brawn. 

Or  lofe  mine  arm  for't :  Thou  haft  beat  me  out 

Twelve  feveral  times,  and  I  have  nightly  fince 

Dreamt  of  encounters  *twixt  thyfelf  and  me  ; 

We  have  been  down  together  in  my  fleep. 

Unbuckling  helms,  fitting  each  other's  throat. 

And  wak'd  half  dead  with  nothing.     Worthy  Marcius^ 

Had  we  no  quarrel  elfe  to  Rome,  but  that 

Thou  art  thence  banifh'd,  we  would  mufter  all 

From  twelve  to  feventy  ;  and,  pouring  war 

Into  the  bowels  of  ungrateful  Rome, 

Like  a  bold  flood  o'er-beat.     O,  come,  go  in. 

And  take  our  friendly  fenators  by  the  hands  ; 

Who  now  are  here,  taking  their  leaves  of  me. 

Who  am  prepared  againft  your  territories. 

Though  not  for  Rome  itfelf 

Cor.  You  blefs  me,  Gods  ! 

AuF.  Therefore,  moft  abfolute  fir,  if  thou  wilt  hate 
The  leading  of  thine  own  revenges,  take 
The  one  half  of  my  commiffion  ;  and  fet  down,— 
As  beft  thou  art  experienc'd,  fince  thou  know*ft 
Thy  country's  ftrength  and  weaknefs,— -thine  own  vray»5 
Whether  to  knock  againft  the  gates  of  Rome, 
Or  rudely  vifit  them  in  parts  remote. 
To  fright  them,  ere  deftroy.     But  come  in ; 
Let  me  commend  thee  firft  to  thofe,  that  fliall 
Say,  yea^  to  thy  defires.     A  thoufand  welcomes  ! 
And  more  a  friend  than  e'er  an  enemy  ; 
Yet,  Marcius,  that  was  much.     Your  hand !  Moft  vd^ 
come  !      [Exeunt  Coriolanus  and  AvFtoas^ 
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1  Serf,  {advancing J]  Here's  a  flrange  alteration  t 

2  Serf.  By  my  hand,  I  had  thought  to  have  ftruckeil 
him  with  a  cudgel;  and  yet  my  mind  gave  me,  his 
clothes  made  a  falfe  report  of  him. 

1  Serf.  What  an  arm  he  has !  He  tum'd  me  about 
with  his  finger  and  his  thumb,  as  one  would  fet  up  a  top, 

2  Serf.  Nay,  I  knew  by  his  face  that  there  was  fomc- 
thing  in  him  :  He  had,  fir,  a  kind  of  face,  methought, 
—I  cannot  tell  how  to  term  it. 

1  Serf.  He  had  fo ;  looking,  as  it  were, 'Would 

I  were  hang'd,  but  I  thought  there  was  more  in  him 
than  I  could  think. 

2  Serf.  So  did  I,  Til  be  fworn :  He  is  fimply  the 
tareft  man  i'  the  world. 

1  Serf.  I  think,  he  is :  but  a  greater  foldier  than  he, 
you  wot  one. 

2  Serf.  Who  ?  my  matter  ? 

1  Serf.  Nay,  it*s  no  matter  for  that, 

2  Serf.  Worth  fix  of  him. 

1  Serf.  Nay,  not  fo  neither;  but  I  take  him  to  be 
the  greater  foldi^. 

2  Serf.  Taith,  look  you,  one  cannot  tell  how  to  fay 
that :  for  the  defence  of  a  town,  our  general  is  excellent, 

I  Serf.  Ay,  and  for  an  aflault  too. 

Re-enter  third  Serfant. 

3  Serf.  O,  flaves,  I  can  tell  you  news ;  news,  you 
afcals. 

1 2  Serf.  What,  what,  what  ?  let's  partake, 

I  Serf.  I  would  not  be  a  Roman,  of  all  nations;  I 
had  as  lieve  be  a  condemned  man. 

I  2  Serf.  Wherefore  ?  wherefore  ? 

ISerf.  Why,  here's  he  that  was  wont  to  thwack  our 
general,  Caius  Marcius, 

S 
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1  SERr.  Why  do  you  fay,  thwack  our  general? 
^Serf.  I  do  not  fay,  thwack  our  general;  but  he 

was  always  good  enough  for  him. 

2  Serf.  Come,  we  are  fellows,  and  friends  :  he  was 
ever  too  hard  for  him;  I  have  heard  him  fay  fo  himfelf. 

1  Serf.  He  was  too  hard  for  him  diredtly,  to  fay  the 
truth  on't :  before  Corioli,  he  fcotch'd  him  and  notched 
him  like  a  carbonado. 

2  Serf.  An  he  had  been  cannibally  given,  he  might 
have  broird  and  eaten  him  too. 

1  Serf.  But,  more  of  thy  news  ? 

3  Serf.  Why,  he  is  fo  made  on  here  within,  as  if  he 
were  fon  and  heir  to  Mars :  fet  at  upper  end  o'  the  table: 
no  queftion  afk'd  him  by  any  of  the  fenators,  but  they 
Hand  bald  before  him :  Our  general  himfelf  makes  a 
miftrefs  of  him ;  fandifies  himfelf  with's  hand,  and  turns 
up  the  white  o'the  eye  to  his  difcourfe.  But  the  bottom 
of  the  news  is,  our  general  is  cut  i'  the  middle,  and  but 
one  half  of  what  he  was  yefterday :  for  the  other  has 
half,  by  the  entreaty  and  grant  of  the  whole  table.  He'll 
go,  he  fays,  and  fowle  the  porter  of  Rome  gates  by  the 
cars  :  He  will  mow  down  all  before  him,  and  leave  his 
paflage  poU'd. 

2  Serf.  And  he's  as  like  to  do't,  as  any  man  I  can 
imagine. 

3  Serf.  Do't  ?  he  will  do't :  For,  look  you,  fir,  he  has 
as  many  friends  as  enemies :  which  friends,  fir,  (as  it 
were,)  durft  not  (look  you,  fir,)  fliow  themfelves  (as  wc 
term  it,)  his  friends,  whilft  he's  in  diredlitude. 

I  Serf.  Direditude  !    What's  that  ? 

3  Serf.  But  when  they  Ihall  fee,  fir,  his  creft  up  again, 
and  the  man  in  blood,  they  will  out  of  their  burrows, 
like  conies  after  rain,  and  revel  all  with  him. 
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1  SsRr.  But  when  goes  this  forward  ? 

3  Serf.  To-morrow ;  to-day  ;  prefently.  You  fliall 
7C  the  drum  ftruck  up  this  afternoon :  'tis,  as  it  were, 
►arcel  of  their  feaft,  and  to  be  executed  ere  they  wipe 
tir  lips. 

2  Serf.  Why,  then  we  fliall  have  a  ftirring  world  a- 
li.  This  peace  is  nothing,  but  to  ruft  iron,  increafe 
tors,  and  breed  ballad-makers. 

I  Serf.  Let  itle  have  war,  fay  I ;  it  exceeds  peace,  as 
as  day  does  night ;  it's  fpritely,  waking,  audible,  and 

1  of  vent.  Peace  is  a  very  apoplexy,  lethargy ;  mulPd, 
af,fleepy,  infenfible ;  a  getter  of  more  baftard  children, 
an  wars  a  deftroyer  of  men. 

2  Serf.  *Tis  fo.:  and  as  wars,  in  fome  fort,  may  be 
id  to  be  a  raviflier  ;  fo  it  cannot  be  denied,  but  peace 
a  great  maker  of  cuckolds, 

I  Serf.  Ay,  and  it  makes  men  hate. one  another. 

3  Serf.  Reafon  ;  becaufe  they  then  lefs  need  one  ano- 
ler.  The  wars,  for  my  money.  I  hope  to  fee  Romans 
5  cheap  as  Volcians — ^They  are  rifing,  they  are  rifing. 

All.  In,  in,  in,  in.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI.    Rome.    A  Publick  Place. 
Enter  SiciN  JUS  and  Brutus. 
Sic.  We  hear  not  of  him,  neither  need  we  fear  him ; 
G$  remedies  are  tame  i'  the  prefent  peace 
ind  quietnefs  o'  the  people,  which  before 
i^ere  in  wild  hurry.     Here  do  we  make  his  friends 
lufli,  that  the  world  goes  well ;  who  rather  had, 
bugh  they  themfelves  did  fufFer  by't,  behold 
iilentious  numbers  peftering  ftreets,  than  fee 
ir  tradefmen  finging  in  their  fliops,  and  going 
►out  their  functions  friendly. 
Vol.  V.  M 
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Enter  Menmnius. 

Bru.  We  ftood  to't  in  good  time.     Is  this  Menenius  i 

Sic.  Tis  he,  'tis  he  :  O,  he  is  grown  moft  kind 
Oflate.— Hail,  fir! 

Men.  Hail  to  you  both  ! 

Sic.  Your  Coriolanus,  fir,  is  not  much  mifs'd. 
But  with  his  friends :  the  common-wealth  doth  ftand ; 
And  fo  would  do,  were  he  more  angry  at  it. 

Men.  All's  well ;  and  might  have  been  much  better,  if 
He  could  have  temporized. 

Sic.  Where  is  he,  hear  you  ? 

Men.  Nay,  I  hear  nothing  ;  his  mother  and  his  wife 
Hear  nothing  from  him. 

Enter  three  or  four  Citizens. 

CiT.  The  gods  preferve  you  both ! 

Sic.  Good-e'en,  our  neighbours. 

Bru.  Good-e'en  to  you  all,  good  e'en  to  you  all- 

I  Cir.  Ourfelves,  our  wives,  and  children,  on  our  knees. 
Are  bound  to  pray  for  you  both. 

Sic.  Live,  and  thrive  ! 

Bru.  Farewell,  kind  neighbours :  We  wifh'd  CoriolanW 
Had  lov'd  you  as  we  did. 

Cir.  Now  the  gods  keep  you  ! 

Both  Tri.  Farewell,  farewell.  [Exeunt  CiriZEKtm 

Sic.  This  is  a  happier  and  more  comely  time. 
Than  when  thefe  fellows  ran  about  the  ftreets, 
Crying,  Confufion. 

Bru.  Caius  Marciuswas 
A  worthy  officer  i'  the  war  ;  but  infolent. 
Overcome  with  pride,  ambitious  paft  all  thinking. 
Self- loving,— • 

Sic.  And  affeding  one  fole  throne. 
Without  afliftance. 
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MtN.  I  think  not  fo. 

Sic.  We  ihould  by  this,  to  all  our  lamentation, 
f  he  had  gone  forth  conful,  found  it  fo. 

Brv.  The  gods  have  well  prevented  it,  and  Rome 
its  fafe  and  ftill  without  him* 

Enter  JEdile. 
JEd.  Worthy  tribunes, 
[here  is  a  flave,  whom  we  have  put  in  prifon, 
leports, — the  Voices  with  two  feveral  powers  ^ 
Are  entered  in  the  Roman  territories ; 
And  with  the  deepeft  malice  of  the  war 
Dcftroy  what  lies  before  them*  "^ 

Afoi\r.  TTis  Aufidius, 
Who,  hearing  of  our  Marcius*  banifhment, 
TTirufts  forth  his  horns  again  into  the  world ; 
Which  were  infheird,  when  Marcius  flood  for  Rome, 
And  dnrft  not  once  peep  out. 

S/c.  Come,  what  talk  you 
Of  Marcius  ? 

Bkv.  Go  fee  this  rumourer  whipp'd. It  cannot  be, 

;  The  Voices  dare  break  with  us. 

Men.  Cannot  be ! 
We  have  record',  that  very  well  it  can ; 
And  three  examples  of  the  like  have  been 
Within  my  age.     But  reafon  with  the  fellow, 
Before  you  punifh  him,  where  he  heard  this  ; 
Left  you  (hall  chance  to  whip  your  information, 
And  beat  the  meflenger  who  bids  beware 
Of  what  is  to  be  dreaded. 

Sic.  Tell  not  me  ; 
[  know,  this  cannot  be. 
Bev.  Not  poflible.  "* 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

M  ij 
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Mess.  The  nobles,  in  great  earneftnefs,  are  going 
All  to  the  fenate  houfe  :  fome  i^ews  is  come. 
That  turns  their  countenances. 

Sic.  'Tis  this  Have  ; — 
Go  whip  him  'fore  the  people's  eyes : — ^his  raifing  ! 
Nothing  but  his  report ! 

Mess.  Yes,  worthy  fir. 
The  flave's  report  is  feconded  ;  and  more. 
More  fearful,  is  deliver'd. 

Sic.  What  more  fearful  ? 

Mes.  It  is  fpoke  freely  out  of  many  mouths,    . 
(How  probable,  I  do  not  know,)  that  Marcius, 
Joined  with  Aufidius,  leads  a  power  'gainft  Rome ; 
And  vows  revenge  as  fpacious,  as  between 
The  young'ft  and  oldeft  thing. 

Sic.  This  is  moft  likely  ! 
'     Bru.  Rais'd  only,  that  the  weaker  fort  may  wi(h 
Good  Marcius  home  again, 

Sic.  The  very  trick  on't. 

Men.  This  is  unlikely : 
He  and  Aufidius  can  no  more  atone. 
Than  violentefl:  contrariety. 

Enter  another  Messenger. 

Mes.  You  are  fent  for  to  the  fenate  : 
A  fearful  army,  led  by  Caius  Marcius, 
Aflociated  with  Aufidius,  rages 
Upon  our  territories ;  and  have  already 
O'er-borne  their  way,  confum'd  with  fire,  and  took 
What  lay  before  them.    ^ 

Enter  Cominius. 

Com.  O,  you  have  made  good  work  I 

Men.  What  news  ?  what  news  ? 

Com.  You  have  holp  to  ravifh  your  own  daughters,  a 
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b  melt  the  city  leads  upon  your  pates ; 
0  fee  your  wives  difhonour'd  to  your  nofes  ; — 
Men.  What's  the  news  ?  what's  the  news  ? 
Com.  Your  temples  burned  in  their  cement ;  and 
our  franchifes,  whereon  you  flood,  confin'd 
Lto  an  augre's  bore. 
Men.  Pray  now,  your  news  ? — 

ou  have  made  fair  work,  I  fear  me  : ^Pray,  your  news? 

'  Marcius  ftiould  be  joined  with  Volcians, — 
Com.  If! 

e  is  their  god  ;  he  leads  them  like  a.  thing 
[ade  by  fome  other  deity  than  nature, 
hat  fhapes  man  better  :  and  they  follow  him, 
igainft  us  brats,  with  no  lefs  confidence, 
han  boys  purfuing  fummer  butter-flies, 
►r  butchers  kilUng  flies. 

Men.  You  have  made  good  work, 
fou,  and  your  apron-men  ;  you  that  flood  fo  much 
Upon  the  voice  of  occupation,  and 
The  breath  of  garlick-eaters ! 

Coif.  He  will  fliake 
Your  Rome  about  your  ears. 

Men.  As  Hercules 
Did  (hake  down  mellow  fruit :  You  have  made  fair  work  ! 

Bru.  But  is  this  true,  fir  ? 

Com.  Ay ;  and  you'll  look  pale 
Before  you  find  it  othen     All  the  regions 
Do  fmilingly  revolt ;  and,  who  refift, 
ire  only  mock'd  for  valiant  ignorance, 
bd  perifli  conftant  fools.     Who  is't  can  blame  him  ? 
bur  enemies,  and  his,  find  fomething  in  him. 
Mbu.  We  are  all  undone,  unlefs 
be  noble  man  have  mercy. 

M  iij 
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Com.  Who  fliall  afk  it  ? 
The  tribunes  cannot  do't  for  fliame  j  the  people 
Deferve  fuch  pity  of  him,  as  the  wolf 
Does  of  the  fliepherds  :  for  his  befl  friends,  if  they 
Should  fay,  Be  good  to  Rome,  they  charg'd  him  even 
As  thofe  fliould  do  that  had  deferv'd  his  hate. 
And  therein  fliow'd  Uke  enemies. 

Men.  Tis  true : 
If  he  were  putting  to  my  houfe  the  brand 
That  fhould  confume  it,  I  have  not  the  face 
To  fay,  'Be/eecbyoUf  ceafe. — You  have  made  fair  handi 
You,  and  your  crafts  !  you  have  crafted  fair  ! 

Com.  You  have  brought 
A  trembling  upon  Rome,  fuch  as  was  never 
So  incapable  of  help. 

Tri.  Say  not,  we  brought  it. 

Men.  How!  was  it  we?  We  lov'd  him;  but,  like  beaf 
And  cpwardly  nobles,  gave  way  to  your  clufters, 
Who  did  hoot  him  out  o'  the  city. 

Com.  But,  I  fear 
They'll  roar  him  in  again.     Tullus  Aufidius, 
The  fecond  name  of  men,  obeys  his  points 
As  if  he  were  his  officer  : — Defperation 
Is  all  the  policy,  ftrength,  and  defence, 
That  Rome  cai>  make  againft  them. 

Enter  a  troop  of  Citizens. 

Men.  Here,  come  the  clufters.— 
And  is  Aufidius  with  him  ?— You  are  they 
That  made  the  air  unwholefome,  when  you  call 
Your  (linking,  greafy  caps,  in  hooting  at 
Coriolanus'  exile.     Now  he's  coming  j 
And  not  a  hair  upon  a  foldier's  head. 
Which  will  not  prove  a  whip ;  as  many  coxcombs. 
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^s  you  threw  caps  up,  will  he  tumble  down, 
^d  pay  you  for  your  voices.     'Tis  no  matter ; 
The  could  bum  us  all  into  one  coal, 
i^e  have  deferv'd  it, 
Cir.  'Faith,  we  hear  fearful  news, 

1  CiT.  For  mine  owji  part, 

When  I  faid,  banifh  him,  I  faid,  *twas  pity# 

2  CiT.  And  fo  did  I. 

3  Cir.  And  fo  did  I ;  and,  to  fay  the  truth,  fo  did  very 
many  of  us:  That  we  did,  we  did  for  the  bell:  and 
though  we  willingly  confented  to  his  banifhment,  yet  it 
was  againft  our  will. 

Com.  You  are  goodly  things,  you  voices ! 

Men.  You  have  made 
Gk)odwork,  you  and  your  cry  ! — Shall  us  to  the  Capitol  ? 

Com.  O,  ay  ;  what  elfe  ?  [Exeunt  Com.  and  Men. 

Sic.  Go,  mafters,  get  you  home,  be  not  difmay'd ; 
Thefe  are  a  fide,  that  would  be  glad  to  have 
This  true,  which  they  fo  feem  to  fear.      Go  home. 
And  fliow  no  fign  of  fear. 

1  CtT.  The  gods  be  good  to  us !  Come,  mafters,  let's 
home.  I  ever  faid,  we  were  i*the  wrong,  when  we  ba- 
nifh'dhim. 

2  CiT.  So  did  we  all.     But  come,  let's  home. 

[Exeunt  Citizens. 
Bru.  I  do  not  like  this  news. 
Sic.  Nor  I. 

jBrv.  Let's  to  the  Capitol : — ^'Would,  half  my  wealth 
W^ould  buy  this  for  a  lie ! 
Sic.  Pray,  let  us  go#  [Exeunt. 

—  "  |-|»«««-'-l.>l«  II  .1.11  !,<■■ 

SCENE  VII.   A  Camp  ;  at  a/mall  difiancefrom  Rome* 
Enter  Avfidivs^  and  bis  Lieutenant. 

M  iiij 
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j4uf.  Do  they  ftill  fly  to  the  Roman  ? 
Lieu.  I  do  not  know  what  witchcraft's  in  him ;  bu 
Your  foldiers  ufe  him  as  the  grace  'fore  meat. 
Their  talk  at  table,  and  their  thanks  at  end ; 
And  you  are  darkened  in  this  adion,  fir, 
Even  by  your  own. 

AuF.  I  cannot  help  it  now ; 
Unlefs,  by  ufing  means,  I  lame  the  foot 
Of  our  defign.     He  bears  himfelf  more  proudlier 
Even  to  my  perfon,  than  I  thought  he  would, 
When  firft  I  did  embrace  him  :  Yet  his  nature 
In  that's  no  changeling  ;  and  I  muft  excufe 
What  cannot  be  amended. 

Lieu.  Yet  I  wifh,  fir, 
(I  mean  for  your  particular,)  you  had  not 
Join'd  in  commiflion  with  him  :  but  either 
.  Had  borne  the  adion  of  yourfelf,  or  elfe 
To  him  had  left  it  folely. 

AuF.  I  underftand  thee  well ;  and  be  thou  fure, 
When  he  fhall  come  to  his  account,  he  knows  not 
What  I  can  urge  againft  him.     Although  it  feems, 
And  fo  he  thinks,  and  is  no  lefs  apparent 
To  the  vulgar  eye,  that  he  bears  all  things  fairly, 
And  fhows  good  hufbandry  for  the  Volcian  ftate ; 
Fights  dragon-like,  and  does  achieve  as  foon 
As  draw  his  fword :  yet  he  hath  left  undone 
That,  which  fhall  break  his  neck,  or  hazard  mine. 
Whene'er  we  come  to  our  account. 

Lieu.  Sir,  I  befeech  you,  think  you  he'll  carry  Rom< 

jIup^  All  places  yield  to  him  ere  he  fits  down ; 
And  the  nobility  of  Rome  are  his : 
The  fenators,  and  patricians,  love  him  too : 
The  tribunes  are  no  foldiers  j  and  their  people 
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Will  be  as  ralh  in  the  repeal,  as  hafty 

To  expel  him  thence.     I  think,  he'll  be  to  Rome, 

As  is  the  ofprey  to  the  fifh,  who  takes  it 

By  fovereignty  of  nature.     Firft  he  was 

A  noble  fervant  to  them ;  but  he  could  not 

Carry  his  honours  even :  whether  'twas  pride, 

Which  out  of  daily  fortune  ever  taints 

The  happy  man ;  whether  defed:  of  judgement, 

To  fail  in  the  difpofing  of  thofe  chances 

Which  he  was  lord  of;  or  whether  nature. 

Not  t9  be  other  than  one  thing,  not  moving 

From   the  cafque  to  the  cufhion,  but   commanding 

peace 
Even  with  the  fame  aufterity  and  garb 
As  he  controlled  the  war  :  but,  one  of  thefe, 
(As  he  hath  fpices  of  them  all,  not  all. 
For  I  dare  fo  far  free  him,)  made  him  fear'd. 
So  hated,  and  fo  banifh'd :  But  he  has  a  merit. 
To  choke  it  in  the  utterance.     So  our  virtues 
Lie  in  the  interpretation  of  the  time  : 
And  power,  unto  itfelf  moft  commendable, 
Hath  not  a  tomb  fo  evident  as  a  chair 
To  extol  what  it  hath  done. 
^  One  fire  drives  out  one  fire  ;  one  nail,  one  nail ; 
I  Rights  by  rights  fouler,  ftrengths  by  ftrengths,  do  fail. 
\  Come,  let's  away.     When,  Caius,  Rome  is  thine, 
I  Thou  art  poor'fl  of  all ;  then  fhortly  art  thou  mine. 
'  [Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 
SCENE  I.    Rome.    A  publick  Place. 
Enter  Menbnjus^  Cominius,  Sicinius,  Brutus,  and 

Others. 
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Men.  No,  Til  not  go :  you  hear,  what  he  hath  faid 
Which  was  fometime  his  general ;  who  lov'd  him 
In  a  moft  dear  particular.     He  calPd  me,  father : 
But  what  o'that  ?  Go,  you  that  banifh'd  him, 
A  mile  before  his  tent  fall  down,  and  kneel 
The  way  into  his  mercy :  Nay,  if  he  coy'd 
To  hear  Cominius  fpcak,  Fll  keep  at  home. 

Com.  He  would  not  feem  to  know  me. 

Men.  Do  you  hear  ? 

Com.  Yet  one  time  he  did  call  me  by  my  name : 
I  urg'd  our  old  acquaintance,  and  the  drops 
That  we  have  bled  together.     Coriolanus 
He  would  not  anfwer  to  :  forbad  all  names  ; 
He  was  a  kind  of  nothing,  titlelefs, 
Till  he  had  forg'd  himfelf  a  name  i'  the  fire 
Of  burning  Rome. 

Men.  Why,  fo  ;  you  have  made  good  work  : 
A  pair  of  tribunes  that  have  racked  for  Rome, 
To  make  coals  cheap :  A  noble  memory  ! 

Com.  I  minded  him,  how  royal  'twas  to  pardou 
When  it  was  lefs  expeded  :  He  reply'd, 
It  was  a  bare  petition  of  a  ftate 
To  one  whom  they  had  punifli'd. 

Men.  Very  well : 
Could  he  fay  lefs  ? 

Com.  I  ofFer'd  to  awaken  his  regard 
For  his  private  friends  :  His  anfwer  to  me  was, 
He  could  not  flay  to  pick  them  in  a  pile 
Of  noifome,  mufty  chaff:  He  faid,  'twas  folly. 
For  one  poor  grain  or  two,  to  leave  unbumt. 
And  flill  to  nofe  the  oflFence. 

Men.  For  one  poor  grain 
Or  two  ?  I  am  one  of  thofe ;  his  mother,  wife, 
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Sis  child,  and  this  brave  fellow  too,  we  are  the  grains : 
fou  are  the  mufly  chaff;  and  you  are  fmelt 
Vbove  the  moon  :  We  itiuft  be  burnt  for  you. 

Sic.  Nay,  pray,  be  patient :  If  you  refufe  your  aid 
n  this  fo  nevcr-hecded  help,  yet  do  not 
Jpbraid  us  with  our  diftrefs.    But,  fure,  if  you 
Would  be  your  country's  pleader,  your  good  tongue, 
More  than  the  inftant  army  we  can  make, 
Might  flop  our  countrymant 

Mbn.  No  ;  TU  not  meddle. 

Sic.  I  pray  you,  go  to  him. 

M£N.  What  fhould  I  do  ? 

Bru.  Only  make  trial  what  your  love  can  do 
Tor  Rome,  towards  Marcius. 

Men.  Well,  and  fay  that  Marcius 
Return  me,  as  Cominius  is  returned. 
Unheard  ;  what  then  ?— 
But  as  a  difcontented  friend,  grief-fhot 
With  his  unkindnefs  ?  Say't  be  fo  ? 

Sic.  Yet  your  good  will 
Muft  have  that  thanks  from  Rome,  after  the  meafure 
As  you  intended  well. 

Men.  I'll  undertake  it : 
I  think,  he'll  hear  me.    Yet  to  bite  his  lip. 
And  hum  at  good  Cominius,  much  unhearts  me. 
He  was  not  taken  well ;  he  had  not  din'd  : 
The  veins  unfilTd,  our  blood  is  cold,  and  then 
We  pout  upon  the  niorning,  are  unapt 
To  give  or  to  forgive  ;  but  when  we  have  flufPd 
Thefe  pipes,  and  thefe  conveyances  of  our  blood 
With  wine  and  feeding,  we  have  fuppler  fouls 
Than  in  our  priefl-Iike  fafls  :  therefore  I'll  watch  him 
Till  he  be  dieted  to  m^  requefl, 
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And  then  I'll  let  upon  him. 

Bru.  You  know  the  very  road  into  his^kindnefs. 
And  cannot  lofe  your  way. 

Men.  Good  faith,  TU  prove  him, 
Speed  how  it  will.    I  fhall  ere  long  have  knowledge 
Of  my  fuccefs.  [Hxit. 

Com.  He'll  never  hear  him. 

Sic.  Not  ^ 

Com.  I  tell  you,  he  does  fit  in  gold,  his  eye 
Red  as  'twould  burn  Rome  ;  and  his  injury 
The  gaoler  to  his  pity.    I  kaeel'd  before  him : 
Twas  very  faintly  he  faid.  Rife;  difmifs'd  me 
Thus,  with  his  fpeechlefs  hand  :  What  he  would  do, 
He  fent  in  writing  after  me  ;  what  he  would  not. 
Bound  with  an  oath,  to  yield  to  his  conditions: 
So,  that  all  hope  is  vain, 
Unlefs  his  noble  mother,  and  his  wife ; 
Who,  as  I  hear,  mean  to  folicit  him 
For  mercy  to  his  country.    Therefore,  let's  hence. 
And  with  our  fair  entreaties  hafte  them  on.        [Exeunt. 

SCENE  11.     An  advanced  poji  of  the  Volcian  Camp  before 
Rome.    The  Guard  at  their  Stations. 
Enter  to  them,  Menenius. 

1  G.  Stay :  Whence  are  you  ? 

2  G.  Stand,  and  go  back. 

Men.  You  guard  like  men;  'tis  well:  But,  by  your  leave, 
I  am  an  officer  of  flate,  and  come 
To  fpeak  with  Coriolauus. 

I  G.  From  whence  ? 

Men.  From  Rome. 

I  G.  You  may  not  pafs,  you  mufl  return:  our  general 
Will  no  more  hear  from  thence. 
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2  G.  You'll  fee  your  Rome  embraced  with  fire,  before 
'ou'U  fpeak  with  Coriolanus. 

Men.  Good  my  friends, 
F  you  have  heard  your  general  talk  of  Rome, 
Uid  of  his  friends  there,  it  is  lots  to  blanks, 
4y  name  hath  touch'd  your  ears  :  it  is  Menenius. 

I  G.  Be  it  fo  ;  go  back :  the  virtue  of  your  name 
s  not  here  paflable. 

Men.  I  tell  thee,  fellow, 
rhy  general  is  my  lover  ;  I  have  been 
rhe  book  of  l^is  good  adts,  whence  men  have  read 
His  fame  unparallePd,  haply,  amplified  ; 
For  I  have  ever  verify'd  my  friends, 
[Of  whom  he's  chief,)  with  all  the  fize  that  verity 
Would  without  lapfing  fufFer :  nay,  fometimes. 
Like  to  a  bowl  upon  a  fubtle  ground, 
I  have  tumbled  paft  the  throw  ;  and  in  his  praife 
Have,  almoft,  ftamp'd  the  leafing  :  Therefore,  fellow, 
I  muft  have  leave  to  pafs. 

I  G.  'Faith,  fir,  if  you  had  told  as  many  lies  in  his 
behalf,  as  you  have  utter 'd  words  in  your  own,  you  fliould 

M  pafs  here  :  no,  though  it  were  as  virtuous  to  he,  as 

to  live  chaftly.    Therefore,  go  back. 
Men.  Pr'ythee,  fellow,  remember  my  name  is  Mene- 

^,  always  fadlionary  on  the  party  of  your  general. 
2  G.  Howfoever  you  have  teen  his  liar,  (as  you  fay, 

JOtthave,)  I  am  one  that,  telling  true  under  him,  mufl: 

%,you  cannot  pafs.    Therefore,  go  back. 
Men.  Has  he  dined,  can'fl;  thou  tell  ?  for  I  would  not 

^eak  with  him  till  after  dinner. 
I     I  G.  You  are  a  Roman,  are  you  ? 
'     Msiv.  I  am  as  thy  general  is. 

I  G.  Then  you  fliould  hate  Rome,  as*  he  does.     Can 
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you,  when  you  have  pulh'd  out  your  gates  the  very  de- 
fender of  them,  and,  in  a  violent  popular  ignorance,  gi- 
ven your  enemy  your  fhield,  think  to  front  his  revenges 
with  the  eafy  groans  of  old  women,  the  virginal  palms 
of  your  daughters,  or  with  the  palfied  interceffion  of 
fuch  a  decay'd  dotant  as  you  feem  to  be  ?  Can  you  think 
to  blow  out  the  intended  fire  your  city  is  ready  to  flame 
in,  with  fuch  weak  breath  as  this  ?  No,  you  are  deceived ; 
therefore,  back  to  Rome,  and  prepare  for  your  execu- 
tion :  you  are  condemned,  our  general  has  fwom  you 
out  of  reprieve  and  pardon. 

Men.  Sirrah,  If  thy  captain  knew  I  were  here,  he  would 
ufe  me  with  eftimation. 

2  G.  Come,  my  captain  knows  you  not. 

Men.  I  mean,  thy  general. 

I  G.  My  general  cares  not  for  you.  Back,  I  fay,  go, 
left  I  let  forth  your  half  pint  of  blood ; — back, — that'f 
the  utmoft  of  your  having  : — ^back. 

Men.  Nay,  but  fellow,  fellow,— 

Enter  Corioljnus  and  Aufidius. 

Cor.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Men.  Now,  you  companion,  Til  fay  an  errand  for  you  $ 
you  (hall  know  now,  that  I  am  in  eftimation ;  you  (hall 
perceive,  that  a  Jack  guardant  cannot  oftice  me  from 
my  fon  Coriolanus :  guefs,  but  by  my  entertainment 
with  him,  if  thou  ftand'ft  not  i'  the  ftate  of  hanging,  or 
of  fome  death  more  long  in  fpe£latorfliip,  and  crueller 
in  fuftering ;  behold  now  prefently,  and  fwoon  for  what^  " 

to  come  upon  thee ^The  glorious  gods  fit  in  hourly  fy- 

nod  about  thy  particular  profperity,  and  love  thee  no  j 
worfe  than  thy  old  father  Menenius  does !  O,  my  fon ! 
my  fon  !  thou  art  preparing  fire  for  us ;  look  thee,  here's 
water  to  quench  it.     I  was  hardly  moved  to  come  to 


COklOLANUSn  191 

thee :  but  being  afliired,  none  but  myfelf  could  move 
thee,  I  have  been  blown  out  of  your  gates  with  fighs ; 
and  conjure  thee  to  pardon  Rome,  and  thy  petitionary 
countrymen.  The  good  gods  affuage  thy  wrath,  and 
turn  the  dregs  of  it  upon  this  varlet  here ;  this,  who, 
like  a  block,  hath  denied  my  accefs  to  thee. 
Cor.  Away ! 
Men.  How  !  away  ? 

CoK.  Wife,  mother,  child,  I  know  not.     My  afi&irs 
Are  fervanted  to  others  :  Though  I  owe 
My  revenge  properly,  my  remiffion  lies 
In  Volcian  breafts.     That  we  have  been  familiar, 
Ingrate  forgetfulnefs  fhall  poifon,  rather 
Than  pity  note  how  much. — Therefore,  be  gone. 
Mine  ears  againfl  your  fuits  are  ftronger,  than 
Your  gates  againft  my  force.     Yet,  for  I  lov'd  thee, 
Take  this  along  ;  I  writ  it  for  thy  fake,     [Gives  a  Utter. 
And  would  have  fent  it.  Another  word,  Menenius, 
I  will  not  hear  thee  fpeak—This  man,  Aufidius, 
Was  my  belov'd  in  Rome  :  yet  thou  behold'ft— 
AuF.  You  keep  a  conftant  temper. 

[Exeunt  Coriolanvs  and  Aufidjvs. 
I G.  Now,  fir,  is  your  name  Mcnenius. 
iG.  Tis  a  fpell,  you  fee,  of  much  power :  You  know 
the  way  home  again. 

•  •      I C  Do  you  hear  how  we  are  ihent  for  keeping  your 
I   greatnefs  back  ? 

*  2  G.  What  caufe,  do  you  think,  I  have  to  fwoon  ? 
Men.  I  neither  care  for  the  world,  nor  yoTir  general : 

for  fuch  things  as  you,  I  can  fcarce  think  there's  any, 
you  are  fo  flight.  He  that  hath  a  will  to  die  by  himfelf, 
^uurs  it  not  from  another.  Let  your  general  do  his  worft. 
For  you,  be  that  you  are,  long ;  and  your  mifery  in- 
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creafe  with  your  age !  I  fay  to  you,  as  I  was  faid  to, 
Away!  .  [Exit. 

1  G.  A  noble  fellow^  I  warrant  him, 

2  G.  The  worthy  fellow  is  our  general :  He  is  the  rocki 
the  oak  not  to  be  wind-fhaken.  lExetmt. 

SCENE  III.    The  "Tent  of  Coriolanus. 
Enter  Coriolanus,  Aufidius^  and  Others. 

Cor.  We  will  before  the  walls  of  Rome  to-morrow 
Set  down  our  hoft. — My  partner  in  this  a(9ion, 
You  muft  report  to  the  Volcian  lords,  how  plainly 
I  have  borne  this  bufinefs. 

Aup.  Only  their  ends 
You  have  refpeded ;  ftopp'd  your  cars  againft 
The  general  fuit  of  Rome ;  never  admitted 
A  private  whifper,  no,  not  with  fuch  friends 
That  thought  them  fure  of  you. 

Cor.  This  laft  old  man. 
Whom  with  a  crack'd  heart  I  have  fent  to  Rome, 
Lov'd  me  above  the  meafure  of  a  father ; 
Nay,  godded  me,  indeed.     Their  lateft  refuge 
Was  to  fend  him  :  for  whofe  old  love,  I  have 
(Though  I  fhow'd  fourly  to  him,)  once  more  ofFer'd 
The  firft  conditions,  which  they  did  refufe. 
And  cannot  now  accept,  to  grace  him  only. 
That  thought  he  could  do  more  ;  a  very  little 
I  have  yielded  too  :  Frefh  embaflies,  and  fuits. 
Nor  from  the  ftate,  nor  private  friends,  hereafter 
Will  I  lend  ear  to. — Ha!  what  fhout  is  this?  [Shout  within. 
Shall  I  be  tempted  to  infringe  my  vow 
In  the  fame  time  'tis  made  ?  I  will  not. — 
Enter ^  in  mourning  habits,  Virgilia,  Volumnia^  leading 
young  Marcius,  Valeria,  and  Attendants. 
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My  wife  comes  foremoft ;  then  the  honour'd  mould 

Wherein  this  trunk  was  fram'd,  and  in  her  hand 

The  grandchild  to  her  blood.    But,  out,  afFedion ! 

All  bond  and  privilege  of  nature,  break ! 

Lfet  it  be  virtuous,  to  be  obftinate — 

What  is  that  curt'ly  worth  ?  or  thofe  doves'  eyes, 

Which  can  make  gods  forfwom  ? — I  melt,  and  am  not 

Of  ftronger  earth  than  others, — My  mother  bows  ; 

As  if  Olympus  to  a  molehill  fhould 

In  fupplication  nod :  and  my  young  boy 

Hath  an  afpeft  of  interceflion,  which 

Great  nature  cries,  Deny  not Let  the  Voices 

i     Plough  Rome,  and  harrow  Italy  ;  Y\\  never 
I    Be  fuch  a  gofling  to  obey  inftind ;  but  (land, 
\  As  if  a  man  were  author  of  himfelf, 
Y  And  knew  no  other  kin. 
1     ViKG.  My  lord  and  hu£band  ! 
*    Cor.  Thefe  eyes  are  not  the  fame  I  wore  in  Rome. 
ViKG.  The  forrow,  that  delivers  us  thus  changed, 
Makes  you  think  fo. 

CoK.  Like  a  dull  adlor  now, 
I  have  forgot  my  part,  and  I  am  out, 
^ven  to  a  full  difgrace.    Beft  of  my  flefli, 

give  my  tyranny ;  but  do  not  fay,  , 
for  that,  Forgive  our  Romans — O,  a  kifs 
M>ng  as  my  exile,  fweet'as  my  revenge  ! 
«owby  the  jealous  queen  of  heaven,  that  kifs 
learned  from  thee,  dear;  and  my  true  lip 
:j  J[flath  virgin'd  it  e'er  fince — You  gods  I  I  prate, 
JAnd  the  mod  noble  mother  of  the  world 
[leave  unfaluted :  Sink,  my  knee,  i'  the  earth ;     [kneels. 
zjp^^y  deep  duty  more  impreflion  fhpw 
m  that  of  common  fons. 
Vol.  V.  N 
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Vol.  O,  ftand  up  blefs'd ! 
Whilft,  with  no  fofter  cufhion  than  the  flint, 
I  kneel  before  thee ;  and  unproperly 
Show  duty,  as  miftaken  all  this  while 
Between  the  child  and  parent.  {ha 

Cor.  What  is  this  ? 
Your  knees  to  me  ?  to  your  correfted  fon  ? 
Then  let  the  pebbjes  on.  the  hungry  beach 
Fillip  the  ftars ;  then  let  the  mutinous  winds 
Strike  the  proud  cedars  'gainft  the  fiery  fun ; 
Murd'ring  impoflibility,  to  make 
What  cannot  be,  flight  work. 

Vol.  Thou  art  my  warrior ; 
I  holp  to  frame  thee.    Do  you  know  this  lady  ? 

Cor.  The  noble  filler  of  Publicola, 
The  moon  of  Rome ;  chafl:e  as  the  icicle. 
That's  curded  by  the  froft  from  pureft  fnow, 
And  hangs  on  Dian's  temple :  Dear  Valeria  ! 

Vol.  This  is  a  poor  epitome  of  yours. 
Which  by  the  interpretation  of  full  time 
May  fliow  like  all  yourfelf. 

Cor.  The  god  of  foldiers. 
With  the  confent  of  fupreme  Jove,  inform 
Thy  thoughts  with  noblenefs  j  that  thou  may'ft  provi 
To  fliame  unvulnerable,  and  flick  i'  the  wars 
Like  a  great  fea-mark,  ftanding  every  flaw. 
And  faving  thofe  that  eye  thee ! 

Vol.  Your  knee,  firrah. 

Cor.  That's  my  brave  boy. 

Vol.  Even  he,  your  wife,  this  lady,  and  myfelf, 
Are  fuitors  to  you. 

Cor.  I  befeech  you,  peace : 
Or,  if  you'd  afk,  remember  this  before ; 
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The  things,  t  have  forfwom  to  grant,  may  never 

Be  held  by  you  denials.    Do  not  bid  me 

Difmifs  my  foldiers  or  capitulate 

Again  with  Rome's  mechanicks :— Tell  me  not 

Wherein  I  feem  unnatural :  Defire  not 

To  allay  my  rages  and  revenges,  with 

Your  colder  reafons. 

Vol.  O,  no  more,  no  more  I 
You  have  faid,  you  will  not  grant  us  any  thing.; 
For  we  have  nothing  elfe  to  afk,  but  that 
Which  you  deny  already :  Yet  we  will  afk ; 
That,  if  you  fail  in  our  requeft,  the  blame 
May  hang  upon  your  hardnefs  :  therefore  hear  us. 

Cor.  Aufidius,  and  you  Voices,  mark ;  for  we'll 
Hear  nought  from  Rome  in  private. — Your  requeft  ? 

Vol.  Should  we  be  filent  and  not  fpeak,  our  raiment^ 
And  ftate  of  bodies  would  bewray  what  life 
AVe  have  led  fmce  thy  exile.    Think  with  thyfelf, 
How  more  unfortunate  than  all  living  women 
Are  we  come  hither:  fince  that  thy  fight,  which  fhould 
Make  our  eyes  flow  with  joy,  hearts  dance  with  comforts^ 
Conilrains  them  weep,  and  (hake  with  fear  and  forrow } 
Making  the  mother,  wife,  and  child,  to  fee 
The  fon,  the  hufband,  and  the  father,  tearing 
Bis  country's  bowels  out.    And  to  poor  we. 
Thine  enmity's  moft  capital :  thou  barr'ft  us 
Our  prayers  to  the  gods,  which  is  a  comfort 
That  all  but  we  enjoy :  For  how  can  we, 
Alas !  how  can  we  for  our  country  pray, 
Whereto  we  are  bound ;  together  with  thy  vidory, 
Whereto  we  are  bound  ?  Alack  !  or  we  muft  lofe 
rhe  country,  ouf  dear  nurfe ;  or  elfe  thy  perfon, 
Dur  comfort  in  the  coimtry.    We  muft  find 

Nil 
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An  evident  calamity,  though  we  had 
Our  wifh,  which  fide  fhould  win :  for  either  thoii 
Muft,  as  a  foreign  recreant,  be  led 
With  manacles  thorough  our  ftreets ;  or  elfe 
Triumphantly  tread  on  thy  country's  ruin ; 
And  bear  the  palm,  for  having  bravely  Ihed 
Thy  wife  and  children's  blood.    For  myfelf,  fon, 
I  purpofe  not  to  wait  on  fortune,  till 
.  Thefe  wars  determine :  if  I  cannot  perfuade  thee 
Rather  to  (how  a  noble  grace  to  both  parts. 
Than  feek  the  end  of  one,  thou  fhalt  no  fooner 
March  to  aflault  thy  country,  than  to  tread 
(Truft  to't,  thou  fhalt  not,)  on  thy  mother's  womb, 
That  brought  thee  to  this  world. 

FiRG.  Ay,  and  on  mine. 
That  brought  you  forth  this  boy,  to  keep  your  name 
Living  to  time. 

Bor.  He  fhall  not  tread  on  me ; 
I'll  run  away  till  I  am  bigger,  but  then  I'll  fight. 

Cor.  Not  of  a  woman's  tendemefs  to  be. 
Requires  nor  child  nor  woman's  face  to  fee. 
I  have  fat  too  long.  [rifin 

Vol.  Nay,  go  not  from  us  thus. 
If  it  were  fo,  that  our  requefl  did  tend 
To  fave  the  Romans,  thereby  to  deflroy 
The  Voices  whom  you  ferve,  you  might  condemn  us, 
As  poifonous  of  your  honour  :  No ;  our  fuit 
Is,  that  you  reconcile  them  :  while  the  Voices 
May  fay,  I'bis  mercy  we  bavejhow^d;  the  Romans, 
This  wc  received ;  and  each  in  either  fide 
Give  the  all-hail  to  thee,  and  cry,  Be  hlefs*d 
For  fnaking  up  this  peace  !  Thou  know'fl,  great  fon, 
The  end  of  war's  uncertain  ;  'but  this  certain, 
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That,  if  thou  conquer  Rome,  the  benefit 
Which  thou  fhalt  thereby  reap,  is  fuch  a  name, 
^Vhofe  repetition  will  be  dogg'd  with  curfes ;. 
Whofe  chronicle  thus  writ, — Tie  man  was  noble^ 
But  with  bis  laji  attempt  he  wifd  it  out ; 
Titfirofd  bis  country  ;  and  bis  name  remains 
To  the  enfuing  age,  abhorred.    Speak  to  me,  fon ; 
rhou  haft  affeded  the  fine  ftrains  of  honour. 
To  imitate  the  graces  of  the  gods ; 
To  tear  with  thunder  the  wide  cheeks  o'the  air, 
4nd  yet  to  charge  thy  fulphur  with  a  bolt 
Fhat  fhould  but  rive  an  oak.    Why  doft  not  fpeak  ? 
rhink*ft  thou  it  honourable  for  a  noble  man 
Jtill  to  remember  wrongs  ? — Daughter,  fpeak  you  : 
It  cares  not  for  your  weeping* — Speak  thou,  boy ; 
^erhaps,  thy  childifhnefs  will  move  him  more 
lian  can  our  reafons. — There  is  no  man  in  the  world 
lore  bound  to  his  mother ;  yet  here  he  lets  me  prate, 
ike  one  i'  the  ftocks.    Thou  haft  never  in  thy  life 
how'd  thy  dear  mother  any  courtefy ; 
ITien  ftie,  (poor  hen !)  fond  of  no  fecond  brood, 
las  cluck'd  thee  to  the  wars,  and  fafely  home, 
oaden  with  honour.    Say,  my  requeft's  unjuft, 
Uid  fpum  me  back :  But,  if  it  be  not  fo, 
liou  art  not  honeft ;  and  the  gods  will  plague  thee, 
liat  thou  reftrain'ft  from  me  the  duty,  which 
b  a  mother's  part  belongs. — He  turns  away  : 
k)wn,  ladies ;  let  us  ftiame  him  with  o\\x  knees. 
0  his  fumame  Coriolanus  'longs  more  pride, 
han  pity  to  our  prayers.    Down  ;  An  end  : 
bis  is  the  laft  ; — So  we  will  home  to  Rome, 
id  die  among  our  neighbours. — Nay,  behold  us : 
lis  boy,  that  cannot  tell  \vhat  he  would  have, 

Niij 
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But  kneels,  and  holds  up  hands,  for  fellowfhip. 
Does  reafoii  our  petition  with  more  ftrength 
Than  thou  haft  to  deny't. — Come,  let  us  go  : 
This  fellow  had  a  Volcian  to  his  mother ; 
His  wife  is  in  Corioli,  and  his  child 
Like  him  by  chance  : — Yet  give  us  our  defpatch  : 
I  am  hufh'd  until  our  city  be  afirp, 
And  then  Vl\  fpeak  a  little. 
Cor.  O  mother,  mother ! 

[holding  VoLUMNiA  by  the  bands,  fil 
What  have  you  done?  Behold,  the  heavens  do  ope, 
The  gods  look  down,  and  this  unnatural  fcene 
They  laugh  at.    O  my  mother,  mother!  O! 
You  have  won  a  happy  vidlory  to  Rome: 
But,  for  your  fon, — believe  it,  O,  believe  it, 
Moft  dangeroufly  you  have  with  |;iim  prevailed. 
If  not  moft  mortal  to  him.    But,  let  it  come: — 
Aufidius,  though  I  cannot  make  true  wars, 
I'll  frame  convenient  peace.    Now,  good  Aufidius, 
Were  you  in  my  ftead,  fay,  would  you  have  heard 
A  mother  lefs?  or  granted  lefs,  Aufidius  ? 
jIuf.  I  was  mov'd  withal. 
Cor.  I  dare  be  fworn,  you  were ; 
And,  fir,  it  is  no  little  thing,  to  make 
]Mine  eyes  to  fweat  compaflion.    But,  good  fir. 
What  peace  you'll  make,  advife  me:  For  my  part, 
I'll  not  to  Rome,  Til  back  with  you;  and  pray  you, 

Stand  to  me  in  this  caufe ^O  mother!  wife! 

AvF.  I  am  glad,  thou  haft  fet  thy  mercy  and  th] 
nour 
At  difference  in  thee :  out  of  that  Til  work 
]^lyfelf  a  former  fortune.  [, 

\1tbe  ladies  makejigns  to  Coriol^ 
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CbJt.  Ay,  by  and  by ;     [To  Volvmnia,  Virgilia,  l^c. 
But  we  will  drink  together  ;  and  you  fhall  bear 
A  better  witnefs  back  than  words,  which  we, 
Oa  like  conditions,  will  have  counter- feaPd* 
Come,  enter  with  us.    Ladies,  you  deferve 
To  have  a  temple  built  you :  all  the  fwords 
In  Italy,  and  her  confederate  arms. 
Could  not  have  made  this  peace.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.   Rome.    A  publick  Place. 
Enter  Menenius  and  Sicinjus. 
Men.  See  you  yond*  coign  o'  the  Capitol ;  yond'  cor- 
ncr-ftone  ? 
Sic.  Why,  what  of  that  ? 

Men.  If  it  be  poflible  for  you  to  difplace  it  with  your 
little  finger,  there  is  fome  hope  the  ladies  of  Rome,  efpe- 
ciallyhis  mother,  may  prevail  with  him.  But,  I  fay,  there 
is  no  hope  in't ;  our  throats  are  fentenced,  and  flay  upon 
execution. 
Sic.  Is't  poffible,  that  fo  (hort  a  time  can  alter  the 
'    condition  of  a  man  ? 

Men.  There  is  difFerency  between  a  grub,  and  a  but- 

!    terfly ;  yet  your  butterfly  was  a  grub.     This  Marcius  is 

j   grown  from  man  to  dragon  :  he  has  wings ;  he's  more 

than  a  creeping  thing. 

Sic.  He  lov'd  his  mother  dearly. 

Men.  So  did  he  me  :  and  he  no  more  remembers  his 

XDOther  now,  than  an  eight  year  old  horfe.     The  tart- 

ncfs  of  his  face  fours  ripe  grapes.     When  he  walks,  he 

jDOves  like  an  engine,  and  the  ground  fhrinks  before 

his  treading.     He  is  able  to  pierce  a  corflet  with  his  eye; 

talks  like  a  knell,  and  his  hum  is  a  battery.     He  (its  in 

lis  ftate,  as  a  thing  made  for  Alexander.    What  he  bids 

N  iiij 
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be  done,  is  finifh'd  with  his  bidding.    He  wants  nothii 
of  a  god,  but  eternity,  and  a  heaven  to  throne  in. 

Sic.  Yes,  mercy,  if  you  report  him  truly. 

Men.  I  paint  him  in  the  charadler.  Mark  what  me 
cy  his  mother  (hall  bring  from  him :  There  is  no  mo 
mercy  in  him,  than  there  is  milk  in  a  male  tiger ;  th 
fhall  our  poor  city  find  :  and  all  this  is  'long  of  you. 

Sic.  The  gods  be  good  unto  us ! 

Men.  No,  in  fuch  a  cafe  the  gods  will  not  be  good  u: 
to  us.     When  we  banifh'd  him,  we  refpefted  not  then 
and,  he  returning  to  break  our  necks,  they  refpedl  not  i 
Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mes.  Sir,  if  you'd  fave  your  life,  fly  to  your  houfe  : 
The  plebeians  have  got  your  fellow-tribune. 
And  hale  him  up  and  down  ;  all  fwearing,  if 
The  Roman  ladies  bring  not  comfort  home, 
They'll  give  him  death  by  inches. 

Enter  another  Messenger. 

Sic.  What's  the  news  ? 

Mes.  Goodnews,good  news; — The  ladies  have  prevail' 
The  Voices  are  diflodg'd,  and  Marcius  gone  : 
A  merrier  day  did  never  yet  greet  Rome, 
No,  not  the  expulfion  of  the  Tarquins. 

Sic.  Friend, 
Art  thou  certain,  this  is  true ?  is  it  mofl  certain? 

Mes.  As  certain,  as  I  know  the  fun  is  fire  : 
Where  have  you  lurk'd,  that  you  make  doubt  of  it  ? 
Ne'er  through  an  arch  fo  hurry'd  the  blown  tide. 
As  the  recomforted  through  the  gates.  Why,  hark  yo 
\Tru7hpets  and  hauibcys  founded^  and  drums  beaten^  . 
together.     Shooting  a/Jb  zrithin. 
The  trumpets,  fackbuts,  plalterics,  and  fifes, 
Tabors,  and  cymbals,  and  the  iliouting  Romans, 
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^e  the  fun  dance.     Hark  you !  [Shouting  qgain. 

Men.  This  is  good  news  : 
will  go  meet  the  ladies.     This  Volumnia 
!s  worth  of  confuls,  fenators,  patricians, 
\city  full ;  of  tribunes,  fuch  as  you, 
4  fea  and  land  full :  You  have  pray'd  well  to-day ; 
This  morning,  for  ten  thoufand  of  your  throats 
rd  not  have  given  a  doit.     Hark,  how  they  joy  ! 

[Shouting  and  miijich^ 
Sic.  Firft,  the  gods  blefs  you  for  your  tidings :  next. 
Accept  my  thankfulnefs. 
Mes.  Sir,  we  have  all 
Great  caufe  to  give  great  thanks. 
Sic.  They  are  near  the  city  ? 
Mes.  Almoft  at  point  to  enter. 
Sic.  We  will  meet  them, 
And  help  the  joy-  [Going. 

hter  the  Ladies j  accompanied  by  Senators^  Patricians^ 

and  People.     T'bey  pafs  over  tbejlage. 
I  Sen.  Behold  our  patronefs,  the  life  of  Rome : 
Call  all  your  tribes  together,  praife  the  gods. 
And  make  triumphant  fires  ;  ftrew  flowers  before  them: 
Unfhout  the  noife  that  banifli'd  Marcius, 
Repeal  him  with  the  welcome  of  his  mother } 
Cry,— Welcome,  ladies,  welcome  ! — 

All.  Welcome,  ladies ! 
Welcome !     [Aflourijh  with  drums  and  trumpets.    Exeunt. 

SCENE  V.    Antium.    A puhlick  Place. 
Enter  Tullus  AuFiDiuSy  with  Attendants. 
AuF.  Go  tell  the  lords  of  the  city,  I  am  here  : 
)eliver  them  this  paper  :  having  read  it, 
id  them  repair  to  the  market-place ;  \vhere  I, 
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Even  in  theirs  and  in  the  conunons'  cslts. 
Will  vouch  the  truth  of  it.     Him  I  accufe, 
The  city  ports  by  this  hath  enter'd,  and 
Intends  to  appear  before  the  people,  hoping 
To  purge  himfelf  with  words  :  Defpatch. 

[Exeunt  Attcndi 
Enter  tbreeor  four  Conspirators  ofAuFiDXvs'fat 
Moft  welcome ! 

1  Con.  How  is  it  with  our  general  ? 
AuF.  Even  fo, 

As  with  a  man  by  his  own  alms  empoifon*d. 
And  with  his  charity  flain. 

2  Con.  Moft  noble  fir, 

If  you  do  hold  the  fame  intent  wherein 
You  w:ifti'd  us  parties,  we'll  deliver  you 
Of  your  great  danger. 

AuF.  Sir,  I  cannot  tell ; 
We  muft  proceed,  as  we  do  find  the  people. 

3  Con.  The  people  will  remain  uncertain,  whilft 
'Twixt  you  there's  difference  ;  but  the  fall  of  either 
Makes  the  furvivor  heir  of  all. 

AuF.  I  know  it ; 
And  my  pretext  to  ftrike  at  him  admits 
A  good  conftrudion.     I  rais'd  him,  and  I  pawn'd 
Mine  honour  for  his  truth  :  Who  being  fo  heighten' 
He  water'd  his  new  plants  with  dews  of  flattery. 
Seducing  fo  my  friends :  and,  to  this  end. 
He  bow'd  his  nature,  never  known  before 
But  to  be  rough,  unfwayable,  and  free. 

3  Con.  Sir,  his  ftoutnefs, 
When  he  did  ftand  for  conful,  which  he  loft 
By  lack  of  ftooping, — 

AuF.  That  I  would  have  fpoke  of: 
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Being  banifh'd  for*t,  he  came  unto  my  hearth ; 
Prefented  to  my  knife  his  throat :  I  took  him  ; 
Made  him  joint-fervant  with  me  ;  gave  him  way 
In  all  his  own  delires  ;  nay,  let  him  choofe 
Out  of  my  files,  his  projeds  to  accomplifh, 
My  beft  and  frefheft  men ;  ferv'd  his  defignments 
In  mine  own  perfon ;  holp  to  reap  the  fame. 
Which  he  did  end  all  his  ;  and  took  fome  pride 
To  do  myfelf  this  wrong  :  till,  at  the  laft, 
I  feem'd  his  follower,  not  partner ;  and 
He  wag'd  me  with  his  countenance,  as  if 
I  had  been  mercenary. 

I  Con.  So  he  did,  my  lord : 
The  army  marvelPd  at  it.     And,  in  the  laft, 
^Vhen  he  had  carried  Rome ;  and  that  we  look'd 
For  no  Icfs  fpoil,  than  glory, — 

AuF.  There  was  it ; — 
For  which  my  finews  fhall  be  ftretch'd  upon  him. 
At  a  few  drops  of  women's  rheum,  which  are 
As  cheap  as  lies,  he  fold  the  blood  and  labour 
Of  our  great  adion ;  therefore  fhall  he  die. 
And  ril  renew  me  in  his  fall.     But,  hark  ! 

\J)rums  and  trumpets  found j  with  great  Jbouts  of  the  people^ 

1  Con.  Your  native  town  you  entered  like  a  poft, 
And  had  no  welcomes  home ;  but  he  returns, 
Splitting  the  air  with  noife. 

2  Con.  And  patient  fools, 

Whofe  children  he  hath  flain,  their  bafe  throats  tear. 
With  giving  him  glory. 

3  Con.  Therefore,  at  your  Vantage, 

£re  he  exprefs  himfelf,  or  move  the  people 
With  what  he  would  fay,  let  him  feel  your  fword, 
"VVhich  we  will  fecond.     When  he  lies  along. 
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After  your  way  his  tale  pronounc'd  fhall  bury 
His  reafons  with  his  body. 

j4uf.  Say  no  more  j 
Here  come  the  lords. 

Enter  the  Lords  of  the  city. 

Lords.  You  are  moft  welcome  home. 

^UF.  I  have  not  deferv'd  it, 
But,  worthy  lords,  have  you  with  heed  perus'd 
What  I  have  written  to  you  ? 

Lords.  We  have. 

I  Lord.  And  grieve  to  hear  it. 
What  faults  he  made  before  the  laft,  I  think, 
Might  have  found  eafy  fines :  but  there  to  end. 
Where  he  was  to  begin  ;  and  give  away 
The  benefit  of  our  levies,  anfwering  us 
With  our  own  charge  j  making  a  treaty,  where 
There  was  a  yielding  ;  This  admits  no  excufe. 

^UF.  He  approaches,  you  fhall  hear  him. 
Enter  Coriolanus,  with  drums  and  colours;  a  crowd  ot 
Citizens  with  bim. 

Cor.  Hail,  lords!  I  am  returned  your  foldier  j 
No  more  infedled  with  my  country's  love, 
Than  when  I  parted  hence,  but  flill  fubfifling 
Under  your  great  command.     You  are  to  know. 
That  profperoufly  I  have  attempted,  and 
With  bloody  paflage,  led  your  wars,  even  to 
The  gates  of  Rome.     Our  fpoils  we  have  brought  hom 
Do  more  than  counterpoife,  a  full  third  part, 
The  charges  of  the  adtion.     We  have  made  peace, 
With  no  lefs  honour  to  the  Antiates, 
Than  fhame  to  the  Romans :  And  we  here  deliver, 
Subfcrib'd  by  the  confuls  and  patricians. 
Together  with  the  feal  o'  the  fenate,  what 
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We  have  compounded  on. 

AuF.  Read  it  not,  noble  lords  ; 
But  tell  the  traitor,  in  the  higheft  degree 
ie  hath  abus'd  your  powers. 

Cor.  Traitor  ! — How  now  ? — 

Jup.  Ay,  traitor,  Marcius. 

Cor.  Marcius  ! 

AuF.  Ay,  Marcius,  Caius  Marcius ;  Doft  thou  think 
11  grace  thee  with  that  robbery,  thy  ftoPn  name 

loriolanus  in  Corioli  ? 

ou  lords  and  heads  of  the  ftate,  perfidioufly 
le  has  betrayed  your  bufinefs,  and  given  up, 
'or  certain  drops  of  fait,  your  city  Rome 
1  fay,  your  city,)  to  his  wife  and  mother  : 
Breaking  his  oath  and  refolution,  like 
i^twift  of  rotten  filk  ;  never  admitting 
Counfel  o'  the  war ;  but  at  his  nurfe's  tears 
He  whin'd  and  roar'd  away  your  vidory  ; 
That  pages  blufh'd  at  him,  and  men  of  heart 
Look'd  wondering  each  at  other. 
CoK.  Hear'ft  thou.  Mars  ? 
Ajjf.  Name  not  the  god,  thou  boy  of  tears, — 
CoK.  Ha ! 
-AfF.  No  more. 

CoK.  Meafurelefs  liar,  thou  haft  made  my  heart 
^00  great  for  what  contains  it.  Boy !  O  flave ! — 
Pardon  me,  lords,  'tis  the  firft  time  that  ever 

was  forc'd  to  fcold.    Your  judgements,  my  grave  lords, 
fuft  give  this  cur  the  lie  :  and  his  own  notion 
IVho  wears  my  ftripes  imprefs'd  on  him;  that  muft  bear 
y  beating  to  his  grave ;)  ftiall  join  to  thruft 
le  lie  unto  him. 
I  Lord.  Peace,  both,  and  hear  me  fpeak. 
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Cor.  Cut  me  to  pieces.  Voices ;  men  and  lads. 
Stain  all  your  edges  on  me — Boy !  Falfe  hound ! 
If  you  have  writ  your  annals  true,  'tis  there, 
That,  like  an  eagle  in  a  dove-cote,  I 
Fluttered  your  Voices  in  Corioli : 
Alone  I  did  it. — Boy  ! 

AuF.  Why,  noble  lords. 
Will  you  be  put  in  mind  of  his  blind  fortune. 
Which  was  your  fliame,  by  this  unholy  braggart. 
Tore  your  own  eyes  and  ears  ? 

Con.  Let  him  die  for't.  [fevered Jpeak  at  onci 

CiT.  \Jpeaking  promifcuoujly.']  Tear  him  to  pieces,  do : 
prefently.  He  kill'd  my  fon ; — my  daughter ; — He  kill' 
my  coufin  Marcus ; — He  kilPd  my  father. — 

2  Lord.  Peace,  ho ; — no  outrage ; — ^peace. 
The  man  is  noble,  and  his  fame  folds  in 
This  orb  o'  the  earth.     His  laft  offence  to  us 
Shall  have  judicious  hearing.-^tand,  Aufidius, 
And  trouble  not  the  peace. 

Cor.  O,  that  I  had  him. 
With  fix  Aufidiufes,  or  more,  his  tribe. 
To  ufe  my  lawful  fword ! 

AvF.  Infolent  villain ! 

Con.  Kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill  him. 

[AuFiDWS  and  the  Conspirators  draw^  and  kill  Coi 
OLANUS,  who  falls  J  and  AuFiDivsJlands  on  bim. 

Lords.  Hold,  hold,  hold,  hold. 

AvF.  My  noble  matters,  hear  me  fpeak. 

1  Lord.  O  TuUus, —  [wee 

2  Lord.  Thou  haft  done  a  deed  whereat  valour  w 

3  Lord.  Tread  not  upon  him, — Matters  all,  be  quie 
Put  up  your  fwords. 

AuF.  My  lords,  when  you  ttiall  know  (as  in  this  rag 
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ftovok'd  by  him,  you  cannot,)  the  great  danger 
Which  this  man's  Ufe  did  owe  you,  you'll  rejoice 
That  he  is  thus  cut  off.     Pleafe  it  your  honours 
To  call  me  to  your  fenate,  PU  deliver 
Myfelf  your  loyal  fervant,  or  endure 
Your  heavieft  cenfure. 

1  Lord.  Bear  from  hence  his  body. 

And  mourn  you  for  him :  let  him  be  regarded 
As  the  moft  noble  corfe,  that  ever  herald 
Did  follow  to  his  urn. 

2  Lord.  His  own  impatience 

Takes  from  Aufidius  a  great  part  of  blame. 
Let's  make  the  beft  of  it. 
JuF.  My  rage  is  gone. 
And  I  am  ftruck  with  forrow. — ^Take  him  up  :— 
Help,  three  o'  the  chiefeft  foldiers  j  I'll  be  one.— 
i    Beat  thou  the  drum,  that  it  fpeak  mournfully : 
I  Trail  your  fteel  pikes. — Though  in  this  city  he 
V  Hath  widow'd  and  unchilded  many  a  one, 
I  Which  to  this  hour  bewail  the  injury, 
\  l[et  he  fhall  have  a  noble  memory. — 
Allift.    [Exeunt^  bearing  the  body  of  CoRiOL ANUS.     A  dead 
march  founded. 
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Confpirators  againjl  Julius  Caefar. 


Perfons  reprefented. 

Julius  Caefar. 

06lavius  Caefar,  *)    /^  /% 

Marcus  Antonius.        C   "triumvirs  after  the  Death  oj 
,M.  ^mil.  Lepidus,     \  Julius  C^far. 

Cicero,  Publius,  Popilius  Lena,  Senators. 
Marcus  Brutus, 
Caflius, 
Cafca, 
Trebonius, 
Ligarius, 
Decius  Brutus, 
MeteJlus  Cimber, 
Cinna, 

Flavius,  and  MaruUus,  I'ribunes. 
Artemidorus,  a  Sopbiji  of  CmAos. 
A  Soothfayer. 

Cinna,  a  Poet.     Another  Poet. 
Lucilius,  Titinius,  Meflala,  Toung  Cato,  and  Volumnii 

Friends  to  Brutus  and  Caflius. 
Varro,  Clitus,  Claudius,  Strato,  Lucius,  Dardanius ;  S 

vants  to  Brutus. 
Pindarus,  Servant  to  Caflius. 

Calphurnia,  fVife  to  Caefar, 
Portia,  Wife  to  Brutus. 

Senators^  Citizens^  Guards ^  Attendants^  ^c. 

SCENE ^  durif^g  a  great  part  of  the  phfy^  nt  R<Miie ;  ^ 
wards  at  Sardis ;  and  near  Philippi. 
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ACT  L 
SCENE  I.    Rome.    A  Street. 
jtFiuSy  Marullus^  and  a  rabble  of  Citizens. 

Hence;  home,  you  idle  creatures,  get  you  home; 

loliday  ?  What !  know  you  not, 

jchanical,  you  ought  ndt  walk, 

ibouring  day,  without  the  fign 

)rofeffion  ? — Speak,  what  trade  art  thou  ? 

Why,  fir,  a  carpenter. 

Vhere  is  thy  leather  apron,  and  thy  rule  ? 

I  thou  with  thy  beft  apparel  on  ?— 

what  trade  are  you  ? 

Truly,  fir,  in  refpedl  of  a  fine  workman,  I  am 

u  would  fay,  a  cobler. 

iut  what  trade  art  thou  ?  Anfwer  me  diredly. 

A.  trade,  fir,  that,  I  hope,  I  may  ufe  with  a  fafe 

J  ;•  which  is,  indeed,  fir,  a  mender  of  bad  foals. 

Jhsit  tra^e,  thou  knave  ?  thou  naughty  knave, 

what  trade  ? 
^ay,  I  befeech  you,  fir,  be  not  out  with  me  ; 
.  be  out,  fir,  I  can  mend  you. 

Oij 
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Mjr.  What  meaneft  thou  by  that  ?  Mend  me, 
faucy  fellow  ? 

2  CiT.  Why,  fir,  cobble  you. 

Fur.  Thou  art  a  cobler,  art  thou  ? 

2  CiT.  Truly,  fir,  all  that  I  live  by  is,  with  the 
I  meddle  with  no  tradefman's  matters,  nor  woi 
matters,  but  with  awl.  I  am,  indeed,  fir,  a  furge 
old  fhoes ;  when  they  are  in  great  danger,  I  re^ 
them.  As  proper  men  as  ever  trod  upon  neats-lej 
have  gone  upon  my  handywork. 

Flav.  But  wherefore  art  not  in  thy  fhop  to-day  ? 
dofl  thou  lead  thefe  men  about  the  flreets  ? 

2  Cir.  Truly,  fir,  to  wear  out  their  fhoes,  to  get 
fclf  into  more  work.  But,  indeed,  fir,  we  make 
day,  to  fee  Caefar,  and  to  rejoice  in  his  triumph. 

Mak.  Wherefore  rejoice?  What  conquefl  brinj 
What  tributaries  follow  him  to  Rome,  [b 

To  grace  in  captive  bonds  his  chariot  wheels  ? 
You  blocks,  you  flones,  you  worfe  than  fenfelefs  th 
O,  you  hard  hearts,  you  cruel  men  of  Rome, 
Knew  you  not  Pompey  .^  Many  a  time  and  oft 
Have  you  climb'd  up  to  walls  and  battlements, 
To  towers  and  windows,  yea,  to  chimney-tops. 
Your  infants  in  your  arms,  and  there  have  fat 
The  live-long  day,  with  patient  expedation. 
To  fee  great  Pompey  pufs  the  flreets  of  Rome  ; 
And  when  you  faw  his  chariot  but  appear, 
Have  you  not  made  an  univerfal  fhout, 
That  Tiber  trembled  underneath  her  banks. 
To  hear  the  replication  of  your  founds, 
Made  in  her  concave  fhores  ? 
And  do  you  now  put  on  your  befl  attire  ? 
And  do  you  now  cull  out  a  holiday  ? 
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Amd  do  you  now  ftrew  flowers  in  his  way, 
rhat  comes  in  triumph  over  Pompey's  blood  ? 
Be  gone ; 

Run  to  your  houfes,  fall  upon  your  knees. 
Pray  to  the  gods  to  intermit  the  plague 
That  needs  muft  light  on  this  ingratitude. 

FLjtF.  Go,  go,  good  countrymen,  and,  for  this  fault, 
Aflemble  all  the  poor  men  of  your  fort ; 
Draw  them  to  Tiber  banks,  and  weep  your  tears 
Into  the  channel,  till  the  loweft  flream 
Do  kifs  the  mofl  exalted  fhores  of  all.  [Exeunt  Citizens, 
See,  whe'r  their  bafeft  metal  be  not  mov'd ; 
They  vanifh  tongue-tied  in  their  guiltinefs. 
Go  you  down  that  way  towards  the  Capitol  j 
This  way  will  I :  Difrobe  the  images. 
If  you  do  find  them  decked  with  ceremonies, 

MjSR.  May  we  do  fo  ? 
You  know,  it  is  the  feaft  of  Lupercal. 

FljIF.  It  is  no  matter ;  let  no  images 
Be  hung  with  Caefar's  trophies.    I'll  about. 
And  drive  away  the  vulgar  from  the  flreets  : 
So  do  you  too,  where  you  perceive  them  thick. 
Thefe  growing  feathers  pluck'd  from  Caefar's  wing. 
Will  make  him  fly  an  ordinary  pitch  ; 
Who  clfe  would  foar  above  the  view  of  men. 
And  keep  us  all  in  fervile  fearfulnefs.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.    The  fame.    A  pubVtck  Place. 
EMter^  in procejffion^  with  mujick,  Cjssar;  Antony,  for 
tbecourfe;  Calphurnia,  Portia^Dbcius,  Cicero^ 
Brutus^  Cassius,  andCAscA,  a  great  crowd  folhw-^. 
ing;  among  tbem  a  Soothsayer. 
Cjes.  Calphumiai^i , 

Oi\i 
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Casca.  Peace,  ho  !  Caefar  fpeaks.  \MuJick  ctiju. 

Cjes.  Calphurnia, — 

Cal.  Here,  my  lord. 

C^s.  Stand  you  diredly  in  Antonius'  way. 
When  he  doth  run  his  coiirfe. — Antonius. 

jiwr.  Caefar,  my  lord. 

Cjes.  Forget  not,  in  your  fpeed,  Antonius^ 
To  touch  Calphurnia :  for  our  elders  fay. 
The  barren,  touched  in  this  holy  chafe, 
Shake  off  their  fteril  curfe. 

jisr.  I  fhall  remember  : 
When  Caefar  fays.  Do  this,  it  is  performed. 

CjEs.  Set  on  ;  and  leave  no  ceremony  out.       [Muficl 

Sooth.  Caefar. 

Cjes.  Ha  !  Who  calls  ? 

Casca.  Bid  every  noife  be  ftill : — Peace  yet  again. 

[Mujick  ceafe^ 

Cjes.  Who  is  it  in  the  prefs,  that  calls  on  me  ? 
I  hear  a  tongue,  fhriller  than  all  the  mufick. 
Cry,  Caefar  :  Speak  ;  Caefar  is  turned  to  hear. 

Sooth.  Beware  the  ides  of  March. 

Cjes.  What  man  is  that  ? 

Bru.  a  foothfayer,  bids  you  beware  the  ides  of  Maid 

C^s.  Set  him  before  me,  let  me  fee  his  face. 

Cas.  Fellow,  come  from  the  throng:  Look  upon  Caefiu 

Cjes.  What  fay'ft  thou  to  me  now?  Speak  once  agaii 

Sooth.  Beware  the  ides  of  March. 

C^s.  He  is  a  dreamer ;  let  us  leave  him ; — ^pafs. 

[Sennet.    Exeunt  all  but  Brutus  and  Cassih 

Cas.  Will  you  go  fee  the  order  of  the  courfe  ? 

Bru.  Not  I. 

Cas.  I  pray  you,  do. 

Bru.  I  am  not  gamefome  :  I  do  lack  fomc  part 
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Of  that  quick  fpirit  that  is  in  Antony. 
L^  me  not  hinder,  Caffius,  your  defires  j 
rU  leave  you. 

Cjs.  Brutus,  I  do  obferve  you  now  of  late : 
I  have  not  from  your  eyes  that  gentlenefs. 
And  fhow  of  love,  as  I  was  wont  to  have  : 
You  bear  too  ftubbom  and  too  ftrange  a  hand 
Over  your  friend  that  loves  you. 

Bru.  Caffius, 
Be  not  deceived  :  If  I  have  veiPd  my  look, 
I  turn  the  trouble  of  my  countenance 
Merely  upon  myfelf.    Vexed  I  am. 
Of  late,  with  paffions  of  fome  difference. 
Conceptions  only  proper  to  myfelf. 
Which  give  fome  foil,  perhaps,  to  my  behaviours  : 
But  let  not  therefore  my  good  friends  be  griev'd  ;         ^ 
(Among  which  number,  Caffius,  be  you  one ;) 
Nor  conftrue  any  further  my  negled. 
Than  that  poor  Bjrutus,  with  himfelf  at  war, 
Forgets  the  (how's  of  love  to  other  men. 

Cas.  Then,  Brutus,  I  have  much  miftook  your  paflion; 
By  means  whereof,  this  breaft  of  mine  hath  buried 
Thoughts  of  great  value,  worthy  cogitations. 
Tell  me,  good  Brutus,  can  you  fee  your  face  ? 

Bru.  No,  Caffius :  for  the  eye  fees  not  itfelf. 
But  by  refledion,  by  fome  other  things. 

Cjs.  Tis  juft : 
And  it  is  very  much  lamented,  Brutus, 
That  y#u  have  no  fuch  mirrors,  as  will  turn 
Four  hidden  worthinefs  into  your  eye, 
rhat  you  might  fee  your  fhadow.     I  have  heard, 
tVhere  many  of  the  beft  refped  in  Rome, 
Except  immortal  Csefar,)  fpeaking  of  Brutus, 

O  iiij 
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And  groaning  underneath  this  age's  yoke. 
Have  wifh'd  that  noble  Brutus  had  his  eyes. 

Bru.  Into  what  dangers  would  you  lead  me,  Caflius^ 
That  you  would  have  me  feek  into  myfelf 
For  that  which  is  not  in  me  ? 

Cas.  Therefore,  good  Brutus,  be  prepared  to  hear : 
And,  fince  you  know  you  cannot  fee  yourfelf 
So  well  as  by  refledion,  I,  your  glafs. 
Will  modeftly  difcover  to  yourfelf 
That  of  yourfelf  which  you  yet  know  not  of. 
And  be  not  jealous  of  me,  gentle  Brutus  : 
Were  I  a  common  laugher,  or  did  ufe 
To  flale  with  ordinary  oaths  my  love 
To  every  new  protefter;  if  you  know 
That  I  do  fewn  on  men,  and  hug  them  hard, 
And  after  fcandal  them ;  or  if  you  know 
That  I  profefs  myfelf  in  banqueting 
To  all  the  rout,  then  hold  me  dangerous. 

[Flourijbj  andjbwt 

Bru.  What  means  this  fhouting  ?  I  do  fear  the  people 
Choofe  Caefar  for  their  king. 

Cas.  Ay,  do  you  fear  it  ? 
Then  muft  I  think  you  would  not  have  it  fo. 

B^u.  I  would  not,  Caflius  j  yet  I  love  him  well :— . 
But  wherefore  do  you  hold  me  here  fo  long  ? 
What  is  it  that  you  would  impart  to  me  ? 
If  it  be  aught  toward  the  general  good. 
Set  honour  in  one  eye,  and  death  i'  the  other. 
And  I  will  look  on  both  indifferently  :  • 

For,  let  the  gods  fo  fpeed  me,  as  I  love 
The  name  of  honour  more  than  I  fear  death. 

Cas.  I  know  that  virtue  to  be  in  you,  Brutus^ 
As  well  as  I  do  know  your  outward  favoun 


:e  the  winter*s  cold,  as  well  as  he. 
[ice,  upon  a  raw  and  gufty  day, 
roubled  Tiber  chafing  with  her  (bores, 

faid  to  me,  Bar^Jl  tbou,  Caflius,  now 
n  with  me  into  this  angry  floods 
mm  to  yonder  point  f — ^Upon  the  word, 
itred  as  I  was,  I  plunged  in, 
>ade  him  follow :  fo,  indeed,  he  did. 
orrent  roar'd ;  and  we  did  buflfet  it 

lufty  finews  ;  throwing  it  afide 
[lemming  it  with  hearts  of  controverfy. 
re  we  could  arrive  the  point  proposM, 

cry'd.  Help  me^  Callius,  or  I  Jink. 
£neas,  our  great  anceftor, 
rom  the  flames  of  Troy  upon  his  fhoulder 
>ld  Anchifes  bear,  fo,  from  the  waves  of  Tiber 

the  tired  Caei^r  :  And  this  man 
fr  become  a  god ;  and  Caflius  is 
^cbed  creature,  and  muil  bend  his  body, 
far  carelefsly  but  nod  on  him. 
id  a  fever  when  he  was  in  Spain, 
when  the  fit  was  on  him,  I  did  mark 
he  did  fliake :  'tis  true,  this  god  did  fliake  : 
oward  lips  did  from  their  colour  fly  ; 
:hat  lame  eye,  whofe  bend  doth  awe  the  world, 
3fe  his  luftre ;  I  did  hear  him  groan  ; 
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Ay,  and  that  tongue  of  his,  that  bade  the  Romans 

Mark  him,  and  write  his  fpeeches  in  their  books, 

Alas  !  it  cry'd.  Give  mefome  drink ^  Titinius, 

As  a  fick  girl.     Ye  gods,  it  doth  amaze  me, 

A  man  of  fuch  a  feeble  temper  fhould 

So  get  the  ftart  of  the  majeftick  world. 

And  bear  the  palm  alone.  [Sbout.     Flourijb. 

Bru.  Another  general  fhout ! 
I  do  believe,  that  thefe  applaufes  are 
For  fome  new  honours  that  are  heap'd  on  Caefar. 

Cas.  Why  man,  he  doth  beftride  the  narrow  world, 
Like  a  Coloffus  ;  and  we  petty  men 
Walk  under  his  huge  legs,  and  peep  about 
To  find  ourfelves  difhonourable  graves. 
Men  at  fome  time  are  mailers  of  their  fates : 
The  fault,  dear  Brutus,  is  not  in  our  ftars. 
But  in  ourfelves,  that  we  are  underHngs. 
Brutus,  and  Caefar  :  What  fliould  be  in  that  Caefar  ? 
Why  fhould  that  name  be  founded  more  than  yours  ? 
.  Write  them  together,  yours  is  as  fair  a  name  ; 
Sound  them,  it  doth  become  the  mouth  as  well ; 
Weigh  them,  it  is  as  heavy ;  conjure  with  them, 
Brutus  will  flart  a  fpirit  as  foon  as  Caefar.  [SbiM 

Now  in  the  names  of  all  the  gods  at  once. 
Upon  what  meat  doth  this  our  Caefar  feed, 
That  he  is  grown  fo  great  ?  Age,  thou  art  iham*d  : 
Rome,  thou  haft  loft  the  breed  of  noble  bloods  \ 
When  went  there  by  an  age,  lince  the  great  flood. 
But  it  was  fam'd  with  more  than  with  one  man  ? 
When  could  they  fay,  till  now,  that  talked  of  Rome, 
That  her  wide  walks  encompafs'd  but  one  man  ? 
Now  is  it  Rome  indeed,  and  room  enough, 
When  there  is  in  it  but  one  only  man. 
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0!  you  and  I  have  heard  our  fathers  fay, 

There  was  a  Brutus  once,  that  would  have  brook'd 

The  eternal  devil  to  keep  his  Hate  in, Rome, 

As  eafily  as  a  king. 

Bru.  That  you  do  love  me,  I  am  nothing  jealous ; 
What  you  would  work  me  to,  I  have  fome  aim  : 
How  I  have  thought  of  this,  and  of  thefe  times, 
I  fhall  recount  hereafter  ;  for  this  prefent, 
I  would  not,  fo  with  love  I  might  entreat  you. 
Be  any  further  mov'd.     What  you  have  faid, 
I  will  confider  j  what  you  have  to  fay, 
I  will  with  patience  hear  :  and  find  a  time 
Both  meet  to  hear,  and  anfwer,  fuch  high  things. 
Till  then,  my  noble  friend,  chew  upon  this ; 
Brutus  had  rather  be  a  villager. 
Than  to  repute  himfelf  a  fon  of  Rome 
Under  thefe  hard  conditions  as  this  time 
Is  like  to  lay  upon  us.' 

Cas.  I  am  glad,  that  my  weak  words 
Hath  ftruck  but  thus  much  fliow  of  fire  from  Brutus, 
Re-enter  C^sar,  and  bis  7'rain. 

Bru.  The  games  are  done,  and  Caefar  is  returning. 

Cas.  As  they  pafs  by,  pluck  Cafca  by  the  fleeve  i 
And  he  wiH,  after  his  four  fafhion,  tell  you 
What  hath  proceeded,  worthy  note,  to-day. 

Bru.  I  will  do  fo  : — But,  look  you,  Cafllus, 
rhc  angry  fpot  doth  glow  on  Caefar's  bro^, 
bid  all  the  reft  look  like  a  chidden  train  : 
lalphumia's  cheek  is  pale  ;  and  Cicero 
x>6ks  with  fuch  ferret  and  fuch  fiery  eyes, 
LS  we  have  fcen  him  in  the  Capitol, 
cing  crofs'd  in  conference  by  fome  fehators. 
Cas.  Cafca  will  tell  us  what  the  matter  is. 
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Cjes.  Antonius. 

jfiNT.  Caefar. 

Cjes.  Let  me  have  men  about  me,  that  are  fat ; 
Sleek-headed  men,  and  fuch  as  fleep  o'nights  : 
Yond*  Caffius  has  a  lean  and  hungry  look ; 
He  thinks  too  much  :  fuch  men  are  dangerous. 

Ant.  Fear  him  not,  Caefar,  he's  not  dangerous ; 
He  is  a  noble  Roman,  and  well  given. 

C^s.  'Would  he  were  fatter  : — But  I  fear  him  not : 
Yet  if  my  name  were  liable  to  fear, 
I  do  not  know  the  man  I  fliould  avoid 
So  foon  as  that  fpare  Caffius.     He  reads  much  ; 
He  is  a  great  obferver,  and  he  looks 
Quite  through  the  deeds  of  men  :  he  loves  no  plays. 
As  thou  doft,  Antony ;  he  hears  no  mufick  : 
Seldom  he  fmiles  ;  and  fmiles  in  fuch  a  fort. 
As  if  he  mock'd  himfelf,  and  fcom'd  his  fpirit 
That  could  be  mov'd  to  fmile  at  any  thing. 
Such  men  as  he  be  never  at  heart's  eafe, 
Whiles  they  behold  a  greater  than  themfelves  j 
And  therefore  are  they  very  dangerous. 
I  rather  tell  thee  what  is  to  be  fear'd. 
Than  what  I  fear  ;  for  always  I  am  Caefar. 
Come  on  my  right  hand,  for  this  ear  is  deaf, 
And  tell  me  truly  what  thou  think'ft  of  him. 

[Exeunt  CjEsar,  and  bis  7'rain,  CASCAjiays  btbind. 

Casca.  Yov  puU'd  me  by  the  cloak ;  Would  you  fpeak 
with  me  ? 

Bru.  Ay,  Cafca  ;  tell  us  what  hath  chanc'd  toniay. 
That  Caefar  looks  fo  fad. 

Casca.  Why  you  were  with  him,  were  you  not  ? 

Brv.  I  ftiould  not  then  a(k  Cafca  what  hath  chanced. 

Casca.  Why,  there  was  a  crown  offer'd  him :  and  bct 
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jug  oflfer'd  him,  |te  put  it  by  with  the  back  of  his  hand, 
thus  ;  and  then  the  people  fell  a*  (houting. 

Bru.  What  was  the  fecond  noife  for  ? 

Casca.  Why,  for  that  too. 

Cas.  They  Ihouted  thrice  ;  What  was  tjie  laftcry  for? 

Casca.  Why,  for  that  too. 

Bru.  Was  the  crown  ofFer'd  him  thrice  ? 

Casca.  Ay,  marry,  was't,  and  he  put  it  by  thrice,  every 
time  gentler  than  other ;  and  at  every  putting  by,  mine 
honeft  neighbours  (houted. 

Cas.  Who  ofFer'd  him  the  crown  ? 

Casca.  Why,  Antony. 

Bru.  Tell  us  the  manner  of  it,  gentle  Cafcar 

Casca.,  I  can  as  well  be  hang'd,  as  tell  the  manner 
of  it :  it  was  mere  foolery,  I  did  not  mark  it.  I  faw 
Mark  Antony  offer  him  a  crown  ; — yet  'twas  not  a  crown 
neither,  'twas  one  of  thefe  coronets  ; — and,  as  I  told  you, 
he  put  it  by  once  :  but,  for  all  that,  to  my  thinking,  he 
would  fain  have  had  it.  Then  he  ofFer'd  it  to  him  again; 
then  he  put  it  by  again :  but,  to  my  thinking,  he  was 
very  loath  to  lay  his  fingers  oflf  it.  And  then  he  oflFer'd 
it  the  third  time  ;  he  put  it  the  third  time  by :  and  ftill 
as  he  refufed  it,  the  rabblement  hooted,  and  clapp'd  their 
chopp'd  hands,  and  threw  up  their  fweaty  night-caps, 
and  utter'd  fuch  a  deal  of  flinking  breath  becavtfe  Csefar 
refufed  the  crown,  that  it  had  almoft  choked  Caefar ;  for 
he  fwoon'd,  and  fell  down  at  it :  And  for  mine  own  part, 
I  durft  not  laugh,  for  fear  of  opening  my  lips,  and  re- 
ceiving the  bad  air* 

Cas.  But  foft,  T  pray  you  :  What  ?  did  Caefar  fwoon  ? 

Casca.  He  fell  down  in  the  market-place,  and  foam'd 
at  mouth,  and  was  fpeechlefs. 

Bru.  Tis  very  like;  he  hath  the  falling-ficknefe^ 


22»  yULiVS  CJ£SAR. 

Cas.  No,  Caefar  hath  it  not ;  but  you^  and  I, 
And  honeft  Cafca,  we  have  the  falling-ficknefs. 

Casca.  I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  that;  but^Itm 
fure,  Caefar  fell  down.  If  the  tag-rag  people  did  not  clap 
him,  and  hifs  him,  according  as  he  pleafed,  and  difpleaf- 
ed  them,  as  they  ufe  to  do  the  players  in  the  theatre,  I 
am  no  true  man. 

Bru.  What  faid  he,  when  he  came  unto  himfelf  ? 

Casca.  Marry,  before  he  fell  down,  when  he  perceived 
the  common  herd  was  glad  he  refufed  the  crown,  he 
pluck'd  me  ope  his  doublet,  and  ofFer'd  them  his  throalj 
to  cut. — An  I  had  been  a  man  of  any  occupation,  if  t 
would  not  have  taken  him  at  a  word,  I  would  I  might  go 
to  hell  among  the  rogues  : — and  fo  he  felL  When  he 
came  to  himfelf  again,  he  faid,  If  he  had  done,  or  faid, 
any  thing  amifs,  he  defired  their  worfhips  to  think  it 
was  his  infirmity.  Three  or  four  wenches,  where  I  flood, 
cried, -^/fij",  good  foul! — and  forgave  him  with  all  their 
hearts :  But  there's  no  heed  to  be  taken  of  them ;  if 
Caefar  had  ftabb'd  their  mothers,  they  would  have  done 
no  lefs. 

Bru.  And  after  that,  he  came,  thus  fad,  away  ? 

Casca.  Ay. 

Cas.  Did  Cicero  fay  any  thing  ? 

Casca.  Ay,  he-fpoke  Greek. 

Cas.  To  whateffea? 

Casca.  Nay,  an  I  tell  you  that,  Til  ne'er  look  you  i*  the 
face  again:  But  thofe,  that  underftood  him,  fmiled  at 
one  another,  and  fliook  their  heads  :  but,  for  mine  own 
part,  it  was  Greek  to  me.  I  could  tell  you  more  news 
too  :  Marullus  and  Flavius,  for  pulling  fcarfs  ofFCaefar's 
images,  are  put  to  filence.  Fare  you  well.  There  was 
more  foolery  yet,  if  I  could  remember  it. 
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Cds.  Will  you  fup  with  me  to-night,  Cafca  ? 
Casca.  No,  I  am  promifed  forth. 
^^ds.  Will  you  dine  with  me  to-morrow  ? 
yCjfscA.  Ay,  if  I  be  alive,  and  your  mind  hold,  and 

dinner  worth  the  eating. 
\Vas.  Good ;  I  will  expedl  you. 
Casca.  Do  fo :  Farewell,  both.  [Exit  Casca. 

\Bim.  What  a  blunt  fellow  is  this  grown  to  be  ? 
was  quick  mettle,  when  he  went  to  fchool. 
7ms.  So  is  he  now,  in  execution 
"any  bold  or  noble  enterprize, 
^er  he  puts  on  this  tardy  form. 
rudenefs  is  a  fauce  to  his  good  wit, 
lich  gives  men  ftomach  to  digeft  his  words 
rith  better  appetite. 

Bru.  And  fo  it  is.     For  this  time  I  will  leave  you  : 
Pp-morrow,  if  you  pleafe  to  fpeak  with  me, 
[will  come  home  to  you  ;  or,  if  you  will,  ^ 

ome  home  to  me,  and  I  will  wait  for  you. 
Cas.  I  will  do  fo :— till  then,  think  of  the  world. 

[Exit  Brutus. 
Tell,  Brutus,  thou  art  noble ;  yet,  I  fee, 
ly  honourable  metal  may  be  wrought 
from  that  it  is  difpos'd :  Therefore  *tis  meet 
that  poble  minds  keep  ever  with  their  likes  : 
for  who  fo  firm,  that  cannot  be  feduc*d  ? 
jatEu  doth  bear  me  hard ;  but  he  loves  Brutus  : 
if  I  were  Brutus  now,  and^  he  were  Calfius, 
le  (houid  not  humour  me.    I  will  this  night, 
Q  feveral  hands,  in  at  his  windows  throw, 
ks  if  they  came 'from  feveral  citizens, 
Writings,  all  tending  to  the  great  opinion 
Tiat  Rome  holds  of  his  name ;  wherein  obfcurely 
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Caefar's  ambition  fhall  be  glanced  at : 

And,  after  this,  let  Caefar  feat  him  furc ; 

For  we  will  fhake  him,  or  worfe  (Jays  endure,         [Exit. 

SCENE  III.    T/je/ame.    yi  Street. 

'fbunder  and  lightning.    Enter ^  from  oppojitejides^  Cjscj^ 

with  bis /word  drawn^  and  Cicero. 

Cic.  Good  even,  Cafca :  Brought  you  Caefar  home? 
Why  are  you  breathlefs  ?  and  why  ftare  you  fo  ? 

Casca.  Are  not  you  mov*d,  when  all  the  fway  of  eard| 
Shakes,  like  a  thing  unfirm  ?  O  Cicero, 
I  have  feen  tempefts,  when  the  fcolding  winds 
Have  riv'd  the  knotty  oaks  ;  and  I  have  feen 
The  ambitious  ocean  fwell,  and  rage,  and  foam. 
To  be  exalted  with  the  threatening  clouds : 
But  never  till  to-night,  never  till  now, 
Did  I  go  through  a  tempeft  dropping  fire. 
Either  there  is  a  civil  llrife  in  heaven ; 
Or  elfe  the  world,  too  fancy  with  the  gods, 
Incenfes  them  to  fend  deftrudlion. 

Cic.  Why,  faw  you  any  thing  more  wonderful  ? 

Casca.  A  common  flave  (you  know  him  well  by  fight,) 
Held  up  his  left  hand,  which  did  flame,  and  bum 
Like  twenty  torches  joined ;  and  yet  his  hand^ 
Not  fenfible  of  fire,  remained  unfcorch'd. 
Befides,  (I  have  not  fince  put  up  my  fword,) 
Againft  the  Capitol  I  met  a  lion. 
Who  glar'd  upon  me,  and  went  furly  by, 
Without  annoying  me :  And  there  were  drawn 
Upon  a  heap  a  hundred  ghaftly  women. 
Transformed  with  their  fear  y  who  fwore,  they  law 
Men,  all  in  fire,  walk  up  and  down  the  flreets. 
And,  yefterday,  the  bird  of  night  did  fit, 
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"Even  at  noon-day,  upon  the  market-place, 
Hooting,  and  flirieking.     When  thefe  prodigies 
Do  fo  conjointly  meet,  let  not  men  fay, 
TCbefe  are  tbeir  reafons ^^^^Hhey  arc  natural ; 
For,  I  believe,  they  are  portentous  things 
Unto  the  climate  that  they  point  upon. 

Cic.  Indeed,  it  is  a  ftrange-difpofed  time : 
But  men  may  conftrue  things  after  their  fafhiorij 
Clean  from  the  purpofe  of  the  things  themfelves. 
Gomes  Caefar  to  the  Capitol  to-morrow  ? 

Casca.  He  doth ;  for  he  did  bid  Antonius 
Send  word  to  you,  he  would  be  there  to-morrow, 

Cic.  Good  night  then,  Cafca :  this  difturbed  fky 
Is  not  to  walk  in. 
Casca.  Farewell,  Cicero.  \Lodt  CicerOs 

Enter  Cassius. 
fiAs.  Who*s  there  ? 
Casca.  A  Roman. 
Cas.  Cafca,  by  your  voice. 

Casca,  Your  ear  is  good.    Caflius,  what  night  is  this  ? 
Cas^  a  very  pleafing  night  to  honeft  men. 
GdscA.  Who  ever  knew  the  heavens  menace  fo  ? 
Gas.  Thofe,  that  have  known  the  earth  fo  full  of  faults- 
For  my  part,  I  have  walk'd  about  the  ftreets, 
Submitting  me  unto  the  perilous  night ; 
And,  thus  unbraced,  Cafca,  as  you  fee. 
Have  bar'd  my  bofom  to  the  thunder-ftone : 
And,  when  the  crofs  blue  lightning  feem'd  to  open 
The  breaft  of  heaven,  I  did  prefent  myfelf 
Even  in  the  aim  and  very  flafli  of  it.  [vens  ? 

Casca.  But  wherefore  did  you  fo  much  tempt  the  hea* 
It  is  the  part  of  men  to  fear  and  tremble. 
When  the  moft  mighty  gods,  by  tokens,  fend 
Vol.  V.  -  P 


226  JULIUS   CjESAR. 

Such  dreadful  heralds  to  aflonifli  us. 

Cas.  You  are  dull,  Cafca ;  and  thofe  fparks  of  life 
That  fhould  be  in  a  Roman,  you  do  want. 
Or  elfe  you  ufe  not :  You  look  pale^  and  gaze. 
And  put  on  fear,  and  caft  yourfelf  in  wonder, 
To  fee  the  ft  range  impatience  of  the  heavens  : 
But  if  you  would  confider  the  true  caufe. 
Why  all  thefe  fires^  why  all  thefe  gUding  ghofl^, 
Wliy  birds,  and  beafts,  from  quality  and  kind ; 
Why  old  men  fools,  and  children  calcukite  ; 
Why  all  thefe  things  change,  from  their  ordinance^ 
Their  natures,  and  pre-formed  faculties. 
To  monftrous  quality ;  why,  you  fhall  find. 
That  heaven  hath  infus'd  them  with  thefe  fpirits^ 
To  make  them  inftruments  of  fear,  and  warning. 
Unto  fome  monftrous  flate-     Now  could  I,  Cafca, 
Name  to  thee  a  man  moft  like  this  dreadful  night ; 
That  thunders,  lightens,  opens  graves,  and  roars 
As  doth  the  lion  in  the  Capitol : 
A  man  no  mightier  than  thyfelf,  or  me. 
In  perfonal  adion ;  yet  prodigious  grown. 
And  fearful,  as  thefe  ftrunge  eruptions  arc. 

Casca.  'Tis  Csefar  that  you  mean :  Is  it  not,  CaiHus? 

Cas.  Let  it  be  who  it  is :  for  Romans  now 
Have  thewes  and  limbs  like  to  their  anceftors ; 
But,  woe  the  while  I  our  fathers'  minds  are  dead. 
And  we  are  governed  with  our  mothers*  fpirits  ; 
Our  yoke  and  fuffcrance  fliow  us  womanifh. 

Casca.  Indeed,  they  fay,  the  fenators  to-marrow 
Mean  to  eftablilh  Ccefar  as  a  king : 
And  he  fliall  wear  his  crown,  by  fea,  and  land. 
In  every  place,  fave  here  in  Italy. 

Cas.  I  know  where  I  will  wear  this  dagger  then ; 
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Caffius  from  bondage  will  deliver  Caflius  : 

Therein,  ye  gods,  you  make  the  weak  moft  ftrong  ; 

Therein,  ye  gods,  you  tyrants  do  defeat : 

Nor  llony  tower,  nor  walls  of  beaten  brafs, 

N'or  airlefs  dungeon,  nor  ftrong  links  of  iron, 

jm  be  retentive  to  the  ftrength  of  fpirit ; 

But  life,  being  weary  of  thefe  worldly  bars^ 

^ever  lacks  power  to  difmifs  itfelf. 

f  I  know  this,  know  all  the  world  befides, 

rhat  part  of  tyranny,  that  I  do  bear, 

can  fhake  off  at  pleafure* 

Casca.  So  can  I  : 
0  every  bondman  in  his  own  hand  bears 
The  power  to  cancel  his  captivity. 

Cas.  And  why  fhould  Caefar  be  a  tyrant  then  ? 
^oor  man !  I  know,  he  would  not  be  a  wolf. 
Jut  that  he  fees,  the  Romans  are  but  ftieep  : 
le  were  no  lion,  were  not  Romans  hinds, 
liofe  that  with  hafte  will  make  a  mighty  fire, 
Jegin  it  with  weak  ftraws  :  What  trafh  is  Rome, 
JThat  rubbifli,  and  what  offal,  when  it  ferves 
For  the  bafe  matter  to  illuminate 
So  vile  a  thing  as  Caefar  ?  But,  O,  grief! 
Where  haft  thou  led  me  ?  I,  perhaps,  fpeak  this 
Before  a  willing  bondman  :  then  I  know 
My  anfwer  muft  be  made  :  But  I  am  arm'd. 
And  dangers  are  to  me  indifferent. 

Casca.  You  fpeak  to  Cafca  ;  and  to  fuch  a  man, 
rhat  is  no  fleering  tell-tale.     Hold  my  hand : 
Be  fadhous  for  redrefs  of  all  thefe  griefs  ; 
Ind  I  will  fet  this  foot  of  mine  as  far, 
Is  who  goes  fartheft. 

Cas.  There's  a  bargain  made. 
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Now  know  you,  Cafca,  I  have  mov*d  already 
Some  certain  of  the  nobleft-minded  Romans, 
To  undergo,  with  me,  an  enterprize 
Of  honourable-dangerous  confequence ; 
And  I  do  know,  by  this,  they  flay  for  me 
In  Pompey's  porch  :  For  now,  this  fearful  night. 
There  is  no  ftir,*or  walking  in  the  ftreets ; 
And  the  complexion  of  the  element, 
Is  favoured,  like  the  work  we  have  in  hand^ 
Moft  bloody,  fiery,  and  mofl:  terrible.  \ 

Enter  Cinna. 

Casca.  Stand  clofe  awhile,  for  here  comes  one  in  haf 

Cas.  'Tis  Cinna,  I  do  know  him  by  his  gait  j 
He  is  a  friend. — Cinna,  where  hafte  you  fo  ? 

CiN.  To  find  out  you :  Who^s  that?  Metellus  Cimbe 

Cas.  No,  it  is  Cafca ;  one  incorporate 
To  our  attempts.     Am  I  not  ftaid  for,  Cinna  ? 

CiN.  I  am  glad  on't.     What  a  fearful  night  is  this  ? 
There's  two  or  three  of  us  have  feen  ftrange  fights. 

Cas.  Am  I  not  fl:aid  for,  Cinna  ?  Tell  me. 

CiN.  Yes, 
You  are.     O,  Caflius,  if  you  could  but  win 
The  noble  Brutus  to  our  party — 

Cas.  Be  you  content :  Good  Cinna,  take  this  papcTj 
And  look  you  lay  it  in  the  praetor's  chair, 
Where  Brutus  may  but  find  it ;  and  throw  this 
In  at  his  window  :  fet  this  up  with  wax 
Upon  old  Brutus*  ftatue  :  all  this  done. 
Repair  to  Pompey's  porch,  where  you  fhall  find  us. 
Is  Decius  Brutus,  and  Trebonius,  there  ? 

CiN.  All  but  Metellus  Cimber  ;  and  he's  gone 
To  feek  you  at  your  houfe.     Well,  I  will  hie. 
And  fo  beftow  thefe  papers  as  you  bade  me.- 
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Cas.  That  done,  repair  to  Pompey's  theatre. 

[Exit  ClNNA. 
Come,  Cafca,  you  and  I  will,  yet,  ere  day, 
)ee  Brutus  at  his  houfe  :  three  parts  of  him 
s  ours  already ;  and  the  man  entire, 
^pon  the  next  encounter,  yields  him  ours, 
Cjsca.  O,  he  fits  high  in  all  the  people's  hearts  : 
nd  that,  which  would  appear  offence  in  us, 
is  countenance,  like  richeft  alchymy, 
''ill  change  to  virtue,  and  to  worthinefs. 
Cas.  Him,  and  his  worth,  and  our  great  need  of  him, 
)u  have  right  well  conceited.     Let  us  go, 
\r  it  is  after  midnight ;  and,  ere  day, 
e  will  awake  him,  and  be  fure  of  him.  [Exeunt. 

ACT  11. 

SCENE  I.    I'befame.    B rut us's  Orchard. 

Enter  Brutus. 

Bru.  What,  Lucius !  ho  ! — 
cannot,  by  the  progrefs  of  the  ftars, 

ive  guefs  how  near  to  day Lucius,  I  fay  ! — 

would  it  were  my  fault  to  fleep  fo  foundly. — 
^en,  Lucius,  when  ?  Awake,  I  fay :  What  Lucius  ! 
Enter  Lucius. 

Lvc.  Call'd  you,  my  lord  ? 

Bku.  Get  me  a  taper  in  my  ftudy,  Lucius  : 
When  it  is  lighted,  come  and  call  me  here. 

Luc.  I  will,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

Bkv.  It  muft  be  by  his  death  :  and,  for  my  part, 
inow  no  perfonal  caufe  to  fpum  at  him, 
kt  for  the  general.     He  would  be  crown'd  : — 
bw  that  might  change  his  nature,  there's  the  queftion^ 

Piij 
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It  is  the  bright  day,  that  brings  forth  the  adder ; 

And  that  craves  wary  walking.    Crown  him  ? — ^That  ;- 

And  then,  I  grant,  we  put  a  fting  in  him, 

That  at  his  will  he  may  do  danger  with. 

The  abufe  of  greatnefs  is,  when  it  disjoins 

Remorfe  from  power  :  And,  to  fpeak  truth  of  Caefar, 

I  have  not  known  when  his  affections  fway'd 

More  than  his  reafon.     But  'tis  a  common  proof, 

That  lowlinefs  is  young  ambition's  ladder, 

Whereto  the  climber-upward  turns  his  face : 

But  when  he  once  attains  the  upmoft  round. 

He  then  unto  the  ladder  turns  his  back. 

Looks  in  the  clouds,  fcorning  the  bafe  degrees 

By  which  he  did  afcend  :  So  Caefar  may  ; 

Then,  left  he  may,  prevent.     And,  fince  the  quarrel 

Will  bear  no  colour  for  the  thing  he  is, 

Fafhion  it  thus ;  that  what  he  is,  augmented, 

Would  run  to  thefe,  and  thefe  extremities : 

And  therefore  think  him  as  a  ferpent's  egg, 

Which,  hatch'd,  would,  as  his  kind,  grow  mifchievous; 

And  kill  him  in  the  fhelL 

Re-enter  Lucius. 

Luc.  The  taper  burneth  in  your  clofet,  fir. 
Searching  the  window  for  a  flint,  I  found 
This  paper,  thus  feaUd  up ;  and,  I  am  fure, 
It  did  not  lie  there,  when  I  went  to  bed. 

Bru.  Get  you  to  bed  again,  it  is  not  day. 
Is  not  to-morrow,  boy,  the  ides  of  March  ? 

Luc.  I  know  not,  fir. 

Bru.  Look  in  the  calendar,  and  bring  me  word. 

Luc.  I  will,  fir.  [£^ 

Bru.  The  exhalations,  whizzing  in  the  air. 
Give  fo  much  light,  that  I  may  read  by  them. 
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[Opens  the  letter,  and  reads. 
Brutus^  tboujleepyi  ;  awake  ^  and  fee  tbyfelf. 
%all  Rome  l^c.    Speak,  ft rike^  redrejs  I 
Brutus^  tboujleefjl ;  awake ^ — 
)uch  inftigations  have  been  often  dropped 
WTiere  I  have  took  them  up. 
%all  Rome  i^c.     Thus  muft  I  piece  it  out ; 
Shall  Rome  ftand  under  one  man's  awe  ?  What !  Rome  ? 
My  anceftors  did  from  the  llreets  of  Rome 
The  Tarquin  drive,  when  he  was  calPd  a  king. 
Speak,  Jirike,  redrefs! — Am  I  entreated  then 
To  fpeak,  and  ftrike  ?  O  Rome  !  I  make  thee  promife, 
If  the  redrefs  will  follow,  thou  receiveft 
Thy  full  petition  at  the  hand  of  Brutus  ! 
Re-enter  Lucius. 
Luc.  Sir,  March  is  wafted  fourteen  days.    [Knock  within. 
Bru.  'Tis  good.    Go  to  the  gate ;  fomebody  knocks. 

[Exit  Lucius. 
Since  Caflius  firft  did  whet  me  againft  Caefar, 
I  have  not  flept. 

Between  the  ading  of  a  dreadful  thing 
And  the  firft  motion,  all  the  interim  is 
Like  a  phantafma,  or  a  hideous  dream  : 
The  genius,  and  the  mortal  inftruments. 
Are  then  in  council ;  and  the  ftate  of  man, 
Lite  to  a  little  kingdom,  fufters  then 
The  nature  of  an  inlurrection. 

Re-enter  Lucius. 
.     Lvc.  Sir,  'tis  your  brother  Caflius  at  the  door, 
Who  doth  defire  to  fee  you. 
Bru.  Is  he  alone  ? 

Luc.  No,  lii:,  there  are  more  with  him. 
Bru.  Do  you  know  them  ? 

P  iiii 
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Luc.  No,  fir;  their  hats  are  pluck'd  about  their  ears, 
And  half  their  faces  buried  in  their  cloaks, 
That  by  no  means  I  njay  difcover  them 
By  any  mark  of  favour, 

Bru,  Let  them  enter.  [Exit  Lucius. 

They  arc  the  fadion.    O  confpiracy  ! 
Sham'ft  thou  to  Ihow  thy  dangerous  brow  by  night, 
When  evils  are  mofl  free  ?  O,  then,  by  day. 
Where  wilt  thou  find  a  cavern  dark  enough. 
To  mafk  thy  monftrous  vifage  ?  Seek  none,  confpiracy; 
Hide  it  in  fmiles,  and  affability  : 
For  if  thou  path,  thy  native  femblance  on. 
Not  Erebus  itlelf  were  dim  enough 
To  hide  thee  from  prevention. 

Enter  Cjssius,  Cascj,  Decius,  Cinna^  Metellus 
CiMBER,  and  Trebonius. 

Cas.  I  think,  we  are  too  bold  upon  your  reft  : 
Good  morrow,  Brutus ;  Do  we  trouble  you  ? 

Bru.  I  have  been  up  this  hour ;  awake,  all  night. 
Know  I  thefe  men,  that  come  along  with  you  ? 

Cas.  Yes,  every  man  of  them  ;  and  no  man  here. 
But  honours  you  ;  and  every  one  doth  wifli, 
You  had  but  that  opinion  of  yourfelf. 
Which  every  noble  Roman  bears  of  you. 
This  is  Trebonius, 

Bru.  He  is  welcome  hither. 

Cas.  This  Decius  Brutus. 

Bru.  He  is  welcome  too. 

Cas.  This,  Cafca  ;  this,  Cinna ; 
And  this,  Metellus  Cimber. 

Bru.  They  are  all  welcome. 
What  watchful  cares  do  interpofe  themfelves 
Betwixt  your  eyes  and  night  ? 
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Cjs.  Shall  I  entreat  a  word  ?  V^^y  i^hifper. 

Dec.  Here  lies  the  eaft:  Doth  not  the  day  break  here? 

Cjsca.  No. 

CiN.  O,  pardon,  fir,  it  doth ;  and  yon  grey  lines, 
Tiat  fret  the  clouds,  are  meflengers  of  day. 

Casca.  You  fhall  confefs,  that  you  are  both  deceived, 
lere,  as  I  point  my  fword,  the  fun  arifes  ; 
VHiich  is  a  great  way  growing  on  the  fouth, 
Veighing  the  youthful  feafon  of  the  year, 
ome  two  months  hence,  up  higher  toward  the  north 
\t  firft  prefents  his  fire ;  and  the  high  eaft 
Stands,  as  the  Capitol,  diredly  here. 

Bru.  Give  me  your  hands  all  over,  one  by  onCt 

Cas.  And  let  us  fwear  our  refolution. 

Bkv.  No,  not  an  oath:  If  not  the  face  of  men, 

Ihe  fufFerance  of  our  fouls,  the  time's  abufe, 

If  thefe  be  motives  weak,  break  off  betimes. 

And  every  man  hence  to  his  idle  bed ; 

So  let  high-fighted  tyranny  range  on, 

Till  each  man  drop  by  lottery.    But  if  thefe, 

As  I  am  fure  they  do,  bear  fire  enough 

To  kindle  cowards,  and  to  fteel  with  valour 

The  melting  fpirits  of  women ;  then,  countrymen, 

What  need  we  any  fpur,  but  our  own  caufe. 

To  prick  us  to  redrefs  ?  what  other  bond. 

Than  fecret  Romans,  that  have  fpoke  the  word, 

And  will  not  palter  ?  and  what  other  oath. 

Than  honefty  to  honefty  engaged. 

That  this  (hall  be,  or  we  will  fall  for  it  ? 

Swear  priefts,  and  cowards,  arid  men  cautelous, 

QU  feeble  carrions,  and  fuch  fuffering  fouls 

That  welcome  wrongs  ;  unto  bad  caufes  fwear 

Siich  creatures  as  men  doubt :  but  do  not  ftain 
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The  even  virtue  of  our  enterprize, 

Nor  the  infuppreflivc  mettle  of  our  fpirits. 

To  think,  that,  or  our  caufe,  or  our  performance, 

Did  need  an  oath  ;  when  every  drop  of  blood. 

That  every  Roman  bears,  and  nobly  bears. 

Is  guilty  of  a  feveral  baftardy. 

If  he  do  break  the  fmalleft  particle 

Of  any  promife  that  hath  pafs'd  from  him. 

Cas.  But,  what  of  Cicero  ?  Shall  we  found  him  ? 
I  think,  he  will  (land  very  ftrong  with  us. 

Casca.  Let  us  not  leave  him  out. 

CiN.  No,  by  no  means. 

Met.  O,  let  us  have  him ;  for  his  filver  hairs 
Will  purchafe  us  a  good  opinion, 
And  buy  men's  voices  to  commend  our  deeds  : 
It  Ihall  be  faid,  his  judgement  ruPd  our  hands; 
Our  youths,  and  wildnefs,  fhall  no  whit  appear, 
But  all  be  buried  in  his  gravity. 

Bru.  O,  name  him  not ;  let  us  not  break  with  him 
For  he  will  never  follow  any  thing 
That  other  men  begin. 

Cas.  Then  leave  him  out. 

Casca.  Indeed,  he  is  not  fit. 

Dec.  Shall  no  man  elfe  be  touch'd,  but  only  Caefar 

Cas.  Decius,  well  urgM  : — I  think,  it  is  not  meet, 
Mark  Antony,  fo  well  belov'd  of  Caefar, 
3hould  outlive  Caefar :  We  Ihall  find  of  him 
A  Ihrewd  contriver ;  and,  you  know,  his  means, 
If  he  improve  them,  may  well  ftretch  fo  far, 
As  to  annoy  us  all :  which  to  prevent, 
Let  Antony,  and  Caefar,  fall  together. 

Bru.  Our  courfe  will  fcem  too  bloody,  Caius  Caffi 
To  cut  the  head  off,  and  then  hack  the  limbs  j 
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Like  wrath  in  death,  and  envy  afterwards  : 
For  Antony  is  but  a  limb  of  Cafar. 
Let  us  be  facrificers,  but  not  butchers,  Caius. 
We  all  ftand  up  againft  the  fpirit  of  Caefar ; 
And  in  the  fpirit  of  men  there  is  no  blood  : 
0,  that  we  then  could  come  by  Caefar's  fpirit, 
And  not  difmember  Caefar  !  But,  alas, 
Caefar  muft  bleed  for  it !  And,  gentle  friends. 
Let's  kill  him  boldly,  but  not  wrathfuUy  ; 
Let's  carve  him  as  a  difh  fit  for  the  gods. 
Not  hew  him  as  a  carcafe  fit  for  hounds  : 
And  let  our  hearts,  as  fubtle  matters  do. 
Stir  up  their  fervants  to  an  aft  of  rage. 
And  after  feem  to  chide  them.    This  Ihall  make 
Our  purpofe  neceflary,  and  not  envious  : 
Which  fo  appearing  to  the  common  eyes. 
We  fhall  be  calPd  purgers,  not  murderers. 
And  for  Mark  Antony,  think  not  of  him; 
For  he  can  do  no  more  than  Caefar's  arm, 
When  Caefar's  head  is  ofE 

Cas.  Yet  I  do  fear  him  : 
For  in  the  ingrafted  love  he  bears  to  Caefar, — 

Bku.  Alas,  good  Caflius,  do  not  think  of  him  : 
If  he  love  Caefar,  all  that  he  can  do 
Is  to  himfelf ;  take  thought,  and  die  for  Caefar: 
And  that  were  much  he  fliould ;  for  he  is  given 
To  fports,  to  wildnefs,  and  much  company. 

T^KEB.  There  is  no  fear  in  him  ;  let  him  not  die  ; 
For  he  will  live,  and  laugh  at  this  hereafter,  {Clock Jirikcs^ 

B?.v,  Peace,  count  the  clock. 

Cas,  The  clock  hath  ftricken  three. 

^KEB.  'Tis  time  to  part. 

Cas.  But  it  is  doubtful  vet. 
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Whe'r  Csefar  will  come  forth  to-day,  or  no  : 
For  he  is  fuperftitious  grown  of  late  ; 
Quite  from  the  main  opinion  he  held  once 
Of  fantafy,  of  dreams,  and  ceremonies : 
It  may  be,  thefe  apparent  prodigies, 
The  unaccuftoin'd  terror  of  this  night. 
And  the  perfuafion  of  his  augurers. 
May  hold  him  from  the  Capitol  to-day. 

Dec.  Never  fear  that :  if  he  be  fo  refolv'd, 
I  can  o'erfway  him  :  for  he  loves  to  hear. 
That  unicorns  may  be  betray'd  with  trees. 
And  bears  with  glafles,  elephants  with  holes. 
Lions  with  toils,  and  men  with  flatterers : 
But,  when  I  tell  him,  he  hates  flatterers. 
He  fays,  he  does  ;  being  then  moll  flattered. 
Let  me  work  : 

For  I  can  give  his  humour  the  true  bent ; 
And  I  will  bring  him  to  the  Capitol. 

Cas.  Nay,  we  will  all  of  us  be  there  to  fetch  him. 

Bru.  By  the  eighth  hour  :  Is  that  the  uttermoft  ? 

CiN.  Be  that  the  uttermoft,  and  fail  not  then. 

Mbt.  Caius  Ligarius  doth  bear  Caefar  hard. 
Who  rated  him  for  fpeaking  well  of  Pompey ; 
I  wonder,  none  of  you  have  thought  of  him. 

Bru.  Now,  good  Metellus,  go  along  by  him  : 
He  loves  me  well,  and  I  have  given  him  reafons ; 
Send  him  but  hither,  and  V\\  fafhion  him.      [Brutus  :— 

Cas.  The  morning  comes  upon  us  :    We'll  leave  you, 
And,  friends,  difperfe  yourfelves  :  but  all  remember 
What  you  have  faid,  and  fliow  yourfelves  true  Romans. 

Bru.  Good  gentlemen,  look  frefli  and  merrily  ; 
Let  not  our  looks  put  on  our  purpofes ; 
But  bear  it  as  our  Roman  adors  do, 
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With  iintir'd  fpirits,  and  formal  conftancy  : 
And  fo,  good-morrow  to  you  every  one. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Brutus. 
Soy !  Lucius ! — Fail  afleep  ?  It  is  no  matter ; 
Enjoy  the  honey-heavy  dew  of  flumber : 
Thou  haft  no  figures,  nor  no  fantafies, 
Which  bufy  care  draws  in  the  brains  of  men  ; 
Therefore  thou  fleep'ft  fo  found. 

Enter  PoRTiji. 

PoR*  Brutus,  my  lord ! 

Bru.  Portia,  what  mean  you?  Wherefore  rife  yon  now? 
It  is  not  for  your  health,  thus  to  commit 
Your  weak  condition  to  the  raw-cold  morning, 

PoR.  Nor  for  yours  neither.  You  have  ungently ,  Brutus^ 
Stole  from  my  bed  :  And  yefternight,  at  fupper, 
You  fuddenly  arofe,  and  walk'd  about, 
Mufing,  and  fighing,  with  your  arms  acrofs  : 
And  when  I  a(k*d  you  what  the  matter  was. 
You  ftar*d  upon  me  with  ungentle  looks : 
I  urg'd  you  further  ;  then  you  fcratch'd  your  head, 
And  too  impatiently  ftamp'd  with  your  foot : 
Yet  I  infifted,  yet  you  anfwer'd  not ; 
But,  with  an  angry  wafture  of  your  hand. 
Gave  fign  for  me  to  leave  you :  So  I  did  ; 
Fearing  to  ftrengthen  that  impatience, 
"  Which  feem'd  too  much  enkindled ;  and,  withal. 
Hoping  it  was  but  an  effed  of  humour. 
Which  fometime  hath  his  hour  with  every  man. 
It  will  not  let  you  eat,  nor  talk,  nor  fleep ; 
And,  could  it  work  fo  much  upon  your  ftiape. 
As  it  hath  much  prevailed  on  your  condition, 
Ifhould  not  know  you,  Brutus.     Dear  my  lord. 
Make  me  acquainted  with  your  caufe  of  grief* 


238  JULIUS   C^SAB. 

Bru.  I  am  not  well  in  health,  and  that  is  all. 

PoR.  Brutus  is  wife,  and,  were  he  not  in  health/ 
He  would  embrace  the  means  to  come  by  it. 

Bru.  Why,  fo  I  do  : — Good  Portia,  go  to  bed. 

PoR.  Is  Brutus  fick  ?  and  is  it  phyfical 
To  walk  unbraced,  and  fuck  up  the  humours 
Of  the  dank  morning  ?  What,  is  Brutus  fick  ; 
And  will  he  fteal  out  of  his  wholefome  bed, 
To  dare  the  vile  contagion  of  the  night  ? 
And  tempt  the  rheumy  and  unpurged  air 
To  add  unto  his  ficknefs  ?   No,  my  Brutus ; 
You  have  fome  fick  offence  within  your  mind. 
Which,  by  the  right  and  virtue  of  my  place, 
I  ought  to  know  of:  And,  upon  my  knees, 
I  charm  you,  by  my  once  commended  beauty. 
By  all  your  vows  of  love,  and  ihat  great  vow 
Which  did  incorporate  and  make  us  one. 
That  you  unfold  to  me,  yourfelf,  your  half. 
Why  you  are  heavy  ;  and  what  men  to-night 
Have  had  refort  to  you  :  for  here  have  been 
Some  fix  or  feven,  who  did  hide  their  faces 
Even  from  darknefs. 

Bru.  Kneel  not,  gentle  Portia. 

PoR.  I  fhould  not  need,  if  you  were  gentle  Brutus. 
Within  the  bond  of  marriage,  tell  me,  Brutus, 
Is  it  excepted,  I  fhould  know  no  fecrets 
That  appertain  to  you  ?  Am  I  yourfelf. 
But,  as  it  were,  in  fort,  or  limitation ; 
To  keep  with  you  at  meals,  comfort  your  bed. 
And  talk  to  you  fometimes  ?  Dwell  I  but  in  the  fuburl 
Of  your  good  pleafure  ?  If  it  be  no  more, 
Portia  is  Brutus'  harlot,  not  his  wife. 

Bru.  You  are  my  true  and  honourable  wife ; 
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\s  dear  to  me,  as  are  the  ruddy  drops 

That  vifit  my  fad  heart.  / 

PoR.  If  this  were  true,  then  fhould  I  know  this  fecref: 
grant,  I  am  a  woman ;  but,  withal, 
i  woman  that  lord  Brutus  took  to  wife  : 
grant,  I  am  a  woman  j  but,  withal, 
!l  woman  well-reputed  ;  Cato's  daughter, 
"hink  you^  I  am  no  Ilronger  than  my  fex, 
Icing  fo  fathered,  and  fo  hufbanded  ? 
'ell  me  your  counfels,  I  will  not  difclofe  them : 
have  made  ftrong  proof  of  my  conftancy, 
jiving  myfelf  a  voluntary  wound 
lere,  in  the  thigh  :  Can  I  bear  that  with  patience, 
ijid  not  my  hulband's  fecrets  ? 

Bru.  O  ye  gods, 

lender  me  worthy  of  this  noble  wife  !     [Knocking  within. 
lark,  hark  !  one  knocks  :  Portia,  go  in  a  while  ; 
bd  by  and  by  thy  bofom  Ihall  partake 
rhe  fecrets  of  my  heart. 
Ml  my  engagements  I  will  conftrue  to  thee, 
Wl  the  charaftery  of  my  fad  brows  : — 
Uave  me  with  hafte.  [Exit  Portia. 

Enter  Lucius  and  Ligarius. 
Lucius,  who's  that,  knocks  ? 

hoc.  Here  is  a  fick  man,  that  would  fpeak  with  you. 

ikv.  Caius  Ligarius,  that  Metellus  fpake  of. — 
Boy,  ftand  afide. — Caius  Ligarius  !  how  ? 

LiG.  Vouchfafe  good  morrow  from  a  feeble  tongue. 

Bkv.  O,  what  a  time  have  you  chofe  out,  brave  Caius, 
To  wear  a  kerchief?  'Would  you  were  not  fick  ! 

Lw.  I  am  not  fick,  if  Brutus  have  in  hand 
by  exploit  worthy  the  name  of  honour. 
Bru.  Such  an  exploit  have  I  in  hand,  Ligarius, 

4 


240  yULIUS   CJSSAR^ 

Had  you  a  healthful  ear  to  hear  of  it. 

LiG.  By  all  the  gods  that  Romans  bow  before, 
I  here  difcard  my  ficknefs.     Soul  of  Rome  ! 
Brave  fon,  derived  from  honourable  loins ! 
Thou,  like  an  exorcift,  haft  conjur'd  up 
My  mortified  fpirit.     Now  bid  me  run. 
And  I  will  ftrive  with  things  impoflible ; 
Yea,  get  the  better  of  them.     What's  to  do  ? 

Bru.  a  piece  of  work,  that  will  make  fick  men  whole, 

LiG.  But  are  not  fome  whole,  that  we  muft  make  fick? 

Bru.  That  muft  we  alfo.     What  it  is,  my  Caius, 
I  ftiall  unfold  to  thee,  as  we  are  going 
To  whom  it  muft  be  done. 

LiG.  Set  on  your  foot ; 
And,  with  a  heart  new  fir'd,  I  follow  you. 
To  do  I  know  not  what :  but  it  fuflRceth, 
That  Brutus  leads  me  on. 

Bru.  Follow  me  then.  [Exewit. 

SCENE  11.    7'be/ame.    A  Room  in  Cmsar^s  Palace. 
Sunder  and  lightning.    Enter  Cjesar^  in  bis  Nigbt-govn* 
Cjes.  Nor  heaven,  nor  earth,  have  been  at  peace  to- 
Thrice  hath  Calphurnia  in  her  fleep  cried  out,     [night: 
Help^  bo  !  T'bey  murder  Cafar.     Who's  within  ? 
Enter  a  Servant. 
Serf.  My  lord  ? 

C^s.  Go  bid  the  priefts  do  prefent  facrifice, 
And  bring  me  their  opinions  of  fuccefs. 

Serf.  I  will,  my  lord.  {Esit. 

Enter  Calphurnia. 
Cal.  What  mean  you,  Caefar?  Think  you  to  walkfortW; 
You  fliall  not  ftir  out  of  your  houfe  to-day. 

Ca:s.  Ceefar  Ihall  forth :  The  things,  that  threatened  WHp 
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Ne'er  lookM  but  on  my  back  ;  when  they  flmll  fee 
'  Be  face  of  Caefar,  they  are  vaniflied. 

Cal.  Caefar,  I  never  flood  on  ceremonies, 
Yet  now  they  fright  me.    There  is  one  within, 
Befides  the  things  that  we  have  heard  and  feen. 
Recounts  mofl  horrid  fights  feen  by  the  watch* 
A  lionefs  hath  whelped  in  the  ftreets  ; 
,     And  graves  have  yawn'd,  and  yielded  up  their  dead  t 
^  ^;-     Fierce  fiery  warriors  fight  upon  the  clouds, 
^'^h     hi  ranks,  and  fquadrons,  and  right  form  of  war, 
Which  drizzled  blood  upon  the  Capitol : 
The  noife  of  battle  hurtled  in  the  air, 
Horfes  did  neigh,  and  dying  men  did  groan  ; 
And  ghofis  did  fliriek,  and  fqueal  about  the  ftreetsi 
0  Caefar  !  thefe  things  are  beyond  all  ufe^ 
And  I  do  fear  them* 

4Cjes.  What  can  be  avoided, 
Whofe  end  is  purposed  by  the  mighty  gods  ? 
Yet  Caefar  fhall  go  forth  :  for  thefe  predictions 
Are  to  the  world  in  general,  as  to  Casfar. 

Cal.  When  beggars  die,  there  are  no  comets  feen ; 
Tlic  heavens  themfelves  blaze  forth  the  death  of  princes  * 

Cjes.  Cowards  die  many  times  before  their  deaths  j 
The  valiant  never  tafle  of  death  but  once.  \ 

Of  all  the  wonders  that  I  yet  have  heard, 
^^  R  feems  to  me  mofl  flrange  that  men  fliould  fear  j 
;  Seeing  that  death,  a  necefTary  end, 
\  "Will  come,  when  it  will  come. 

Re-enter  a  Serfant. 
What  fay  the  augurers  ? 

Serf.  They  would  not  have  you  to  flir  forth  to-day 4 
Plucking  the  entrails  of  an  offering  forth. 
They  could  not  find  a  heart  within  the  beafl. 
Vol.  V.  (^ 
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C^s.  The  gods  do  this  in  (hame  of  cowardice  : 
Caefar  Ihould  be  a  bead  without  a  heart. 
If  he  fliould  (lay  at  home  to-day  for  fear. 
No,  Caefar  (hall  not :  Danger  knows  full  well. 
That  Caefar  is  more  dangerous  than  he. 
We  were  two  lions  litter'd  in  one  day. 
And  I  the  elder  and  more  terrible  j 
And  Caefar  (hall  go  forth. 

Cal.  Alas,  my  lord. 
Your  wifdom  is  confum'd  in  confidence. 
Do  not  go  forth  to-day  :  Call  it  my  fear, 
That  keeps  you  in  the  houfe,  and  not  your  own. 
We'll  fend  Mark  Antony  to  the  fenate-houfc ; 
And  he  (hall  fay,  you  are  not  well  to-day : 
Let  me,  upon  my  knee,  prevail  in  this. 

C^s.  Mark  Antony  (hall  fay,  I  am  not  well  j 
And,  for  thy  humour,  I  will  flay  at  home. 

Enter  Decius. 
Here's  Decius  Brutus,  he  (hall  tell  them  fo. 

Dec.  Caefar,  all  hail !  good  morrow,  worthy  Csefar : 
I  come  to  fetch  you  to  the  fenate-houfe. 

Cjes.  And  you  are  come  in  very  happy  time. 
To  bear  my  greeting  to  the  fenators. 
And  tell  them,  that  I  will  not  come  to-day : 
Cannot,  is  falfe  ;  and  that  I  dare  not,  falfer ; 
I  will  not  come  to-day :  Tell  them  fo,  Decius. 

Cal.  Say,  he  is  (ick. 

C^s.  Shall  Cuefar  fend  a  lie  ? 
Have  I  in  conqued  (Iretch'd  mine  arm  fo  far. 
To  be  afeard  to  tell  grey-beards  the  truth  ? 
Decius,  go  tell  them,  Csefar  will  not  come. 

Dec.  Mod  mighty  Casfar,  let  me  know  fome  caufc. 
Led  I  be  laugh'd  at,  when  I  tell  them  fo. 
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C£s.  The  caufe  is  in  my  will,  I  will  not  come ; 
That  is  enough  to  fatisfy  the  fenate. 
,     But,  for  your  private  fa^isfadtion, 

Becaufe  I  love  you,  I  will  let  you  know. 
Calphurnia  here,  my  wife,  flays  me  at  home  : 
She  dreamt  to-night  (he  faw  my  ftatua. 
Which  like  a  fountain,  with  a  hundred  fpouts, 
Did  run  pure  blood  ;  and  many  lufty  Romans 
r     Came  fmiling,  and  did  bathe  their  hands  in  it. 
j      And  thefe  does  (he  apply  for  warnings,  portents^ 
i      And  evils  imminent ;  and  on  her  knee 
I     Hath  begg*d,  that  I  will  flay  at  home  to-day. 
i        Dec.  This  dream  is  all  amifs  interpreted  ; 
It  was  a  vifion,  fair  and  fortunate  : 
Your  flatue  fpouting  blood  in  many  pipes, 
In  which  fo  many  fmiling  Romans  bathM, 
Signifies,  that  from  you  great  Rome  (hall  fuck 
Reviving  blood ;  and  that  great  men  fhall  prefs 
Por  tinctures,  (lains,  relicks,  and  cognizance. 
s^k^   This  by  Calphumia's  dream  is  (ignify'd. 

Cjss.  And  this  way  have  you  well  expounded  it* 
Dec.  I  have,  when  you  have  heard  what  I  can  fay : 
^d  know  it  now ;  The  fenate  have  concluded 
To  give,  this  day,  a  crown  to  mighty  Caefar. 
If  you  fhall  fend  them  word,  you  will  not  come. 
Their  minds  may  change.     Befides,  it  were  a  mock 
i  -Apt  to  be  rendered,  for  fome  one  to  fay, 
Jinok  up  the  fenate  till  anotfjer  time^ 
Jfbem  Cdfat^s  wifcjball  meet  with  better  dreams. 
ITCelar  hide  himfelf,  (hall  they  not  whilper, 
Z^,  Cafar  is  afraid  f  ^ 

Pardon  me,  Caefar ;  for  my  dear,  dear  love 
To  your  proceeding  bids  me  tell  you  this  ; 
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And  reafon  to  my  love  is  liable. 

Cjes.  How  foolifti  do  your  fears  feem  now,  Calphumia? 
I  am  afhamed  I  did  yield  to  them. — 
Give  me  my  robe,  for  I  will  go : — - 

Enter  Publius,  Brutus^  Ligarius,  METELLVSy 
Casca,  Trebonius,  and  Cinna. 
And  look  where  Publius  is  come  to  fetch  me. 

Pub.  Good  morrow,  Caefar. 

Cjs:s.  Welcome,  Publius 

"What,  Brutus,  are  you  ftirr'd  fo  early  too  ?—  , 

Good-morrow,  Cafca. — -Caius  Ligarius, 

Caefar  was  ne'er  fo  much  your  enemy, 

As  that  fame  ague  which  hath  made  yoii  lean — 

What  is't  o'clock  ?  \ 

Bru.  Caefar,  'tis  ftrucken  eight. 

Cj£s.  I  thank  you  for  your  pains  and  courtefyr 
Enter  ANroNY. 
See !  Antony,  that  revels  long  o'nights, 

Is  notwithftanding  up  : 

Good  morrow,  Antony. 

Ant.  So  to  mofl  noble  Caefar. 

Cjes.  Bid  them  prepare  within : — 
I  am  to  blame  to  be  thus  waited  for — 
Now,  Cinna  : — Now,  Metellus  : — What,  Trebonius ! 
I  have  an  hour's  talk  in  flore  for  you ; 
Remember  that  you  call  on  me  to-day : 
Be  near  me,  that  I  may  remember  you. 

T!reb.  Caefar,  I  will : — and  fo  near  will  I  be,      \,4^ 
That  your  bed  friends  fhall  wifli  I  had  been  further. 

Cjes.  Good  friends,  go  in,  and  tafte  fome  wine  withme} 
And  we,  like  friends,  will  ftraightway  go  together. 

Bru.  That  every  like  is  not  the  fame,  O  Caeiar, 
The  heart  of  Brutus  yearns  to  think  upon !         [£x«(«f- 
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^y  SCENE  III.    He  fame.    AJlreet  near  the  Capitol 

Enter  Ak  temidokvs^  reading  a  paper. 
Art.  Caefar,  beware  of  ^tmiw^^  take  heed  of  C^^fTius;  come 
^'■t  mt  near  Cafca;  have  an  eye  to  Cinna;  trufi  not  Trebonius; 
;  mrk  well  Metellus  Cimber ;  Decius  Brutus  loves  tbee  not ; 
-  ihu  baft  wronged  Caius  Ligarius.  I'bere  is  but  one  mind  in 
j  qU  tbefe  men^  and  it  is  bent  againfl  Caefar.  If  tbou  bejl  not 
i  iwmrtal^  look  about  you :  Security  gives  way  to  confpiracy. 
Tie  mighty  gods  defend  tbee  !  T^by  lover, 

Artemidorus. 
Here  will  I  Hand,  till  Caefar  pafs  along, 
*  And  as  a  fuitor  will  I  give  him  this. 
My  heart  laments,  that  virtue  cannot  live 
Out  of  the  teeth  of  emulation- 
If  thou  read  this,  O  Caefar,  thou  may 'ft  live ; 
If  not,  the  fates  with  traitors  do  contrive.  \h 

SCENE  IV.     The  fame.    Another  part  of  the  fame  fireet, 
before  the  houfe  of  Brutus. 
Enter  Portia  and  Lucius. 
For.  I  pr'ythee,  boy,  run  to  the  fenate-houfe ; 
Stay  not  to  anfwer  me,  but  get  thee  gone  : 
Why  doft  thou  ftay  ? 
Loc.  To  know  my  errand,  madam. 
PoK.  I  would  have  had  thee  there,  and  here  agai. 

Ere  I  can  tell  thee  what  thou  fhould'ft  do  there 

Oconftancy,  be  ftrong  upon  my  fide ! 
^^  ^  Set  a  huge  mountain  'tween  my  heart  and  tongue  I 
I  have  a  man's  mind,  but  a  woman's  might. 
How  hard  it  is  for  women  to  keep  counfel ! — 
Xt   \  Art  thou  here  yet  ? 
\  E*\    ^c.  Madam,  what  fhould  I  do  ^ 
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Run  to  the  Capitol,  and  nothing  elfe  ? 
And  fo  return  to  you  and  nothing  elfe  ? 

For.  Yes,  bring  me  word,  boy,  if  thy  lord  look  well, 
For  he  went  (ickly  forth  :  And  take  good  note. 
What  Caefar  doth,  what  fuitors  prefs  to  hiro.  ; 

Hark,  boy  !  what  noife  is  that  ?  j 

Luc.  I  hear  none,  madam,  | 

For.  Pr'ythee,  liften  well : 
I  heard  a  buftling  rumour,  like  a  fray. 
And  the  wind  brings  it  from  the  CapitoL 

Luc.  Sooth,  madam,  I  hear  nothing. 
Enter  Soothsatek. 

For.  Come  hither,  fellow  : 
Which  way  haft  thou  been  ? 

Sooth.  At  mine  own  houfe,  good  lady. 

For.  What  is't  o'clock  ? 

Sooth.  About  the  ninth  hour,  lady. 

For.  Is  Caefar  yet  gone  to  the  Capitol  ? 

Sooth.  Madam,  not  yet ;  I  go  to  take  my  iland, 
To  fee  him  pafs  on  to  the  Capitol. 

For.  Thou  haft  fome  fuit  to  Caefar,  haft  thou  not? 

Sooth.  That  I  have,  lady :  if  it  will  pleafe  Caefar 
To  be  fo  good  to  Caefar,  as  to  hear  me, 
I  ftiall  befeech  him  to  befriend  himfelf. 

For.  Why,  know'ft  thou  any  harm's  intended  towards 
him  ?  [may  chaBCC, 

Sooth.  None  that  I  know  will  be,  much  that  I  fear 
Good  morrow  to  you.    Here  the  ftreet  is  narrow : 
The  throng  that  follows  Caefar  at  the  heels. 
Of  fenators,  of  praetors,  common  fuitors. 
Will  crowd  a  feeble  man  almoft  to  death  : 
ril  get  me  to  a  place  more  void,  and  there 
gpeajc  to  great  Cxiar  as  h(j  comes  atqjig.  [Exit 
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PoR.  I  muft  go  in. — Ah  me !  how  weak  a  thing 
e  heart  of  woman  is !  O  Brutus ! 
e  heavens  fpeed  thee  in  thine  enterprize  ! 
e,  the  boy  heard  me : — Brutus  hath  a  fuit, 

at  Caefar  will  not  grant O,  I  grow  faint  :— 

n,  Lucius,  and  commend  me  to  my  lord ; 

\  I  am  merry :  come  to  me  again, 

d  bring  me  word  what  he  doth  fay  to  thee.     [Exeunt. 

Acr  III. 

)CENEL    T!befame.    Tic  Capitol;  the  Senate  fitting. 
:rowd  of  people  in  tbeflreet  leading  to  the  Capitol;  among 
bem  Artbmidokvs^  and  tbe  Soothsavbr.   Flourijh. 
Enter  Cjesar,  Brutus,  Cassius,  Casca,  Decius, 

MeTELLUS,  TrBBONIUS,  CiNNA,    ANTONty  LePI" 

uus,  PopiLius,  PuBHUS^  and  Others. 

C£s.  The  ides  of  March  are  come. 

Sooth.  Ay,  Caefar ;  but  not  gone. 

Akt.  Hail,  Caefar  !  Read  this  fchedule. 

Dec.  Trebonius  doth  defire  you  to  o'er-read, 

:  your  beft  Icifure,  this  his  humble  fuit. 

Akt.  O,  Caefar,  read  mine  firft ;  for  mine's  a  fuit 

lat  touches  Caefar.  nearer :  Read  it,  great  Caefar. 

Cms.  What  touches  us  ourfelf,  fhall  be  laft  ferv'd. 

4rt.  Delay  not,  Caefar ;  read  it  inflantly. 

1ms.  What,  is  the  fellow  mad  ? 

Pub.  Sirrah,  give  place. 

Ias.  What,  urge  you  your  petitions  in  the  ftreet  ? 

ne  to  the  Capitol. 

SAR  enters  the  Capitol,  tbe  reft  following.  All  the  Sena^ 

tors  rife. 
^op.  I  wifh,  your  enterprize  to-day  may  thrive. 
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Cas.  What  enterprize,  Popilius  ? 

Pop.  Fare  you  well.  [advances  to  CJESAh 

Bru.  What  faid  Popilius  Lena  ? 

Cas.  He  wifh'd,  to-day  our  enterprize  might  thrive. 
I  fear,  our  purpofe  is  difcovered. 

Bru.  Look,  how  he  makes  to  Caefar  :  Mark  him. 

Cas.  Galea,  be  fudden,  for  we  fear  prevention.-^ 
Brutus,  what  fhall  be  done  ?  If  this  be  known, 
Caflius  or  Caefar  never  fhall  turn  back. 
For  I  will  flay  myfelf. 

Bru.  Caflius,  be  conftant : 
Popilius  Lena  fpeaks  not  of  our  purpofes  ; 
For,  look,  he  fmiles,  and  Caefar  doth  not  change. 

Cas.  Trebonius  knows  his  time;  for,  look  you,  Brutus, 
He  draws  Mark  Antony  out  of  the  way. 

[Exeunt  ANTOJNr  and  Trebonius.    Cjesar  and  the 
Senators  take  their  feats. 

Dec.  Where  is  Metellus  Cimber  ?  Let  him  go, 
And  prefently  prefer  his  fuit  to  Caefar. 

Bru.  He  is  addrefs'd  :  prefs  near,  and  fecond  him. 

CiN.  Cafca,  you  are  the  firft  that  rears  your  hand. 

C^s.  Are  we  all  ready  ?  what  is  now  amifs, 
That  Caefar,  and  his  fenate,  muft  redrefs  ? 

Met.  Moft  high,  moft  mighty,  and  moft  puiilant  Caeiar, 
Metellus  Cimber  throws  before  thy  feat 
An  humble  heart : —  [KneeU^^ 

CjES.  I  muft  prevent  thee,  Cimber. 
Thefe  couchings,  and  thefe  lowly  courtefies, 
Might  fire  the  blood  of  ordinary  men ; 
And  turn  pre-ordinance,  and  firft  decree, 
Into  the  law  of  children.    Be  not  fond. 
To  think  that  Caefar  bears  fuch  rebel  blood, 
That  will  be  thaw'd  from  the  true  quality 
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*    With  that  which  melteth  fools ;  I  mean,  fweet  words, 
i    Low-crooked  curt'fies,  and  bafe  fpaniel  fawning. 
Thy  brother  by  decree  is  banilhed  ; 
If  thou  doft  bend,  and  pray,  and  fawn,  for  him, 
I  fpum  thee  like  a  cur  out  of  my  way. 
Know,  Caefar  doth  not  wrong  ;  nor  without  caufe 
Will  he  be  fatisfied. 

Met.  Is  there  no  voice  more  worthy  than  my  own, 
To  found  more  fweetly  in  great  Caefar's  ear, 
For  the  repealing  of  my  banifh'd  brother  ? 

Bku.  I  kifs  thy  hand,  but  not  in  flattery,  Caefar  ; 
Defiring  thee,  that  Publius  Cimber  may 
Have  an  immediate  freedom  of  repeal. 
Cjes.  What,  Brutus ! 
Cas.  Pardon,  Caefar  ;  Caefar,  pardon : 
As  low  as  to  thy  foot  doth  Caffius  fall. 
To  beg  enfranchifement  for  Publius  Cimber. 
Cjes.  1  could  be  well  mov*d,  if  I  were  as  you  ; 
,    If  I  could  pray  to  move,  prayers  would  move  me  : 

But  I  am  conflant  as  the  northern  flar, 
.    Of  whofe  true-fix'd,  and  refling  quality, 
^    There  is  no  fellow  in  the  firmament, 
f    The  Ikies  are  painted  with  unnumbered  fparks, 
i    They  are  all  fire,  and  every  one  doth  fhine  ; 
[    But  there's- but  one  in  all  doth  hold  his  place  : 
\    So,  in  the  world ;  'Tis  fumifh'd  well  with  men, 
And  men  are  fleih  and  blood,  and  apprehenfive ; 
Yet,  in  the  number,  I  do  know  but  one 
That  unafiailable  holds  on  his  rank, 
Unfhak'd  of  motion :  and,  that  I  am  he, 
I^  me  a  little  (how  it,  even  in  this  ; 
That  I  was  conflant  Cimber  fhould  be  baniih'd, 
Aiid  conftant  do  remain  to  keep  him  fo. 
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CiN.  O  Caefar, 

Cjes.  Hence  ?  Wilt  thou  lift  up  Olympus  ? 

Dec.  Great  Caefar, — 

Cjes.  Doth  not  Brutus  bootlefs  kneel  ? 

Cjsca.  Speak,  hands,  for  me. 

[CASCjJiabs  Cjesar  in  the  neck.     Cjrsar  catches  t 
of  bis  arm.     He  is  thenJlabVd  byfeveral  other  i 
JpiratorSy  and  at  laji  by  Marcus  Brutus. 

CjEs.  Et  tUy  Brute  ? — ^Thcn  fall,  Caefar. 

[Dies.     The/enators  and  people  retire  in  confaji 

CiN.  Liberty !  Freedom  !  Tyranny  is  dead  ! — 
Run  hence,  proclaim,  cry  it  about  the  ftrecis. 

Cas.  Some  to  the  common  pulpits,  and  cry  out. 
Liberty y  freedom^  and  enfranchifement ! 

Bru.  People,  and  fenators  !  be  not  affrighted ; 
Fly  not ;  ftand  ftill : — ambition's  debt  is  paid. 

Casca.  Go  to  the  pulpit,  Brutus. 

Dec.  And  Caflius  too. 

Bru.  Where's  Publius  ? 

CiN.  Here,  quite  confounded  with  this  mutiny. 

Met.  Stand  fall  together,  left  fome  friend  of  Casfai 
Should  chance — 

Bru.  Talk  not  of  ftanding  ;— Publius,  good  cheer; 
There  is  no  harm  intended  to  your  perfon. 
Nor  to  no  Roman  elfe :  fo  tell  them,  Publius. 

Cas.  And  leave  us,  Publius  ;  left  that  the  people, 
Rufhing  on  us,  ftiould  do  your  age  fome  mifchief 

Bru.  Do  fo  ;— and  let  no  man  abide  this  deed. 
But  we  the  doers. 

Re-enter  Trebonius. 

Cas.  Where's  Antony  ? 

Tre.  Fled  to  his  houfe  amaz'd : 
Men,  wives,  and  children,  ftare,  cry  out,  and  run. 
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As  it  were  doomfday. 

Bru.  Fates  I  we  will  know  your  pleafures : — 
That  we  (hall  die,  we  know  ;  'tis  but  the  time, 
And  drawing  days  out,  that  men  ftand  upon. 

Cjfs.  Why,  he  that  cuts  oflF  twenty  years  of  life, 
Cuts  oflF  fo  many  years  of  fearing  death. 

Bru.  Grant  that,  and  then  is  death  a  benefit : 
So  are  we  Caefar's  friends,  that  have  abridged 
His  time  of  fearing  death — Stoop,  Romans,  ftoop. 
And  let  us  bathe  our  hands  in  Caefar's  blood 
Up  to  the  elbows,  and  befmear  our  fwords  : 
Then  walk  we  forth,  even  to  the  market-place  ; 
And,  waving  our  red  weapons  o'er  our  heads, 
Let's  all  cry.  Peace !  Freedom  !  and  Liberty  ! 

Cjs.  Stoop  then,  and  wafli — How  many  ages  hence. 
Shall  this  our  lofty  fcene  be  aded  over, 
h  dates  unborn,  and  accents  yet  unknown  ? 

Bru.  How  many  times  fhall  Caeiar  bleed  in  fport, 
That  now  on  Pompey's  bafis  lies  along, 
No  worthier  than  the  dull  ? 

Cjs.  So  oft  as  that  fhall  be, 
So  often  fhall  the  knot  of  us  be  call'd 
The  men  that  gave  our  country  liberty. 
Dec.  What,  fhall  we  forth  ? 
Cas.  Ay,  every  man  away  : 
Brutus  (hall  lead ;  and  we  will  grace  his  heels 
With  the  moft  boldeft  and  beft  hearts  of  Rome* 
Enter  a  Serfjnt. 
^Kv.  Soft,  who  comes  here  ?  A  friend  of  Antony's, 
^ur.  Thus,  Brutus,  did  my  mafter  bid  me  kneel ; 
^^  did  Mark  Antony  bid  me  fall  down ; 
And,  being  proflrate,  thus  he  bade  me  fay. 
1  Brutus  is  noble,  wife,  valiant,  and  honefl ; 
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Caefar  was  mighty,  bold,  royal,  and  loving : 

Say,  I  love  Brutus,  and  I  honour  him ; 

Say,  I  fear'd  Caefar,  honoured  him,  and  lov'd  him. 

If  Brutus  will  vouchfafe,  that  Antony 

May  fafely  come  to  him,  and  be  refolv^d 

How  Caefar  hath  deferv'd  to  lie  in  death, 

Mark  Antony  fhall  not  love  Caefai:  dead 

So  well  as  Brutus  living ;  but  will  follow 

The  fortunes  and  affairs  of  noble  Brutus, 

Thorough  the  hazards  of  this  untrod  ftate. 

With  all  true  faith.     So  fays  my  mafter  Antony. 
Bru.  Thy  mafter  is  a  wife  and  valiant  Roman; 

I  never  thought  him  worfe. 

Tell  him,  fo  pleafe  him  come  unto  this  place, 

He  fhall  be  fatisfied  ;  and,  by  my  honour. 

Depart  untouched. 

Serf.  Til  fetch  him  prefently.  [£xr/  Sekt^ 

Bru.  I  know,  that  we  (hall  have  him  well  to  friend, 
CjIs.  I  wifh,  we  may :  but  yet  have  I  a  mind. 

That  fears  him  much  ;  and  my  mifgiving  flill 

Falls  fhrewdly  to  the  purpofe. 

Re-enter  j^ntont. 
Bru.  But  here  comes  Antony. — Welcome,  MarkAo^ 
j4nt.  O  mighty  Caefar !  Doft  thou  lie  fo  low  ?    [tony. 

Are  all  thy  conquefts,  glories,  triumphs,  fpoils. 

Shrunk  to  this  little  meafure  ? — Fare  thee  well.— 

I  know  not,  gentlemen,  what  you  intend. 

Who  elfe  muft  be  let  blood,  who  elfe  is  rank : 

If  I  myfelf,  there  is  no  hour  fo  fit 

As  Caefar's  death's  hour  ;  nor  no  inflrument  ' 

Of  half  that  worth,  as  thofe  your  fwords,  made  rich 

With  the  moft  noble  blood  of  all  this  world, 

I  do  befeech  ye,  if  you  bear  me  hard, 
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Now,  whilft  your  purpled  hands  do  reek  and  fmoke, 

Fulfil  your  pleafure.     Live  a  thoufand  years, 

I  /hall  not  find  myfelf  fo  apt  to  die  : 

No  place  will  pleafe  me  fo,  no  mean  of  death. 

As  here  by  Caefar,  and  by  you  cut  off, 

The  choice  and  mafter  fpirits  of  this  age. 

Bku.  O  Antony  !  beg  not  your  death  of  us. 
Though  now  we  mud  appear  bloody  and  cruel. 
As,  by  our  hands,  and  this  our  prefent  ad. 
You  fee  we  do ;  yet  fee  you  but  our  hands. 
And  this  the  bleeding  bufinefs  they  have  done  : 
Our  hearts  you  fee  not,  they  are  pitiful ; 
And  pity  to  the  general  wrong  of  Rome 
(As  fire  drives  out  fire,  fo  pity,  pity,) 
Hath  done  this  deed  on  Caefar.    For  your  part, 
To  you  our  fwords  have  leaden  points,  Mark  Antony  : 
Our  arms,  in  ftrength  of  malice,  and  our  hearts, 
Of  brothers'  temper,  do  receive  you  in 
With  all  kind  love,  good  thoughts,  and  reverence. 

Cas.  Your  voice  (hall  be  as  ftrong  as  any  man's. 
In  the  difpofing  of  new  dignities. 

Bku.  Only  be  patient,  till  we  have  appeas'd 
^The  multitude,  befide  themfelves  with  fear. 
And  then  we  will  deliver  you  the  caufe, 
Why  I,  that  did  love  Caefar  when  I  ftruck  him. 
Rave  thus  proceeded. 

Ant.  I  doubt  not  of  your  wifdom. 
Let  each  man  render  me  his  bloody  hand : 
Firft,  Marcus  Brutus,  will  I  fhake  with  you ; — 

Next,  Caius  Caffius,  do  I  take  your  hand ; 

Now,  Decius  Brutus,  yours ; — now  yours,  Metellus ; 
Yours,  Cinna ; — and,  my  vaUant  Cafca,  yours ; — 
Though  laft,  not  lead  iu  love,  yours,  good  Trebonius. 
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Gentlemen  all, — alas !  what  (hall  I  fay  ? 

My  credit  now  Hands  on  fuch  flippery  ground. 

That  one  of  two  bad  ways  you  muft  conceit  mCj^ 

Either  a  coward,  or  a  flatterer. — 

That  I  did  love  thee,  Caefar,  O,  'tis  true  : 

If  then  thy  fpirit  look  upon  us  now. 

Shall  it  not  grieve  thee,  dearer  than  thy  death. 

To  fee  thy  Antony  making  his  peace, 

Shaking  the  bloody  fingers  of  thy  foes, 

Mofl  noble  !  in  the  prefence  of  thy  corfe  ? 

Had  I  as  many  eyes  as  thou  haft  wounds. 

Weeping  as  faft  as  they  ftream  forth  thy  blood. 

It  would  become  me  better,  than  to  clofe 

In  terms  of  friendftiip  with  thine  enemies. 

Pardon  me,  Julius ! — Here  waft  thou  bay*d,  brave  hart; 

Here  didft  thou  fall ;  and  here  thy  hunters  ftand, 

Sign'd  in  thy  fpoil,  and  crimlbn'd  in  thy  lethe. 

O  world  !  thou  waft  the  foreft  to  this  hart  j 

And  this,  indeed,  O  world,  the  heart  of  thee. — 

How  like  a  deer,  ftricken  by  many  princes, 

Doft  thou  here  lie  ? 

Cas.  Mark  Antony, — 

jiNT.  Pardon  me,  Caius  Caflius  : 
The  enemies  of  Csefar  ftiall  fay  this  ; 
Then,  in  a  friend,  it  is  cold  modefty. 

Cas.  I  blame  you  not  for  praifing  Caefar  fo ; 
But  what  compad  mean  you  to  have  with  us  ? 
Will  you  be  prick'd  in  number  of  our  friends ; 
Or  fliall  we  on,  and  not  depend  on  you  ? 

Ant.  Therefore  I  took  your  hands  ;  but  was,  indeed, 
Swayed  from  the  point,  by  looking  down  on  Ceefar. 
Friends  am  I  with  you  all,  and  love  you  all ; 
Upon  this  hope,  that  you  ihall  give  me  reafons^ 
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"Why,  and  wherein,  Caefar  was  dangerous. 

Brv.  Or  elfe  were  this  a  favage  fpedacle  : 
Our  reafons  are  fo  full  of  good  regard. 
That  were  you,  Antony,  the  fon  of  Caefar, 
You  (hould  be  fatisfied. 

Ant.  That's  all  I  feek  : 
And  am  moreover  fuitor,  that  I  may 
I    Produce  his  body  to  the  market-place  ; 
\    And  in  the  pulpit,  as  becomes  a  friend, 
\    Speak  in  the  order  of  his  funeral. 
^       Bru.  You  (hall,  Mark  Antony. 
\      Cas.  Brutus,  a  word  with  you. — 

You  know  not  what  you  do ;  Do  not  confent,      [Afide^ 
Tbat  Antony  fpeak  in  his  funeral : 
Know  you  how  much  the  people  may  be  mov'd 
%  that  which  he  will  utter  ? 
Bru.  By  your  pardon  ;— 
I  will  myfelf  into  the  pulpit  firft, 
And  (how  the  reafon  of  our  Caefar's  death  ; 
'  What  Antony  fhall  fpeak,  I  will  proteft 
I  He  fpeaks  by  leave  and  by  permiffion ; 
^And  that  we  are  contented,  Caefar  fhall 
ave  all  true  rites,  and  lawful  ceremonies. 
:  ihall  advantage  more,  than  do  us  wrong. 
Cas.  I  know  not  what  may  fall ;  I  Uke  it  not. 
Bru.  Mark  Antony,  here,  take  you  Caefar's  body. 
^Tou  ihall  not  in  your  funeral  fpeech  blame  us, 
It  fpeak  all  good  you  can  devife  of  Caefar ; 
fay,  you  do't  by  our  permiffion ; 
ihall  you  not  have  any  hand  at  all 
3ut  his  funeral :  And  you  fhall  fpeak 
the  fame  pulpit  whereto  I  am  going, 
\A&a  mj  fpeech  is  ended. 

X 
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Ant.  Be  it  fo  ; 
I  do  defire  no  more. 

Bru.  Prepare  the  body  then,  and  follow  us. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Asronf 

Ant.  O,  pardon  me,  thou  bleeding  piece  of  earth, 
That  I  am  meek  and  gentle  with  thefe  butchers ! 
Thou  art  the  ruins  of  the  npbleft  man, 
That  ever  lived  in  the  tide  of  times. 
Woe  to  the  hand  that  fhed  this  coftly  blood  ! 
Over  thy  wounds  now  do  I  prophecy, — 
Which,  like  dumb  mouths,  do  ope  their  ruby  lips, 
To  beg  the  voice  and  utterance  of  my  tongue  ; — 
A  curfe  fhall  light  upon  the  limbs  of  men  ; 
Domeftick  fury,  and  fierce  civil  ftrife, 
Shall  cumber  all  the  parts  of  Italy  :  » 

Blood  and  deftrudion  (hall  be  fo  in  ufe, 
And  dreadful  objedts  fo  familiar. 
That  mothers  fhall  but  fmile,  when  they  behold 
Their  infants  quartered  with  the  hands  of  war  ; 
All  pity  chok'd  with  cuflom  of  fell  deeds  : 
And  Caefar's  fpirit,  ranging  for  revenge, 
With  Ate  by  his  fide,  come  hot  from  hell. 
Shall  in  thefe  confines,  with  a  monarch's  voice. 
Cry  Hcnjock^  and  let  flip  the  dogs  of  war  ; 
That  this  foul  deed  fhall  fmell  above  the  earth 
With  carrion  men,  groaning  for  burial. 

Enter  a  Ser  vant. 
You  ferve  Odavius  Caefar,  do  you  not  ? 

Serv.  I  do,  Mark  Antony. 

Ant.  Caefar  did  write  for  him,  to  come  to  Rome. 

Serv.  He  did  receive  his  letters,  and  is  coming : 
And  bid  me  fay  to  you  by  word  of  mouth, — 
O  Caefar !—  \^SeeingtUi^\ 
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Ant.  Thy  heart  is  big  ;  get  thee  apart  and  weep.    . 
•affion,  I  fee,  is  catching ;  for  mine  eyes, 
eeing  thofe  beads  of  forrow  ftand  in  thine, 
legan  to  water.     Is  thy  mafter  coming  ? 

Serf*  He  lies  to-night  within  feven  leagues  of  Rome. 

Jnt.  Poll  back  with  fpeed,  and  tell  him  what  hath 
lere  is  a  mourning  Rome,  a  dangerous  Rome,    [chanc'd : 
h  Rome  of  fafety  for  Odavius  yet ; 
lie  hence,  and  tell  him  fo.     Yet,  ftay  a  while  ; 
liou  (halt  not  back,  till  I  have  borne  this  corfe 
Qto  the  market-place :  there  fhall  I  try, 
1  my  oration,  how  the  people  take 
"he  cruel  iffue  of  thefe  bloody  men  ; 
.ccording  to  the  which,  thou  (halt  difcourfe 
0  young  Odavius  of  the  ftate  of  things, 
end  me  your  hand.  [Exeunt^  with  CjESAR^s  body. 

SCENE  11.    The  fame.     The  Forum, 
titer  BRUTuSyandCjissius,  and  a  throng  of  Citizens.. 
Git.  We  will  be  fatisfied;  let  us  be  fatisfied, 
Bru.  Then  follow  me,  and  give  me  audience,  friends.— 
iflius,  go  you  into  the  other  ftreet, 

ad  part  the  numbers 

tiofe  that  will  hear  me  fpeak,  let  them  ftay  here  ; 
bofe  that  will  follow  Caflius,  go  with  him ; 
nd  public  reafons  (hall  be  rendered 
i  Caefar's  death. 

1  CiT.  I  will  hear  Brutus  fpeak. 

2  CiT.  I  will  hear  Caflius  ;  and  compare  their  reafons, 
^en  feverally  we  hear  them  rendered. 

{Exit  Cassius^  witbfome  of  the  Citizens.     Brutus  goes 

into  the  rqflrum. 
3  ^iT.  The  noble  Brutus  is  afcended  :  Silence  ! 

V0L.V.  R 
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Bru.  Be  patient  till  the  laft. 
Romans,  countrymen,  and  lovers  !  hear  me  for  my  catife; 
and  be  filent,  that  you  may  hear  :  believe  me  for  mine 
honour ;  and  have  refpedl  to  mine  honour^  that  you  may 
believe  :  cenfure  me  in  your  wifdonf> ;  and  awake  your 
fenfes,  that  you  may  the  better  judge:    If  there  be  any 
in  this  aflembly,  any  dear  friend  of  Caelar's,  to  him  I 
fay,  that  Brutus'  love  to  Caefar  was  no  lefs  than  his.    If 
then  that  friend  demand,  why  Brutus  rofe  againft  Caefar, 
this  is  my  anfwer, — Not  that  I  loved  Caefar  lefs,  but  that 
I  loved  Rome  more.  Had  you  rather  Caefar  were  living,    ^ 
and  die  all  Haves- ;  than  that  Caefar  were  dead,  to  live    ! 
all  free  men  ?    As  Caefar  loved  me,  I  weep  for  him ;  as    ^ 
he  was  fortunate,  I  rejoice  at  it ;  as  he  was  vahant,  I  ho- 
nour him :  but,  as  he  was  ambitious,  I  flew  him  :  There 
is  tears,  for  his  love  ;  joy,  for  his  fortune ;  honour,  for 
his  valour  ;  and  death,*  for  his.ambition.     Who  is  here 
fo  bafe,  that  would  be  a  bondman  ?  If  any,  fpeak ;  for 
him  have  I  offended.     Who  is  here  fo  rude,  that  would 
not  be  a  Roman  ?    If  any,  fpeak  ;  for  him  have  I  of- 
fended.    Who  is  here,  fo  vile,  that  will   not  love  his 
country  ?    If  any,  fpeak;  for  him  have  I  offended.    I 
paufe  for  a  reply. 

CiT.  None,  Brutus,  none.         [  fever alfpeaking  at  omt. 

Bru.  Then  none  have  I  ofiended.  I  have  done  no 
more  to  Caefar,  than  you  fhould  do  to  Brutus.  The 
queftion  of  his  death  is  enrolFd  in  the  Capitol :  his  glo- 
ry not  extenuated,  wherein  he  was  worthy  ;  nor  his  of- 
fencqs  enforced,  for  which  he  fuffer^d  death. 

Enter  An  tony  and  Others,  with  Csefar's  body^ 
Here  comes  his  body,  mourned  by  Mark  Antony  :  who, 
though  he  had  no  hand  in  his  death,  (hall  receive  the 
benefit  of  his  dying,  a  place  in  the  commonwealth  ;  As 
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rhich  of  you  fhall  not  ?  With  this  I  depart ;  That,  as  I 
ew  my  beft  laver  for  the  good  of  Rome,  I  have  the  fame 
agger  for  myfelf,  when  it  fli^U  pleafe  my  country  to 
eed  my  death. 
CiT.  Live,  Brutus,  Uve !  live  ! 

1  Cir.  Bring  him  with  triumph  home  unto  his  houfe. 

2  Cir.  Give  him  %  ftatue  with  his  anceflors, 

3  Cir.  Let  him  be  Caefar. 

4  Cir,  Caefar's  better  parts 

hall  now  be  crown'd  in  Brutus.  [clamours. 

1  Cir.  We'll  bring  him  to  his  houfe  with  fhouts  and 
Bru.  My  countrymen, — 

2  Cir.  Peace ;  filence  !  Brutus  fpeaks. 
I  Cir.  Peace,  ho ! 

Bru.  Good  countrymen,  let  me  depart  alone, 
Vnd,  for  my  fake,  flay  here  with  Antony  : 
Do  grace  to  Caefar's  corpfe,  and  grace  his  fpeech 
Pending  to  Caefar's  glories  ;  which  Mark  Antony, 
5y  our  permiflion  is  allowed  to  make, 
do  entreat  you,  not  a  man  depart, 
>ave  I  alone,  till  Antony  have  fpoke.  \^Exit. 

I  Cir.  Stay,  ho !  and  let  us  hear  Mark  Antony- 

3  Cir.  Let  him  go  up  into  the  public  chair ; 
We'll  hear  him : — Noble  Antony,  go  up. 

ANr.  For  Brutus'  fake,  I  am  beholden  to  you. 

^Cir.  What  does  he  fay  of  Brutus  ? 

3  Cir.  He  fays,  for  Brutus'  fake, 
ie  finds  himfelf  beholden  to  us  all. 

4  Cir.  'Twere  befl  he  fpeak  no  harm  of  Brutus  here. 
I  Cir.  Tliis  Caefar  was  a  tyrant. 

3  Cir.  Nay,  that's  certain  : 
7c  are  blefs'd,  that  Rome  is  rid  of  him. 
2  Cir.  Peace ;  let  us  hear  what  Antony  can  fay,    ' 
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Ant.  You  gentle  Romans, — 

Cir.  Peace,  ho  !  let  us  hear  him. 

A^r.  Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend  me  yourca 
I  come  to  bury  Csefar,  not  to  praife  him. 
The  evil,  that  men  do,  lives  after  them  ; 
The  good  is  oft  interred  with  their  bones ; 
So  let  it  be  with  Caefar.     The  noble  Brutus 
Hath  told  you,  Csefar  was  ambitious ; 
If  it  were  fo,  it  was  a  grievous  fault } 
And  grievouily  hath  Caefar  anfwer'd  it. 
Here,  under  leave  of  Brutus,  and  the  reft^ 
(For  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man ; 
So  are  they  all,  all  honourable  men ;) 
Come  I  to  fpeak  in  Caefar's  funeral. 
He  was  my  friend,  faithful  and  juft  to  me  : 
But  Brutus  fays,  he  was  ambitious  ; 
And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 
He  hath  brought  many  captives  home  to  Rome, 
Whofe  ranfoms  did  the  general  coffers  fill  : 
Did  this  in  Caefar  feem  ambitious  ? 
When  that  the  poor  have  cried,  Caefar  hath  wept: 
Ambition  fliould  be  made  of  fterner  fluff:- 
Yet  Brutus  fays,  he  was  ambitious  ; 
And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 
You  all  did  fee,  that,  on  the  Lupercal, 
I  thrice  prefented  him  a  kingly  crown. 
Which  he  did  thrice  refufe.     Was  this  ambition? 
Yet  Brutus  fays,  he  was  ambitious ; 
And,  fure,  he  is  an  honourable  man. 
I  fpeak  not  to  difprove  what  Brutus  fpoke. 
But  here  I  am.  to  fpeak  what  I  do  know. 
You  all  did  love  him  once,  not  without  caufe ; 
What  caufe  withholds  you  then  to  mourn  for  hini  ? 
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judgement,  thou  art  fled  to  brutifh  beafts, 

ad  men  have  loft  their  reafon  ! — Bear  with  me  ; 

jr  heart  is  in  the  coffin  there  with  Caefar, 

id  I  muft  paufe  till  it  come  back  to  me. 

1  CiT.  Methinks,  there  is  much  reafon  in  his  fayings. 

iCiT.  If  thou  confider  rightly  of  the  matter, 

cfar  has  had  great  wrong. 

3  Cir.  Has  he,  mafters  ? 

fear,  there  will  a  worfe  come  in  his  place.         [crown ; 

4  CiT.  Mark'd  ye  his  words  ?    He  would  not  take  the 
herefore,  'tis  certain,  he  was  not  ambitious. 

1  CiT.  If  it  be  found  fo,  fome  will  dear  abide  it. 

2  CiT.  Poor  foul !  his  eyes  are  red  as  fire  with  weeping. 

3  CiT.  There's  not  a  nobler  man  in  Rome,  than  Antony. 
\CiT.  Now  mark  him,  he  begins  again  to  fpeak. 
Ant.  But  yefterday  the  word  of  Caefar  might 

ve  ftood  againft  the  world  :  now  lies  he  there, 
d  none  fo  poor  to  do  him  reverence, 
nafters  !  If  I  were  difpos'd  to  ftir 
jr  hearts  and  minds  to  mutiny  and  rage, 
lould  do  Brutus  wrong,  and  Caffius  wrong, 
10,  you  all  know,  are  honourable  men : 
ill  nor  do  them  wrong ;   I  rather  choofe 
wrong  the  dead,  to  wrong  myfelf,  and  you, 
m  1  will  wrong  fuch  honourable  men. 
:  here's  a  parchment,  with  the  feal  of  Caefar, 
)und  it  in  his  clofet,  'tis  his  will  : 
tbut  the  commons  hear  this  teftament, 
n:iich,  pardon  me,  I  do  not  'mean  to  read,) 
id  they  would  go  and  kifs  dead  Csefar's  wounds, 
i^d  dip  their  napkins  in  his  facred  blood  ; 
^,  beg  a  hair  of  him  for  memory, 
^^d,  dying,  mention  it  witKin  their  wills, 
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Bequeathing  it,  as  a  rich  legacy, 
Unto  their  iffue. 

4  Cir.  We'll  hear  the  will :  Read  it,  Mark  Antony. 

Cir.  The  will,  the  will ;  we  will  hear  Caefar's  will. 

Ant.  Have  patience,  gentle  friends,  I  muft  not  read  it; 
It  is  not  meet  you  know  how  Caefar  lov'd  you. 
You  are  not  wood,  you  are  not  ftones,  but  men; 
And,  being  men,  hearing  the  will  of  Caefar, 
It  will  inflame  you,  it  will  make  you  mad : 
'Tis  good  you  know  not  that  you  are  his  heirs  ; 
For  if  you  fhould,  O,  what  would  come  of  it ! 

4  CiT.  Read  the  will ;  we  will  hear  it,  Antony; 
You  fhall  read  us  the  will ;  Caefar's  will. 

Ant.  Will  you  be  patient  ?  Will  you  flay  a  while? 
I  have  o'er-fhot  myfelf,  to  tell  you  of  it. 
I  fear,  I  wrong  the  honourable  men. 
Whole  daggers  have  ftabb'd  Caefar  :  I  do  fear  it. 

4  Cjt.  They  were  traitors  :  Honourable  men ! 

Cir.  The  will !  the  teflament ! 

2  Cir.  They  were  villains,  murderers  :  The  will!  read 
the  will ! 

j4Nr.  You  will  compel  me  then  to  read  the  will  ? 
Then  make  a  ring  about  the  corpfe  of  Caefar, 
Anil  lee  me  fhow  you  him  that  made  the  will. ' 
Shall  I  defcend  ?  And  will  you  give  me  leave  ? 

Cir.  Come  down, 

2  Cir.  Defcend.  [He  comes  down  from  tbepul^* 

3  Cir.  You  fhall  have  leave. 

4  Cir.  A  ring  ;  ftandVound. 

1  Cir.  Stand  from  the  hearfe,  ftand  from  the  body- 

2  Cir.  Room  for  Antony  ; — moft  noble  Antony. 
^Nr.  Nay,  prefs  not  fo  upon  me ;  (land  for  off. 
Cir*  Stand  back !  room  !  bear  back  ! 
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Ant.  If  you  have  tears,  prepare  to  fhed  them  now, 

3U  all  do  know  this  mantle :  I  remember 

he  firft  time  ever  Caefar  put  it  on  ; 

was  on  a  fummer's  evening,  in  his  tent ; 

hat  day  he  overcame  the  Nervii : — 

00k !  in  this  place,  ran  Caflius'  dagger  through : 

ce,  what  a  rent  the  envious  Cafca  made  : 

hrough  this,  the  well-beloved  Brutus  ftabb'd ; 

ind,  as  he  pluck'd  his  curfed  fteel  away, 

lark  how  the  blood  of  Caefar  followed  it ; 

Lsnifliing  out  of  doors,  to  be  refolv'd 

f  Brutus  fo  unkindly  knocked,  or  no  ; 

or  Brutus,  as  you  know,  was  Caefar's  angel : 

adge,  O  you  gods,  how  dearly  Caefar  lov'd  him  ! 

his  was  the  moft  unkindeft  cut  of  all  : 

or  when*  the  noble  Caefar  faw  him  ftab, 

igratitude,  more  ftrong  than  traitors'  arms, 

;uite  vanquifli'd  him  :  then  burft  his  mighty  heart ; 

Jid,  in  his  mantle  muffling  up  his  face, 

ven  at  the  bafe  of  Pompey's  ftatua, 

iTiich  all  the  while  ran  blood,  great  Caefar  fell. 

,  what  a  fall  was  there,  my  countrymen  ! 

hen  T,  and  you,  and  all  of  us  fell  down, 

•Tiilfl;  bloody  treafon  flourifh'd  over  us. 

>,  now  you  weep  ;  and,  I  perceive,  you  feel 

"he  dint  of  pity  :  thefe  are  gracious  drops. 

and  fouls,  what,  weep  you,  when  you  but  behold 

)ur  Caefar's  vefture  wounded  ?  Look  you  here, 

Here  is  himfelf,  marrM,  as  you  fee,  with  traitors. 

1  Cir.  O  piteous  fpedacle ! 

2  Cir.O  noble  Caefar! 

3  Oir.  O  woful  day  ! 
4Cif.  O  traitors,  villains  ! 
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1  CiT.  O  mod  bloody  fight ! 

2  CiT.  We  will  be  reveng'd:  revenge;  about, — ^feek,-^ 
bum, — fire, — ^kill, — ^flay ! — let  not  a  traitor  live. 

j4nt.  Stay,  countrymen. 

1  CiT.  Peace  there : — Hear  the  noble  Antony. 

2  C/r.  We'll  hear  him,we'llfollowhim,  we'll  die  withhim. 
j4nt.  Good  friends,  fweet  friends,  let  me  not  ftir  youup 

To  fuch  a  fudden  flood  of  mutiny. 

They,  that  have  done  this  deed,  are  honourable ; 

What  private  griefs  they  have,  alas,  I  know  not. 

That  made  them  do  it ;  they  are  wife,  and  honourable, 

And  will,  no  doubt,  with  reafons  anfwer  you. 

I  come  not,  friends,  to  fteal  away  your  hearts  ; 

I  am  no  orator,  as  Brutus  is : 

But,  as  yo\j  know  me  all,  a  plain  blunt  man. 

That  love  my  friend ;  and  that  they  know  full  well 

That  gave  me  public  leave  to  fpeak  of  him. 

For  I  have  neither  wit,  nor  words,  nor  worth, 

Adion,  nor  utterance,  nor  the  power  of  fpeech, 

To  ftir  men's  blood  :  I  only  fpeak  right  on  ; 

I  tell  you  that,  which  you  yourfelves  do  know ; 

Show  you  fweet  Csefar's  wounds, poor,  poor  dumb  mouths, 

And  bid  them  fpeak  for  me  :  But  were  I  Brutus, 

And  Brutus  Antony,  there  were  an  Antony 

Would  ruffle  up  your  fpirits,  and  put  a  tongue 

In  every  wound  of  Caefar,  that  fliould  move 

The  ftones  of  Rome  to  rife  and  mutiny, 

CiT.  We'll  mutiny. 

I  CiT.  We'll  bum  tlie  houfe  of  Brutus. 

3  CiT.  Away,  then,  come,  feek  the  confpirators. 
j^NT.  Yet  hear  me,  countrymen ;  yet  hear  me  fpeak, 
CiT.  Peace,  ho  !  Hear  Antony,  moft  noble  Antony. 
j4nt.  Why  friends,  you  go  to  do  you  know'not  what 
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Tierein  hath  Caefar  thus  deferv'd  your  loves  ? 

las,  you  know  not : — I  muft  tell  you  then  : — 

)u  have  forgot  the  will  I  told  you  of. 

CiT.  Moft  true ; — the  will; — let's  flay,  and  hear  the  will* 

Ant.  Here  is  the  will,  and  under  CsefarVfeal. 

)  every  Roman  citizen  he  gives, 

)  every  feveral  man,  feventy-five  drachmas, 

2  Cir.  Moft  noble  Caefar  ! — ^We'll  revenge  his  deatlu 

3  CiT.  O  royal  Caefar  ! 

i^ivr.  Hear  me  with  patience. 

CiT.  Peace,  ho ! 

AiVT.  Moreover,  he  hath  left  you  all  his  walks, 

is  private  arbours,  and  new-planted  orchards, 

n  this  fide  Tiber  ;  he  hath  left  them  you, 

nd  to  your  heirs  for  ever  ;  common  pleafures, 

owalk  abroad,  and  recreate  yourfelves. 

iere  was  a  Caefar  :  When  comes  fuch  another  ? 

I  Cjt.  Never,  never  : — Come,  away,  away  : 
Ml  burn  his  body  in  the  holy  place, 
\nd  with  the  brands  fire  the  traitors'  houfes. 
Take  up  the  body. 

tCiT.  Go,  fetch  fire. 

3  CiT.  Pluck  down  benches. 

4C/r.  Pluck  down  forms,  windows,  any  thing. 

[Exeunt  Citizens^  with  the  body. 

Am.  Now  let  it  work  :  Mifchief,  thou  art  afoot, 
Take  thou  what  courfe  thou  wilt ! — How  now,  fellow  ? 
Enter  a  Servant. 

Serf.  Sir,  06bvius  is  already  come  to  Rome. 

Ant.  Where  is  he  ? 

Serf.  He  and  Lepidus  are  at  Caefar's  houfe. 

Ant.  And  thither  will  I  ftraight  to  vifit  him ; 
[e  comes  upon  a  wifh.    Fortune  is  merry, 
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And  in  this  mood  will  give  us  any  thing. 
Serf.  I  heard  him  fay,  Brutus  and  Gaflius 

Are  rid  like  madmen  through  the  gates  of  Rome. 
Ant.  Belike,  they  had  fome  notice  of  the  people, 

How  I  had  mov'd  them.    Bring  me  to  Odavius.   [Excu 

SCENE  III.    tie  fame.    A  Street. 
Enter  CiNNA  the  Poet. 
CiN.  I  dreamt  to-night,  that  I  did  feaft  with  Cafer, 
And  things  unluckily  charge  my  fantafy  ; 
I  have  no  will  to  wander  forth  of  doors, 
Yet  fomething  leads  me  forth. 

Enter  Citizens* 
I-  CiT.  What  is  your  name  ? 

2  CiT.  Whither  are  you  going  ? 

3  CiT.  Where  do  you  dwell  ? 

4  Cjt.  Are  you  a  married  man  or  a  bachelor  ? 

2  CiT.  Anfwer  every  man,  diredlly. 

1  CiT.  Ay,  and  briefly. 
4  CiT.  Ay,  and  wifely. 

3  CiT.  Ay,  and  truly,  you  were  bed. 

CiN.  What  is  my  name?  Whither  am  I  going?  Wh 
do  I  dwell?  Am  I  a  married  man,  or  a  bachelor?  Thei 
anfwer  every  man  diredly,  and  briefly,  wifely,  and  tr 
Wifely  I  fay,  I  am  a  bachelor. 

2  CiT.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  they  are  fools 
marry: — ^You'll  bear  me  a  ban^  for  that,  I  fear.  Proo 
diredly. 

CiN.  Diredly,  I  am  going  to  Caefar's  funen^I. 

1  CiT.  As  a  friend,  or  an  enemy  ? 
CiN.  As  a  friend. 

2  CiT.  That  matter  is  anfwer'd  diredly. 

4  CiT.  For  your  dwelling, — ^briefly. 
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CiN.  Briefly,  I  dwell  by  the  Capitol. 
^  3  Cir.  Your  name,  fir,  truly. 

CiN.  Truly,  my  name  is  Cinna. 
r:.  I  Cir.  Tear  him  to  pieces,  he's  a  confpirator. 

'jL         CiN.  I  am  Cinna  the  poet,  I  am  Cinna  the  poet. 
^         4.  CiT.  Tear  him  for  his  bad  verfes,  tear  him  for  his 
bad  verfes. 

CiN.  I  am  not  Cinna  the  confpirator. 

^         CiT.  It  is  no  matter,  his  name's  Cinna ;  pluck  but  his 

name  out  of  his  heart,  and  turn  him  going. 

,        3  CiT.  Tear  him,  tear  him.    Come,  brands,  ho !  fire- 

^    brands.   To  Brutus',  to  Caflius' ;  burn  all.    Some  to  De- 

\    ci\is'  houfe,  and  fome  to  Cafca's ;  fome  to  Ligarius':  away; 

\    go.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE  I.    Hbefame.    A  Room  in  Antonyms  boufe. 
^^'TONT,  OcTAFius,  ond  Lepidu s^  fcotcd  at  a  table. 

A^r.  Thefe  many  then  fliall  die;  their  names  are  prick'd. 
^<:t.  Your  brother  too  muft  die;  Confent  you,Lepidus? 
Lijf.  I  do  confent. 
Ocr.^  Prick  him  down  Antony. 
Li?.  Upon  condition  Publius  fhall  not  live, 
STho  is  your  filler's  fon,  Mark  Antony. 

Akt.  He  fhall  not  live ;  look,  with  a  fpot  I  damn  him. 
Bat,  Lepidus,  go  you  to  Caefar's  houfe ; 
fetch  the  will  hither,  and  we  will  determine 
How  to  cut  off  fome  charge  in  legacies. 
Lep.  What,  fhall  I  find  you  here  ? 
Ocr.  Or  here,  or  at 
The  Capitol.  \Exit  Lepidus. 

Ant.  This  is  a  flight  immeritable  man, 
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Meet  to  be  fent  on  errands :  Is  it  fit, 

The  three-fold  world  divided,  he  fliould  Hand 

One  of  the  tree  to  fliare  it  ? 

Oct.  So  you  thought  him ; 
And  took  his  voice  who  fhould  be  prick'd  to  die. 
In  our  black  fentence  and  profcription. 

Ant.  Odavius,  I  have  feen  more  days  than  you: 
And  though  we  lay  thefe  honours  on  this  man, 
To  eafe  ourfelves  of  divers  llanderous  loads. 
He  fhall  but  bear  them  as  the  afs  bears  gold. 
To  groan  and  fweat  under  the  bufinefs,     . 
Either  led  or  driven,  as  we  point  the  way; 
And  having  brought  our  treafure  where  we  will, 
Then  take  we  down  his  load,  and  turn  him  off, 
Like  to  the  empty  afs,  to  fhake  his  ears. 
And  graze  in  commons, 

Oct.  You  may  do  your  will ; 
But  he's  a  tried  and  vaUant  foldier. 

Ant.  So  is  my  horfe,  Odlavius ;  and,  for  that, 
I  do  appoint  him  ftore  of  provender. 
It  is  a  creature  that  I  teach  to  fight. 
To  wind,  to  flop,  to  run  diredly  on ; 
His  corporal  motion  governed  by  my  fpirit. 
And,  in  fome  tafle,  is  Lepidus  but  fo ; 
He  mufl  be  taught,  and  train'd,  and  bid  go  forth : 
A  barren-fpirited  fellow ;  one  that  feeds 
On  objeds,  arts,  and  imitations ; 
Which,  out  of  ufe,  and  flal'd  by  other  men. 
Begin  his  fafhion :  Do  not  talk  of  him. 
But  as  a  property.    And  now,  Odavius, 

Liflen  great  things Brutus  and  Caffius, 

Are  levying  powers  :  we  mufl  flraight  make  head  ; 
Therefore  let  our  alliance  be  combined, 
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left  friends  made,  and  our  beft  means  ftrttch^d  out; 

let  us  prefently  go  fit  in  council, 

covert  matters  may  be  beft  difclos'd, 

open  perils  fureft  anfwered. 

r.  Let  us  do  fo :  for  we  are  at  the  ftake, 

bay'd  about  with  many  enemies ; 

fome,  that  fmile,  have  in  their  hearts,  I  fear, 

)ns  of  mifchief.  [Exeunt. 

^E  IL    Before  Brutus*  tent,  in  the  camp  near  Sardis. 
f.    Enter  Brutus,  Lucilius,  Lucius,  and  Soldiers: 

T'lTiNius  and  Pindarus  meeting  them. 
lu.  Stand  here. 

T.  Give  the  word,  ho !  and  ftand. 
w.  What  now,  Lucilius  ?  is  Caflius  near  ? 
7C.  He  is  at  hand ;  and  Pindarus  is  come 
lo  you  falutation  from  his  mafter. 

[Pindarus  gives  a  letter  to  Brutus. 

Ru.  He  greets  me  well Your  matter,  Pindarus, 

is  own  change,  or  by  ill  officers, 

1  given  me  fome  worthy  caufe  to  wifh 

igs  done,  undone  :  but,  if  he  be  at  hand, 

ill  be  fatisfied. 

IN.  I  do  not  doubt, 

that  my  noble  mafter  will  appear 

1  as  he  is,  full  of  regard,  and  honour. 

RU.  He  is  not  doubted A  word,  Lucilius ; 

7  he  received  you,  let  me  be  refolvM. 

uc.  With  courtefy,  and  with  refped  enough ; 

not  with  fuch  familiar  inftances, 

with  fuch  free  and  friendly  conference, 

le  hath  us'd  of  old. 

RU.  Thou  haft  defcrib'd 
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A  hot  friend  cooling :  Ever  note,  Lncilius, 
When  love  begins  to  ficken  and  decay, 
It  ufeth  an  enforced  ceremony. 
There  are  no  tricks  in  plain  and  iimple  faith : 
But  hollow  men,  like  horfes  hot  at  hand, 
Make  gallant  fhow  and  promife  of  their  mettle : 
But  when  they  Ihould  endure  the  bloody  fpur. 
They  fall  their  crefts,  and,  like  deceitful  jades. 
Sink  in  the  trial.    Comes  his  army  on  ? 

Luc.  They  mean  this  night  in  Sardis  to  be  quartered; 
The  greater  part^  the  horfe  in  general, 
Are  come  with  Caffius.  [March  within. 

Bru.  Hark,  he  is  arrived  : — 
March  gently  on  to  meet  him. 

Enter  Cjissrus  and  Soldiers. 

Cas.  Stand,  ho  ! 

Brv.  Stand,  ho  !  Speak  the  word  along. 

Within.  Stand. 

Within.  Stand. 

Within.  Stand. 

Cas.  Mod  noble  brother,  you  have  done  mc  wrong- 

Bru.  Judge  me,  you  gods !  Wrong  I  mine  enemies? 
And,  if  not  fo,  how  fhould  I  wrong  a  brother  ? 

Cas.  Brutus,  this  fober  form  of  yours  hides  wrongs} 
And  when  you  do  them — 

Brv.  Caffius,  be  content, 
Speak  your  griefs  foftly, — I  do  know  you  well :— - 
Before  the  eyes  of  both  our  armies  hdre. 
Which  Ihould  perceive  nothing  but  love  from  us. 
Let  us  not  wrangle  :  Bid  them  move  away  ; 
Then  in  my  tent,  Caffius,  enlarge  your  griefs^ 
And  I  will  give  you  audience. 

Cas.  Pindarus, 
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id  our  commanders  lead  their  charges  off 
.  little  from  this  ground. 
Bru.  Lucilius,  do  the  like ;  and  let  no  man 
ome  to  our  tent,  till  we  have  done  our  conference, 
^t  Lucius  and  Titinius  guard  our  door.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.   Within  the  tent  of  Brv TVS. 
Ltscivs  andTiriNivsatfomediJiancefromit. 
Enter  Brutus  and CjISsius. 
Cas.  That  you  have  wrong'd  me,  doth  appear  in  this: 
You  have  condemned  and  noted  Lucius  Pella, 
For  taking  bribes  here  of  the  Sardians ; 
Wherein,  my  letters,  praying  on  his  fide, 
Becaufe  I  knew  the  man,  were  flighted  off. 

Bzu^  You  wrong'd  yoiurfelf,  to  write  in  fuch  a  cafe. 

Cas.  In  fuch  a  time  as  this,  it  is  not  meet 
That  every  nice  offence  fliould  bear  his  comment. 

Bku.  Let  me  tell  you,  Caffius,  you  yourfelf 
Are  much  condemned  to  have  an  itching  palm ; 
To  fell  and  mart  your  offices  for  gold> 
To  undefcrvers. 

Cas.  I  an  itching  palm  ? 
You  know,  that  you  are  Brutus  that  fpeak  this, 
^,  by  the  gods,  this  fpeech  were  clfc  your  hft 

Bku.  The  name  of  Caffius  honours  this  corruption. 
And  chaflifement  doth  therefore  hide  his  head. 

Cas.  Chaflifement  \ 

Bru.  Remember  March,  the  ides  of  March  remember! 
■Did not  great  Julius  bleed  for  juiikice*  fake  ? 
What  villain  touch'd  his  body,  that  did  flab, 
And  not  for  juflice  ?  What,  fhall  one  of  us,  . 
That  flruck  the  foremofl  man  of  all  this  world, 
But  for  fupporting  robbers  ;  fhall  wc  now 
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Contaminate  our  fingers  with  bafe  bribes  ? 
And  fell  the  mighty  fpace  of  our  large  honours. 
For  fo  much  trafh,  as  may  be  grafped  thus  ? — 
I  had  rather  be  a  dog,  and  bay  the  moon, 
Than  fuch  a  Roman. 

Cj4s.  Brutus,  bay  not  me, 
I'll  not  endure  it :  you  forget  yourfelf. 
To  hedge  me  in  ;  I  am  a  foldier,  I, 
Older  in  praftice,  abler  than  yourfelf 
To  make  conditions. 

Bru.  Go  to ;  you're  not,  Caflius. 

Cjs.  I  am. 

Bru.  I  fay,  you  are  not. 

Cjis.  Urge  me  no  more,  I  fhall  forget  myfelf ; 
Have  mind  upon  your  health,  tempt  me  no  further. 

Bru.  Away,  flight  man  ! 

Cjis.  Is't  poflible  ? 

Bru.  Hear  me,  for  I  will  fpeak. 
Mud  I  give  way  and  room  to  your  rafli  choler  ? 
Shall  I  be  frighted,  when  a  madman  flares  ? 

Cj4s.  O  ye  gods  !  ye  gods  !  Muft  I  endure  all  this  ? 

Bru.  All  this  ?  ay,  more  :    Fret,  till  your  proud  heart 
Go,  fliow  your  flaves  how  choleric  you  are,         [break] 
And  make  your  bondmen  tremble.     Muft  I  budge  I 
Mufl  I  obferve  you  ?  Mufl  I  fland  and  crouch 
Under  your  tefly  humour  ?  By  the  gods. 
You  fliall  digefl  the  venom  of  your  fpleen. 
Though  it  do  fplit  you :  for,  from  this  day  forth, 
I'll  ufe  you  for  my  mirth,  yea,  for  my  laughter. 
When  you  are  wafpifli. 

Cjs.  Is  it  come  to  this  ? 

Bru.  You  fay,  you  are  a  better  foldier  : 
Let  it  appear  fo ;  make  your  vaunting  true, 
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d  it  fhall  pleafe  me  well :  For  mine  own  part, 

lall  be  glad  to  learn  of  noble  men. 

Cas.  You  wrong  me  every  way,  you  wrong  me,  Brutus  j 

aid,  an  elder  foldier,  not  a  better  : 

id  I  fay,  better  ? 

Bku.  If  you  did,  I  care  not.  [me.' 

Cas.  When  Csefar  liv'd,  he  durft  not  thus  have  mov'd 

Bru.  Peace,  peace;  you  durft  not  fo  have  tempted  him. 

Cjs.  I  durft  not  ? 

Bku.  No. 

Cjs.  What  ?  durft  not  tempt  him  ? 

Bru.  For  your  life  you  durft  not. 

Cjs.  Do  not  prefume  too  much  upon  my  love, 

may  do  that  I  ftiall  be  forry  for. 

Bru.  You  have  done  that  you  ftiould  be  forry  for. 

ere  is  no  terror,  Caffius,  in  your  threats  ; 

•  I  am  arm'd  fo  ftrong  in  honefty. 

It  they  pafs  by  me,  as  the  idle  wind, 

ich  I  refped  not.     I  did  fend  to  you 

certain  fums  of  gold,  which  you  deny'd  me  ;— 

I  can  raife  no  money  by  vile  means  : 

beaven,  I  had  rather  coin  my  heart, 

I  drop  my  blood  for  drachmas,  than  to  wring 

n  the  hard  hands  of  peafants  their  vile  trafh, 

my  indiredlion.     I  did  fend 

jrou  for  gold  to  pay  my  legions, 

ich  you  deny'd  me  :  Was  that  done  like  Caffius  ? 

aid  I  have  anfwer*d  Caius  Caffius  fo  ? 

en  Marcus  Brutus  grows  fo  covetous, 

lock  fuch  rafcal  counters  from  his  friends, 

•eady,  gods,  with  all  your  thunderbolts, 

1  him  to  pieces  I 

^s.  I  deny'd  you  not. 

oju  V.  S 
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Bru.  You  did. 

Cjis.  I  did  not : — he  was  but  a  fool,  [he 

That  brought  my  anfwer  back. — ^Brutus  hath  riv'd 
A  friend  fhould  bear  his  friend's  infirmities, 
But  Brutus  makes  mine  greater  than  they  are. 

Bru.  I  do  not,  till  you  praftife  them  on  me. 

Cjfs.  You  love  me  not. 

Bru.  I  do  not  like  your  faults. 

Cjis.  A  friendly  eye  could  never  fee  fuch  faults. 

Bru.  a  flatterer's  would  not,  though  they  do  appc 
As  huge  as  high  Olympus, 

Cas.  Come,  Antony,  and  young  Odavius,  come. 
Revenge  yourfelves  alone  on  Caffius, 
For  Caflius  is  aweary  of  the  world  : 
Hated  by  one  he  loves ;  brav'd  by  his  brother ; 
Check'd  like  a  bondman  ;  all  his  faults  obferv'd. 
Set  in  a  note-book,  leam'd,  and  conn'd  by  rote, 
To  caft  into  my  teeth.     O,  I  could  weep 
My  fpirit  from  mine  eyes  !_*There  is  my  dagger. 
And  here  my  naked  breaft  ;  within,  a  heart 
Dearer  than  Plutus'  mine,  richer  than  gold : 
If  that  thou  be'ft  a  Roman,  take  it  forth ; 
I,  that  deny'd  thee  gold,  will  give  my  heart : 
Strike,  as  thou  didft  at  Caefar ;  for,  I  know, 
When  thou  didft  hate  him  worfl,  thou  lov'dft  him  brt 
Than  ever  thou  lov'dft  Cailius. 

Bru.  Sheath  your  dagger  : 
Be  angry  when  you  will,  it  (hall  have  fcope  ; 
Do  what  you  will,  difhonour  (hall  be  humour. 
O  Caflius,  you  are  yoked  with  a  lamb 
That  carries  anger,  as  the  flint  bears  fire; 
Who,  much  enforced,  fhows  a  hafly  fpark^ 
And  flraight  is  cold  again. 
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CJs.  Hath  Caffius  liv'd 

3  be  but  mirth  and  laughtet  to  his  Brutus, 

''hen  grief,  and  blood  ill-temper'd,  vexeth  him  ? 

Bru.  When  I  fpoke  that,  I  was  ill-temper'd,  too. 

CjIs.  Do  you  confefs  fo  much  ?  Give  me  your  hand. 

Bru.  And  any  heart  too. 

Cjis.  O  Brutus  I — t 

Bru.  What's  the  matter  ^ 

Cas.  Have  you  not  love  enough  to  bear  with  mc, 
Vhen  that  rafh  humour,  which  my  niother  gave  me, 
•lakes  me  forgetful  ? 

Bru.  Yes,  Caffius  ;  and,  hencefbrjth, 
Vhen  you  are  over-eameft  with  your  Brutus, 
le'll  think  your  mother  chides,  and  leave  you  fo. 

[Noife  witbin4 

Poet,  \witbin.']  Let  me  go  in  to  fee  the  generals ; 
rherc  is  fome  grudge  between  them,  'tis  not  meet 
rbey  be  alone. 

bjc.  [within.^  You  (hall  not  come  to  them. 

Poet.  \witbin.'\  Nothing  but  death  Ihall  flay  me. 
Enter  Poet. 

Cas.  How  now  ?  What's  the  matter  ? 

foET.  For  fhame,  you  generals;  What  do  you  mean? 
Love,  and  be  friends,  as  two  fuch  men  fhould  be ; 
ftti  have  feen  more  years,  I  am  fure,  than  ye. 

Cas.  Ha,  ha ;  how  vilely  doth  this  cynick  rhime  ! 

Bku.  Get  you  hence,  firrah ;  faucy  fellow,  hence. 

Cas.  Bear  with  him,  Brutus ;  'tis  his  fafhion* 

^iv.  I'll  kiiow  his  humour,  when  he  knows  his  time  J 
^t  (hould  the  wars  do  with  thefe  jigging  fools  ? 
ftWpanioh,  hence. 

Cij.  Away,  away,  be  gone.  {Exit  Posts 

Enter  Luciiius  and  T'itinius. 

Sij 
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Bru.  Lucilius  and  Titinius,  bid  the  commanders 
Prepare  to  lodge  their  companies  to-night. 

Cas.  And  come  yourfelves,  and  bring  Meflala  with  yon 
Immediately  to  us.  [Exeunt  Lucilius  and  "Tirimus. 

Bru.  Lucius,  a  bowl  of  wine. 

Cas.  I  did  not  think,  you  could  have  been  fo  angiy. 

Bru.  O  Caflius,  I  am  fick  of  many  griefs. 

Cas.  Ofyour  philofophy  you  make  no  ufe. 
If  you  give  place  to  accidental  evils, 

Bru.  No  man  bears  forrow  better  : — Portia  is  dead. 

Cas.  Ha  !  Portia  ? 

Bru.  She  is  dead. 

Cas.  How  'fcap'd  I  killing,  when  I  crofsM  you  fo  ?— ' 

0  infupportable  and  touching  lofs  ! — 
Upon  what  (icknefs  ? 

Bru.  Impatient  of  my  abfence ; 
And  grief,  that  young  Odlavius  with  Mark  Antony 
Have  made  themfelves  fo  ftrong  ; — for  with  her  death 
That  tidings  came  ; — ^With  this  flie  fell  diftrad,  j 

And,  her  attendants  abfent,  fwallow'd  fire.  ' 

Cas.  And  died  fo  ?  :^ 

Bru.  Even  fo.  , 

Cas.  O  ye  immortal  gods !  .  J 

Efiter  Lucius^  with  wine  and  tapers.  \ 

Bru.  Speak  no  more  of  her. Give  me  a  bowl  of  i 

wine  :— 
In  this  I  bury  all  unkindnefs,  Caflius.  [D/idb*^ 

Cas.  My  heart  is  thirfty  for  that  noble  pledge  :— 
Fill,  Lucius,  till  the  wine  o'er-fwell  the  cup  j 

1  cannot  drink  too  much  of  Brutus'  love.  {Dm 

Re-enter  Titinius,  with  Mrs  sal  a.  ^ 

Bru.  Come  in,  Titinius  : — Welcome,  good  Meilala/ 
Now  fit  we  clofe  about  this  taper  here, 
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\iid  call  in  queftion  our  neceflities. 
Cjs.  Portia  !  art  thou  gone  ? 
Bru.  No  more,  I  pray  you. — 
lifeflala,  I  have  here  received  letters, 
rhat  young  Odavius,  and  Mark  Antony, 
3ome  down  upon  us  with  a  mighty  power, , 
Sending  their  expedition  toward  Philippi. 
Mes.  Myfelf  have  letters  of  the  felf-fame  tenour. 
Bru.  With' what  addition  ? 

Mes.  That  by  profcription,  and  bills  of  outlawry, 
Oftavius,  Antony,  and  Lepidus, 
Have  put  to  death  an  hundred  fenator^ 

Bk\j.  Therein  our  letters  do  not  well  agree  ; 
Mine  fpeak  of  feventy  fenators,  that  died 
By  their  profcriptions,  Cicero  being  one, 
Cas.  Cicero  one  ? 
Mes.  Ay,  Cicero  is  dead. 

And  by  that  order  of  profcription 

Had  you  your  letters  from  your  wife,  my  lord  ? 
jBjwt.  No,  Meflala. 

Mes.  Nor  nothing  in  your  letters  writ  of  her  ? 
im.  Nothing,  Meflala. 
Mes.  Tliat,  methinks,  is  ftrange. 
Biv.  Why  afk  you  ?  Hear  you  aught  of  her  in  yours  ? 
Mes.  No,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Now,  as  you  are  a  Roman,  tell  me  true. 
Mes.  Then  like  a  Roman  bear  the  truth  I  tell : 
For  certain  fhe  is  dead,  and  by  ftrange  manner. 

Bru.  Why,  farewell,  Portia We  muft  die,  Meflala : 

With  meditating  that  flie  muft  die  once, 
have  the  patience  to  endure  it  now. 
Mes.  Even  fo  great  men  great  lofles  flioiild  endurCt, 
C4S.  I  have  as  much  of  this  in  art  as  you, 
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But  yet  my  nature  could  not  bear  it  fo. 

Bru.  Well,  to  our  work  alive.     What  do  you  thii 
Of  marching  to  Philippi  prefently  ? 

Cas.  I  do  not  think  it  good. 

Bru.  Your  reafon  ? 

Cas.  This  it  is  : 
•Tis  better  that  the  eneniy  feek  us ; 
So  fliall  he  wafte  his  means,  weary  his  foldiers, 
Doing  himfelf  offence ;  whilft  we,  lying  ftill. 
Are  full  of  reft,  defence,  and  nimblenefs. 

Bru.  Good  reafons  muft,  of  force,  give  place  to  bei 
The  people,  'twixt  !Philippi  and  this  ground. 
Do  ftand  but  in  a  forced  affedion  ; 
For  they  have  grudg'd  us  contribution : 
The  enemy,  marching  along  by  them. 
By  them  fhall  make  a  fuller  number  up. 
Come  on  refrefh'd,  new-added,  and  encouraged ; 
From  which  advantage  fliall  we  cut  them  off. 
If  at  Philippi  we  do  face  him  there, 
Thefe  people  at  our  back. 

Cas.  Hear  me,  good  brother. 

Bru.  Under  your  pardon,  you  muft  note  beftde, 
That  we  have  tried  the  utmoft  of  our  friends,  * 
Our  legions  are  brim-full,  our  caufe  is  ripe : 
The  enemy  increafeth  every  day. 
We,  at  the  height,  are  ready  to  decline. 
There  is  a  tide  in  the  affiiirs  of  men. 
Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to  fortune  i 
Omitted,  all  the  voyage  of  their  life 
Is  bound  in  fliallows,  and  in  miferies* 
On  fuch  a  full  fea  are  we  now  afloat ; 
And  we  muft  take  the  current  when  it  fervcs. 
Of  Iqfe  our  ventures. 
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Cjs.  Then,  with  your  will,  go  on  ; 

ell  along  ourfelves,  and  meet  them  at  Philippi. 

Bru.  The  deep  of  night  is  crept  upon  our  talk, 

id  nature  muft  obey  neceffity  ;     • 

hich  we  will  niggard  with  a  little  reft. 

ere  is  no  more  to  fay  ? 

Qjs.  No  more.     Good  night ; 

rly  to-morrow  will  we  rife,  and  hence.      [Meflala;— 

Bku.  Lucius,  my  gown.  [Exit  Lucius.^  Farewell,  good 

)od  night,  Titinius  : — ^Noble,  noble  Caffius, 

ood  night,  and  godd  repofe. 

Cjs.  O  my  dear  brother  ! 

his  was  an  ill  beginning  of  the  night : 

ever  come  fuch  divifion  'tween  our  fouls ! 

£t  it  not,  Brutus. 

Bru.  Every  thing  is  well. 

Cas.  Good  night,  my  lord. 

Bkv.  Good  night,  good  brother. 

?/r.  Mbs.  Good  night,  lord  Brutxis. 

Bkv.  Farewell^  every  one.     [Exeufit  Cas.  7/r.  and  Mbs. 

Re-^nter  Lucius^  with  the  gown. 
^ive  me  the  gown.    Where  is 'thy  inflrument  ? 

he.  Here  in  the  tent. 

Bvj.  What,  thou  fpeak'ft  drowfily  ? 

oor  knave,  I  i>lame  thee  not ;  thou  art  o'er*watch'd. 

*11  Claudius,  and  fome  other  of  my  jnen ; 

Dlaye  them  fleep.on  cuihions  in  my  tent» 

Lac.  Varro,  and  Claudius  ! 

Eater  Vakkq  and  Claudius. 
Var.  Calls  my  lord  ? 

Bru.  I  pray  you,  firs,  lie  in  my  tent,  and  fleep ; 
Day  be,  I  fbdl  raife  you  by  and  by 
bufinds  to  my  brother  Caifius. 

mj 
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Var.  So  pleafe  you,  we  will  (land,  and  watch  your  pli 

Bru.  I  will  not  have  it  fo:  lie  down,  good  firs;       [fu; 
It  may  be,  I  (hall  otherwife  bethink  me. 
Look,  Lucius,  hereV  the  book  I  fought  for  fo ; 
I  put  it  in  the  pocket  of  my  gowa.      [Servants  He  dffa 

Luc.  I  was  fure,  your  lordfhip  did  not  give  it  me. 

Bru.  Bear  with  me,  good  boy,  I  am  much  forgetful 
Canft  thou  hold  up  thy  heavy  eyes  a  while. 
And  touch  thy  inftrument  a  drain  or  twa? 

Luc.  Ay,  my  lord,  an  it  pleafe  you. 

Bru.  It  does,  my  boy  : 
I  trouble  thee  too  much,  but  thou  art  willing. 

Luc.  It  is  my  duty,  fir. 

Bru.  I  fhould  not  urge  thy  duty  pall  thy  might ; 
I  know,  young  bloods  look  for  a  time  of  reft. 

Luc.  I  have  flept,  my  lord,  already. 
-  Bru.  It  is  well  done  ;  and  thou  (halt  fleep  again) 
I  will  not  hold  thee  long :  if  I  do  live, 
I  will  be  good  to  thee.  [Mujick^  and  afc 

This  is  a  fleepy  tune  :-^0  murd'rous  ilumber ! 
Lay' ft  thou  thy  leaden  mace  upon  my  boy, 
That  plays  thee  mufick  ? — Gentle  knave,  good  night 
I  will  not  do  thee  fo  much  wrong  to  wake  thee. 
If  thou  doft  nod,  thou  break'ft  thy  inftrument ; 
I'll  take  it  from  thee  ;  and,  good  boy,  good  night. 

Let  me  fee,  let  me  fee  ; Is  not  the  leaf  tuxu'd  down 

Where  I  left  reading?  Here  it  is,  I  think.    [Hejksdffi 

Enter  the  Gboft  o/Cjrsar. 
H^w  ill  this  taper  burns ! — Ha !  who  comes  here  ? 
I  think,  it  is  the  weaknefs  of  mine  eyes, 
That  fli^pes  this  monftrous  apparition. 
It  comes  upon  me  : — Art  thou  any  thing  ?  *         ; 
-^rt  thou  fome  god,  fome  angel,  or  fome  deyil,    . 
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hat  mak*ft  my  blood  cold,  and  my  hair  to  flare  ? 
>eak  to  me,  what  thou  art. 
Ghost.  Thy  evil  fpirit,  Brutus. 
Bru.  Why  com'ft  thou  ? 

Ghost.  To  tell  thee,  thou  fhalt  fee  me  at  Philippi. 
Bru.  Well ; 

hen  I  Ihall  fee  thee  again  ? 

Ghost.  Ay,  at  Philippi.  [Ghost  vani/bcs. 

Bru.  Why,  I  will  fee  thee  at  Philippi  then. — 
low  I  have  taken  heart,  thou  vaniflieft  : 
ill  fpirit,  I  would  hold  more  talk  with  thee. — 
Boy !  Lucius !— Varro  !  Claudius  !  Sirs,  awake  I— 
Claudius ! 

Lvc.  The  firings,  my  lord,  are  falfe. 

Bru.  He  thinks,  he  flill  is  at  his  inllrument. — 
Lucius,  awake. 

Loc.  My  lord  I 

Brjj.  Didfl  thou  dream,  Lucius,  that  thou  fo  cry'dft  out? 

Lvc.  My  lord,  I  do  not  know  that  I  did  cry. 

Bku.  Yes,  that  thou  did'fl :  Didll  thou  fee  any  thing  ? 

Luc.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Bku.  Sleep  again,  Lucius. — Sirrah,  Claudius ! 
Mow  thou !  awake. 

f^JR.  My  lord. 

Clau.  My  lord. 

Bru.  Why  did  you  fo  cry  out,  firs,  in  your  fleep  ? 

y^iR.  Clju.  Did  we,  my  lord? 

Brjj.  Ay  ;  Saw  you  any  thing  ? 

Vu.  No,  my  lord,  I  faw  nothing. 

(^uv.  Nor  I,  my  lord. 

Brxj.  Go,  and  commend  me  to  my  brother  CafJius  j 
^dhim  fet  on  his  powers  betimes  before, 
And  we  will  follow; 
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Var.  Clau.  It  fliall  be  done,  my  lord.  [Exeu. 

I  .11 

ACT  V. 

SCENE  I.    rbe  Plains  of  Fhih^^i. 

Enter  Octafivs^  An  ton  r,  andtbeir  Army. 

Oct.  Now,  Antony,  our  hopes  are  anfwered : 
You  faid,  the  enemy  would  not  come  down. 
But  keep  the  hills  and  upper  regions  ; 
It  proves  not  fo  :  their  battles  are  at  hand ; 
They  mean  to  warn  us  at  Philippi  here, 
Anfwering  before  we  do  demand  of  them. 

Ant.  Tut,  I  am  in  their  bofoms,  and  I  know 
Wherefore  they  do  it :  they  could  be  content 
To  vifit  other  places  ;  and  come  down 
With  fearful  bravery,  thinking,  by  this  face. 
To  faften  in  our  thoughts  that  they  have  courage ; 
But  'tis  not  fo. 

Enter  a  Mmssbnoer. 

Mbs.  Prepare  you,  generals : 
The  enemy  comes  on  in  gallant  (how ; 
Their  bloody  fign  of  battle  is  hung  out. 
And  fomethirig  to  be  done  immediately. 

Ant.  Odlavius,  lead  your  battle  foftly  on. 
Upon  the  left  hand  of  the  even  field. 

Oct.  Upon  the  right  hand  I,  keep  thou  the  left. 

Ant.  Why  do  you  crofe  me  in  this  exigent  ? 

Oct.  I  do  not  crofs  you  ;  but  I  will  do  fo.       [Marf 

'  Drum.    Enter  Brutus,  Cassius^  and  their  Army; 
LucjLius,  TiTiNius,  MBSSALA^xmdOtbers. 

Bru.  They  ftand,  and  would  have  parley.    . 

Cas.  Stand  faft,  Titinius :  We  muft  out  and  taU^ 

Oct.  Mark  Antony,  fhall  we  give  fign  of  battle  ? 
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jij^T.  No,  Caefar,  wc  will  anfwer  on  their  charge. 
Make  forth,  the  generals  would  have  fome  words. 
Oct.  Stir  not  until  the  fignal. 
£ru.  Words  before  blows  :  Is  it  fo,  countrymen  ? 
Oct.  Not  that  we  love  words  better,  as  you  do. 
£ru.  Good  words  are  better  than  bad  ftrokes,  Odavius. 
^NT.  In  your  bad  ftrokes,  Brutus,  you  give  good  words : 
Witnefs  the  hole  you  made  in  Ceefar's  heart, 
Crying,  Lonji^  live!  bail^  Csrjhr/ 

Cjis.  Antony, 
The  pofture  of  your  blows  are  yet  unknown ; 
But  for  your  words^  they  rob  the.Hybla  bees, 
And  leave  them  honeylcfs. 
Ant.  Not  ftinglefs  too. 
Bku.  O,  yes,  and  foundlefs  too  ; 
For  you  have  ftol'ii  their  buzzing,  Antony, 
And,  very  wifely,  threat  before  you  fting. 

Ant,  Villains,  you  did  not  fo,'when  your  vile  daggers 
Hack'd  one  another  in  the  fides  of  C«far : 
You  (how'd  your  teeth  like  apes,  and  fawned  like  hounds^ 
And  bow'd  like  bondmen,  kifling  Caefar's  feet ; 
Whilft  damned  Cafca,  like  a  cur,  behind. 
Struck  Caefar  on  the  neck.     O  flatterers  ! 

Cas.  riatteijers  !—Now,  Brutus,  thank  yourfelf : 
This  tongue  had  not  offended  fo  to-day. 
If  Caflius  might  have  ruPd.   . 

Oct.  Come,  come,  the  caufe:  If  arguing  make  us  fweat^ 
The  proof  of  it  will  turn  to  redder  drops. 
Look; 

I  draw  a  fword  againft  confpirators ; 
When  think  you  that  the  fword  goes  up  again  ? — 
Never,  till  Caefar's  three  and  twenty  wounds 
3e  well  aveng'4  i  or  dli  another  Caefar 
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Have  added  flaughter  to  the  fword  of  traitors. 

Bru.  Caefar,  thou  can'ft  not  die  by  traitor's  hands, 
Unlefs  thou  bring'ft  them  with  thee. 

Oct.  So  I  hope ; 
I  was  not  bom  to  die  on  Brutus*  fword. 

Bru.  O,  if  thou  wert  the  nobleft  of  thy  drain, 
Young  man,  thou  could'ft  not  die  more  honourable. 

Cas.  a  peevifli  fchoolboy,  worthlefs  of  fuch  honour, 
Join'd  with  a  mafker  and  a  reveller. 

j4nt!  Old  Caffius  dill ! 

Oct.  Come,  Antony  ;  away. — 
Defiance,  traitors,  hurl  we  in  your  teeth  : 
If  you  dare  fight  to-day,  come  to  the  field  ; 
If  not,  when  you  have  llomachs. 

[Exeiifil  OcTAFius,  jiNTONYj  and  tbcir  Jrmj. 

Pas.  Why  now,  blow,  wind ;  fwell,  billow ;  and  fwim 
The  ftorm  is  up,  and  all  is  on  the  hazard.         ,    [bark! 

Bru.  Ho  ! 
Lucilius  ;  hark,  a  word  with  you. 
.   LtfC.  My  lord.      [Brutus  and  Lucilius  converfe  apart. 

Cas.  MefTala, — 

Mes.  What  fays  my  general  ? 

Cas.  MefTala, 
This  is  my  birth-day  ;  as  this  very  day 
Was  Caffius  born.     Give  me  thy  hand*,  Meflala : 
Be  thou  my  witnefs,  that,  againfl  my  will. 
As  Pompey  was,  am  I  compelPd  to  fet    .    . 
Upon  one  battle  all  our  liberties. 
You  know,  that  I  held  Epicurus  flfong. 
And  his  opinion  :  now  I  change  my  mind. 
And  partly  credit  things  that  do  prefage. 
Coming  from  Sardis,  on  our  former  enfign 
Two  mighty  eagles  fell ;  and  there  they  peych^dj^ 
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)rging  and  feeding  from  our  foldiers'  hands  ; 

lio  to  Philippi  here  conforted  us  : 

lis  morning  are  they  fled  away,  and  gone ; 

nd,  in  their  fteads,  do  ravens,  crows,  and  kites, 

y  o'er  our  heads,  and  downward  look  on  us, 

5  we  were  fickly  prey  ;  their  fhadqws  feem 

canopy  moll  fatal,  under  which 

ir  army  lies,  ready  to  give  up  the  ghoft. 

Afo^.  Believe  not  fo, 

Cjs.  I  but  believe  it  partly  ; 

r  I  am  frefh  of  fpirit,  ^nd  refolv'd 

meet  all  perils  very  conftantly. 
Bru.  Even  fo,  Lucilius. 
Cjs.  Now,  mod  noble  Brutus, 
e  gods  to-day  ftand  friendly  ;  that  we  may, 
vers,  in  peace,  lead  on  our  days  to  age  I 
t,  fincethe  a£&irs  of  men  reft  ftill  uncertain, 
t's  reafon  with  the  worft  that  may  befall, 
^e  do  lofe  this  battle,  then  is  this 
e  very  laft  time  we  (hall  fpeak  together : 
hat  are  you  then  determined  to  do  ? 
Bru.  Even  by  the  rule  of  that  philofophy, 

which  I  did  blame  Cato  for  the. death 
hich  he  did  give  himfelf ; — I  know  not  how, 
1 1  do  find  it  cowardly  and  vile, 
r  fear  of  what  might  fall,  fo  to  prevent 
le  time  of  life :— arming  my  felf  with  patience, 
►  ftay  the  providence  of  fome  high  powers, 
lat  govern  us  below. 
Cas.  Then,  if  we  lofe  this  battle, 
ou  are  contented  to  be  led  in  triumph 
V^ugh  the  ftreets  of  Rome  ? 

fi«u.  No,  CaiSus,  no :  think  not,  thou  noble  Roman, 


88d  JULIUS  CJESAK. 

That  ever  Brutus  will  go  bound  to  Rome  ; 
He  bears  too  great  a  mind*     But  this  fame  day 
Muft  end  that  work,  the  ides  of  March  begun  j 
And  whether  we  fhall  meet  again,!  know  not* 
Therefore  our  evcrlafting  farewell  take  : — 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewell,  Caflius ! 
If  we  do  meet  again,  why  we  fhall  fmile  ; 
If  not,  why  then  this  parting  was  well-made. 

Cas.  For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewell,  Brutus  !• 
If  we  do  meet  again,  we'll  fmile  indeed  ; 
If  not,  'tis  true,  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Bru.  Why  then,  lead  on — ^O,  that  a  man  might  know 
The  end  of  this  day's  bufinefs,  ere  it  come  !    ■ 
But  it  fufficeth,  that  the  day  will  end. 
And  then  the  end  is  known. — Come,  ho!  away!  \LxmU 

SCENE  11.    Tbe'/am.    "The  field  of  lattU. 
Alarum.    Enter  Brutus  and  Mess  a  la. 
Bru.  Ride,  ride,  Meflala,  ride,  and  give  thefe  bilk 
Unto  the  legions  on  the  other  fide  :  ILoud  alarO^ 

Let  them  fet  on  at  once ;  for  I  perceive 
But  cold  demeanour  in  Odtavius'  wing, 
And  fudden  pufh  gives  them  the  overthrowt 
Ride,  ride,  Meflala  ;  let  them  all  come  down.     [jEx«w/- 

SCENE  III.    The  fame.   Another  part  of  tbe  field. 
.Alarum.    Enter  Cassius  and  7'itinius. 
Cas.  O,  look,  Titinius,  look,  the  villains  fly ! 
Myfelf  have  to  mine  own  turn'd  enemy : 
This  enfign  here  of  mine  was  turning  back ; 
I  flew  the  coward,  and  did  take  it  from  him. 

Tit.  O  Caflius,  Brutus  gave  the  word  too  early.- 
Who,  having  fome  advantage  on  Oftavius, 
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00k  it  too  eagerly  ;  his  foldiers  fell  to  fpoil, 
'^hilft  we  by  Antony  are  all  enclosed. 

Enter  Pindarus. 
Pin.  Fly  further  off,  my  lord,  fly  further  oflf ; 
ark  Antony  is  in  your  tents,  my  lord ! 
y  therefore,  noble  Caflius,  fly  far  off. 
Cjfs.  This  hill  is  far  enough. — Look,  look,  Titinius ; 
re  thofe  my  tents,  where  I  perceive  the  fire  ? 
Tit.  They  are,  my  lord.  • 
Cjs.  Titinius,. if  thou  lov'ft  me, 
[ount  thou  my  horfe,  and  hide  thy  fpurs  in  him, 
ill  he  Have  brought  thee  up  to  yonder  troops, 
Jid  here  again  ;  that  I  may  reft  aflur'd, 
i^hether  yond'  troops  are  friend  or  enemy. 
Tir.  I  will  be  here  again,  even  with  a  thought.      lExit. 
Cas.  Go,  Pindarus,  get  higher  on  that  hill ; 
ly  fight  was  ever  thick  ;  regard  Titinius, 
Lnd  tell  me  what  thou  not'ft  about  the  field — 

[Exit  Pindarus. 
Tiis  day  I  breathed  firft :  time  is  come  round, 
Jid,  where  I  did  begin,  there  fliall  I  end ; 

ly  life  is  run  his  compafs Sirrah,  what  news  ? 

Pm.  labove.'\  O  my  lord ! 
Cjs.  What  news  ? 
Pw.  Titinius  is 

nclofed  round  about  with  horfemen,  that 
lake  to  him  on  the  fpur ; — yet  he  fpurs  on.— . 
fow  they  are  almpft  on  him ;  now,  Titinius  ! — 
fow  fome  light :  — O,  he  'lights  too : — he's  ta'en ;— and, 
hark !  [Shout. 

"hey  fliout  for  joy. 

Cas.  Come  down,  behold  no  more. — 
\  coward  that  I  am,  to  live  fo  long, 
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To  fee  my  beft  friend  ta*en  before  my  face ! 

Enter  PiNDARUS. 
Come  hither,  firrah : 
In  Parthia  did  I  take  thee  prifoner ; 
And  then  I  fwore  thee,  faving  of  thy  life. 
That  whatfoever  I  did  bid  thee  do, 
Thou  fhouldft  attempt  it.    Come  now,  keep  thine  oat 
Now  be  a  freeman ;  and,  with  this  good  fword, 
That  ran  through  Caefar's  bowels,  fearch  this  bofom. 
Stand  not  to  anfwer  :  Here,  take  thou  the  hilts ; 
And,  when  my  face  is  covered,  as  'tis  now. 

Guide  thou  the  fword Caefar,  thou  art  reveng'd, 

Even  with  the  fword  that  kilPd  thee.  [L 

Pin.  So,  I  am  free ;  yet  would  not  fo  have  been, 
Durft  I  have  done  my  will.     O  Caffius ! 
Far  from  this  country  Pindarus  fliall  run. 
Where  never  Roman  (hall  take  note  of  him.  [£ 

Re^ehter  Titinius\  with  Messala. 

Mbs.  It  is  but  change,  Titinius ;  for  Odavius 
Is  overthrown  by  noble  Brutus'  power, 
As  Caffius'  legions  are  by  Antony. 

7/r.  Thefe  tidings  will  well  comfort  Caflius. 

Mes.  Where  did  you  leave  him  ? 

Tit.  All  difconfolate, 
With  Pindarus  his  bondman,  on  this  hill. 

Mes.  Is  not  that  he,  that  lies  upon  the  ground? 

7/r.  He  lies  not  like  the  living.     O  my  heart ! 

Mes.  Is  not  that  he  ? 

7/r.  No,  this  was  he,  Meflala, 
But  Caffius  is  no  more. — O  fetting  fun ! 
As  in  thy  red  rays  thou  doft  fink  to  nighr. 
So  in  his  red  blood  Caffius'  day  is  fet ; 
The  fun  of  Rome  is  fet !  Our  day  is  gone  ;    * 
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louds,  dews,  and  dingers  come ;  ouf  deeds  drd  done  ! 
Gllruft  of  my  fuccefs  hath  done  this  deed. 
Mbs.  Miftnift  of  good  fuccrfs  hath  dcfiie  this  deed, 
hateful  error,  melancholy's  child  I 
Tiy  doft  thou  fhow  to  the  apt  thoughts  of  men 
be  things  that  are  not  ?  O  error,  foon  conceived, 
liou  never  com'ft  imto  a  happy  birth, 
It  kill'ft  the  mother  that  engendered  thee. 
T/r.  What,  Pindarus  !  Where  art  thou,  Pindarus  } 
Mbs.  Seek  him,  Titinius  ;  whilft  I  go  to  meet 
he  noble  Brutus,  thrufting  this  report 
ito  his  ears  :  I  may  fay,  thrufting  it ; 
or  piercing  fteel,  and  darts  envenomed, 
hall  be  as  welcome  to  the  ears  of  Brutus/ 
Is  tidings  of  this  fight. 
Ti^r.  Hie  you,  Meflala^ 

^  I  will  feek  for  Pindarus  the  while.      {Exit  Mesial  Ji 
Hiy  didft  thou  fend  me  forth,  brave  Cafilus  ? 
Kd  I  not  meet  thy  friends  ?  and  did  not  they 
ut  on  my  brows  this  wreath  of  vidory, 
Jid  bid  me  give  *t  thee  ?  Didft  thou  not  hear  their  (houts? 
Jas,  thou  haft  mifconftrued  every  thing, 
Qt  hold  thee,  take  this  garland  on  thy  brow  j 
hy  Brutus  bid  me  give  it  thee,  and  I 
ITill  do  his  bidding — Brutus,  come  aipace. 
Old  fee  how  I  regarded  Caius  Caflius — ; 
iy  your  leave,  gods  :-^This  is  a  Roman's  fiart : 
lome,  Caflius'  fword,  and  find  Titinius'  heart.         [die^4 
^krum.  Re-enter  Mess  a  la,  with  Brutus,  young  Cato^ 
Strato,  Volumnius,  and Lucjlius. 

hd.  Where,  where,  MeflTala,  doth  his  body  lie  ? 

^s.  Lo,  yonder ;  and  Titinius  mourning  it- 

^^^.  Titinius*  fiicc  is  upward, 

V0L.V.  T 
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Cato.  He  IS  flain. 

Bru.  O  Julius  Caefar,  thou  art  mighty  yet ! 
Thy  fpirit  walks  abroad,  and  turns  our  fwords 
In  our  own  proper  entrails.  [Lm)  alarm 

Cato.  Brave  Titinius ! 
Look,  whe'r  he  have  not  crown'd  dead  Caflius ! 

Bru.  Are  yet  two  Romans  living  fuch  as  thefe  ?— 
The  laft  of  all  the  Romans,  fare  thee  well ! 
It  is  impoflible,  that  ever  Rome 
Should  breed  thy  fellow. — Friends,  I  owe  more  tean 
To  this  dead  man,  than  you  fhall  fee  me  pay. — 
I  fhall  find  time,  Caffius,  I  fhall  find  time. — 
Come,  therefore,  and  to  Thaffos  fend  his  body ; 
His  funerals  fhall  not  be  in  our  camp, 

Lefl  it  difcomfort  us Lucilius,  come ; — 

And  come,  young  Cato  ;  let  us  to  the  field. — , 

Labeo,  and  Flavius,  fet  our  battles  on : — 

'Tis  three  o'clock  ;  and,  Romans,  yet  ere  night 

We  fhall  try  fortune  in  a  fecond  fight.  [Exciai 

SCENE  IK    Another  Part  of  the  FieU. 
Alarum.    Enter  fightings  Soldiers  of  both  armies;  tbe» 

Brutus,  Cato,  Lucilius,  and  Others. 
Bru.  Yet,  countrymen,  O,  yet  hold  up  your  heads! 
Cato.  What  baflard  doth  not?  Who  will  go  with  xnc 
I  will  proclaim  my  name  about  the  field : — 
I  am  the  fon  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho  ! 
A  foe  to  tyrants,  and  my  country's  friend ; 
I  am  the  Ion  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho  !        [charges  the  enen 

Bru.  And  I  am  Brutus,  Marcus  Brutus,  I ; 
Brutus,  my  country's  friend  ;  know  me  for  Brutus. 
[Exit,  charging  the  enemy.    Cato  is  overpowered,  andjai 
Luc.  O  young  and  noble  Cato,  art  thou  down  ? 
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Vhy,  now  thou  dieft  as  bravely  as  Titinius ; 
Lnd  may'ft  be  honoured  being  Cato*s  fon. 

I  Sold.  Yield,  or  thou  dieft. 

Luc.  Only  I  yield  to  die  : 
here  is  fo  much,  that  thou  wilt  kill  me  ftraight ; 

[Offering  money. 
ill  Brutus,  and  be  honoured  in  his  death. 

1  Sold.  We  muft  not. — A  noble  prifoner  ! 

2  Sold.  Room,  ho  !  Tell  Antony,  Brutus  is  ta'en. 

I  Sold.  Til  tell  the  news. — Here  comes  the  general: — 

Enter  An  ton  r. 
rutus  is  ta^en,  Brutus  is  ta'en,  my  lord. 
Ant.  Where  is  he  ? 

Luc.  Safe,  Antony  ;  Brutus  is  fafe  enough  : 
dare  affure  thee,  that  no  enemy 
hall  ever  take  alive  the  noble  Brutus  : 
\t  gods  defend  him  from  fo  great  a  ihame! 
Vhen  you  do  find  him,  or  alive,  or  dead, 
le  will  be  found  like  Brutus,  like  himfelf. 
Ant.  This  is  not  Brutus,  friend  ;  but,  I  affure  you, 
i  prize  no  lefs  in  worth  :  keep  this  man  fafe, 
Jive  him  all  kindnefs  :  I  had  rather  have 
uch  men  my  friends,  than  enemies.    Go  on, 
Lnd  fee  whc'r  Brutus  be  alive,  or  dead  : 
ind  bring  us  word,  unto  Odavius'  tent, 
[ow  every  thing  is  chanc'd.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  r.    Another  Part  of  the  Field. 
Znter  Brutus^  Dakdanius,  Clitus,  Strato,  and 

VOLUMNIUS. 

Bru.  Come,  poor  remains  of  friends,  reft  on  this  rock. 
Clj.  Statilius  ftiow'd  the  torch-light ;  but,  my  lord, 
e  came  not  back ;  he  is  or  ta'en,  or  flain. 

Tij 


293  yULiUS  CJESAR. 

Bru.  Sit  thee  down,  Glitus :  Slaying  is  the  word; 
It  is  a  deed  in  fafliicai.     Hark  thee,  CUtus,— 

[wtifpcri^ 

Cli.  What,  I,  my  lord  ?  No,  not  for  all  the  world* 

Brv.  Peace  then,  no  words. 
.    Ciu  rU  rather  kill  myfelf. 

Brv.  Hark  thee,  Dardanius !  [wbypcrs  tm 

DjiR.  I  do  fuch  a  deed  ? 

Cii.  O,  Dardanius ! 

Dak.  O,  CUtus ! 

Cu.  What  ill  requeft  did  Brutus  make  to  thee  ? 

Dar.  To  kill  hind,  Glitus :  Look,  he  meditates. 

Cli.  Now  is  that  noble  veflel  full  of  grief. 
That  it  runs  over  even  at  his  eyes. 

Bru.  Come  hither,  good  Volumnius ;  lift  a  word. 

Vol.  What  fays  my  lord  ? 

Bru.  Why,  this,  Volumnius : 
The  ghoft  of  C»far  hath  appeared  to  me 
Two  feveral  times  by  night :  at  Sardis,  once  ; 
And,  this  laft  night,  here  in  Philippi'  fields^ 
I  know,  my  hour  is  come. 

Vol.  Not  fo,  my  lord* 

Bru.  Nay,  I  am  fure  it  is,  Volumnius. 
Thou  fee^ft  the  world,  Volumaaius,  how  it  goes ; 
Our  enemies  have  beat  us  to  the  pit : 
It  is  more  worthy,  to  leap  ia  ourfelves. 
Than  tarry  till  they  pufli  us.     Gk)od  VoluBMaius, 
Thou  know^ft,  that  we  two  went  to  fcbool  together ; 
Even  for  that  our  love  of  old,  I  pray  thee. 
Hold  thou  my  fword-hilts,  whilft  I  run  on  it. 

VoL^  That's  not  an  office  for  a  friend,  my  lord. 

Cli.  Fly,  fly,  my  lord  j  there  is  no  tarrying  here* 
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Bru.  Farewell  to  you ; — and  you  ;-~and  you,  Volum* 
>trato,  thou  haft  been  all  this  while  afleep  ;        [nius..^^ 

Farewell  to  thee  too>  Strato Countrymen, 

My  heart  doth  joy,  that  yet,  in  all  my  life,  • 

[  found  no  man,  but  he  was  true  to  me. 

I  fliall  have  glory  by  this  lofing  day. 

More  than  Odavius,  and  Mark  Antony, 

By  this  vile  conqueft  ihall  attain  unto. 

So,  fare  you  well  at  once ;  for  Brutus'  tongue 

Hath  almoft  ended  his  life's  hiftory  : 

Night  hangs  upon  mine  eyes ;  my  bones  would  reft. 

That  have  but  laboured  to  attain  this  hour. 

[^Alarum.    Cry  within  ;  Fly,  fly,  fly. 

Cu.  Fly,  my  lord,  fly. 

Bku.  Hence ;  I  will  follow  thee. 

[Exeunt  Curtis,  Dardanws,  and  VbWMNtVSi 
Ipr'ythee,  Strato,  ftay  thou  by  thy  lord : 
Thou  art  a  fellow  of  a  good  refpedk ; 
Thy  life  hath  had  fome  fmatch  of  honour  in  it  : 
Hold  then  my  fword,  and  turn  away  thy  face, 
"While  I  do  run  upon  it.     Wilt  thou,  Strato  ? 

SrjLrf.  Give  me  your  band  firft :  Fare  you  well,  my  lord. 

ikv.  Farewell,  good  Strato. — Ceefar,  now  be  ftill ; 
Ikill'd  not  thee  with  half  fo  good  a  will. 

[He  runs  on  bis  fword,  and  t&es. 

^um.    Retreat.  Enter  Octafius,  Antony,  Mrs- 
SALA,  Luciuus,  andtbeir  Army. 

Oct.  What  man  is  that  ? 

Mrs.  My  matter's  man. — Strato,  where  is  thy  mafter  ? 

Stra.  Free  from  the  bondage  you  are  in,  Meflala ; 
^  conquerors  can  but  make  a  fire  of  him ; 
for  Brutus  only  overcame  himfelf, 
Ind  no  man  elfe  hath  honour  by  his  death. 

Tiij 


294  yuLius  cjesjr.. 

Luc.  So  Brutus  (hould  be  found ^I  thank  thee, 

That  thou  haft  prov'd  Lucilius*  faying  true. 

Oct.  All  that  ferv'd  Brutus,  I  will  entertain  tl 
Fellow,  wilt  thou  beftow  thy  time  with  me  ? 

StrjI.  Ay,  if  Meflala  will  prefer  me  to  you. 

Oct.  Do  fo,  Mcf&la. 

Mes.  How  died  my  mafter,  Strato  ? 

Stra.  I  held  the  fword,  and  he  did  run  on  it. 

Mes.  06Uvius,  then  take  him  to  follow  thee. 
That  did  the  lateft  ferviqe  to  my  mafter. 

^NT.  This  was  the  nobleft  Roman  of  them  al 
All  the  confpirators,  fave  only  he. 
Did  that  they  did  in  envy  of  great  Caefar  ; 
He,  only,  in  a  general  honeft  thought. 
And  common  good  to  all,  made  one  of  them. 
His  life  was  gentle  ;  and  the  elements 
So  mix^d  in  him,  thgt  Nature  might  ftand  up. 
And  fay  to  all  the  world,  T'Ais  was  a  man  I 

Oct.  According  to  his  virtue  let  us  ufe  him. 
With  all  refpeft,  and  rites  of  burial. 
Within  my  tent  his  bones  to-night  ftiall  lie, 
Mpft  hke  a  foldier,  order'd  honourably. — 
So,  call  the  field  to  reft :  and  let's  away. 
To  part  the  glories  of  this  happy  day. 
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Friends  of  Antonj. 


Friends  to  Caefar. 


M.  Antony, 

Odavius  Csfar 

M.  iEmil.  Lepid 

Sextus  Pompeius 

Domitius  Enobarbus,  1 

Ventidius,  . 

Eros, 

Scanis, 

Dercetas, 

Demetrius, 

Philo, 

Mecaenas, 

Agrippa, 

Dolabella, 

Proculeius, 

Thyreus, 

Gallus,  J 

Menas,  ") 

Menecrates,  C  Friends  ^Pompey. 

Varrius,         j 

Taurus,  Lieutenant-General  to  Caefar. 

Canidius,  Lieutenant-General  to  Antony. 

Silius,  an  Officer  in  Ventidius's  army. 

An  Ambajffador  from  Antony  to  Caefar. 

Alexas,  Mardian,  Seleucus,  and  Diomedes,  Attendan 

Cleopatra. 
A  Sootbfayer.     A  Clown. 
Cleopatra,  ^een  of  Egypt. 
Odavia,  Si/ler  to  Caefar,  and  Wife  to  Antony. 

'    C  Attendants  on  Cleopatra. 

Officers^  Soldiers  J  MeJJengers^  ana  other  Attendant 
SCENE,  di/perfed;  in  feveral  parts  of  the  Roman  £« 
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act:  I. 

E  L  Alexandria.   A  Room  in  CiEOFArRjts  Palace. 
Enter  Demetrius  and  Pbilo. 

.  Nay,  but  this  dotage  of  our  general's, 

>ws  the  meafure  :  thofe  his  goodly  eyes, 

D'er  the 'files  and  mufters  of  the  war 

glow'd  Uke  plated  Mars,  now  bend,  now  turn, 

ffice  and  devotion  of  their  view 

a  tawny  front :  his  captain's  heart, 

1  in  the  fcuffles  of  great  fights  hath  burft 

uckles  on  his  bread,  reneges  all  temper ; 

5  become  the  bellows,  and  the  fan, 

ol  a  gipfy's  luft.     Look,  where  they  come ! 

i/h.     Enter  An  ton  r  and  Cleopa  tra^  with  tbdr 

trains  i  Eunuchs  fanning  ber. 
but  good  note,  and  you  fhall  fee  in  him 
riple  pillar  of  the  world  transform'd 
ftrumpet's  fool :  behold  and  fee. 
ro.  If  it  be  love  indeed,  tell  me  how  much, 
r.  There's  beggary  in  the  love  that  can  be  reckon'd. 
BO.  rU  fet  a  bourn  how  far  to  be  belov'd.    ,  [earth, 
^r.  Then  muft  thou  needs  find  outjiew  heaven,  nevf 
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Enter  an  Attendant. 

Att.  News,  my  good  lord,  from  Rome. 

jiNT.  'Grates  me : — The  fum. 

Cleo.  Nay,  hear  them,  Antony  : 
Fulvia,  perchance,  is  angry  ;  Or,  who  knows 
If  the  fcarce-bearded  Caefar  have  not  fent 
His  powerful  mandate  to  you.  Do  this,  or  this  ; 
Take  in  that  kingdom^  and  enfrancbife  that  ^ 
FerfomCt^  or  elfe  we  damn  tbee. 

Ant.  How,  my  love  ! 

Cleo.  Perchance, — nay,  and  moll  like,  . 
You  muft  not  flay  here  longer,  your  difmiflion 
Is  come  from  Caefar  ;  therefore  hear  it,  Antony — 
Where's  Fulvia*s  procefs?    Caefar's,  I  would  £ay? — 

Both?— 
Call  in  the  meflengers. — As  I  am  Egypt's  queen, 
Thou  blufheft,  Antony ;  and  that  blood  of  thine 
Is  Caefar's  homager  :  elfe  fo  thy  cheek  pays  fhame. 
When  fhrill-tongu'd  Fulvia  fcolds. — ^The  meflengers. 

Ant.  Let  Rome  in  Tiber  melt  I  and  the  wide  arch 
Of  the  ranged  empire  fall !  Here  is  my  fpace ; 
Kingdoms  are  clay  :  our  dungy  earth  alike 
Feeds  beafl  as  man  :  the  noblenefs  of  life 
Is,  to  do  thus ;  when  fuch  a  mutual  pair,        [embradtg* 
And  fuch  a  twain  can  do't,  in  which,  I  bind 
On  pain  of  puniftiment,  the  world  to  weet. 
We  iland  up  peerlefs. 

Cleo.  Excellent  falfliood ! 
Why  did  he  marry  Fulvia,  and  not  love  her  ?— 
I'll  feem  the  fool  I  am  not ;  Antony 
Will  be  himfelf 

Ant.  But  llirr*d  by  Cleopatra 

Now,  for  the  love  of  love,  and  her  foft  hours. 
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t's  not  confound  the  time  with  conference  harfli : 

lere's  not  a  minute  of  our  lives  fhould  ftretch 

ithout  fome  pleafure  now  :  What  fport  to-night  ? 

Cleo.  Hear  the  ambafladors. 

Ant.  Fye,  wrangling  queen  ! 

hom  every  thing  becomes,  to  chide,  to  laugh, 

)  weep  ;  whofe  every  paffion  fully  ftrives 

)  make  itfelf,  in  thee,  fair  and  admir'd  ! 

}  raeflenger  ;  but  thine  and  all  alone, 

)-night,  we'll  wander  through  the  ftreets,  and  note 

le  qualities  of  people.     Come,  my  queen ; 

ft  night  you  did  defire  it : — Speak  not  to  us. 

[Exeunt  Ant.  and  Cleo  p.  with  their  train. 
Dem.  Is  Caefar  with  Antonius  priz'd  fo  flight  ? 
Pbi.  Sir,  fometimes,  when  he  is  not  Antony, 
:  comes  too  (hort  of  that  great  property 
hich  ftill  fliould  go  with  Antony. 
Dem.  Vm  full  forry, 
tat  he  approves  the  common  liar,  who 
us  fpeaks  of  him  at  Rome ;  But  I  will  hope 
better  deeds  to-^morrow.     Reft  you  happy !    [Exeunt. 

SCENE  11.  7'be/ame.  Another  Room. 
ter  Charmian,  Iras,  Alex  as,  and  a  Soothsater. 
Char.  Lord  Alexas,  fweet  Alexas,  moft  any  thing  Alcx- 
,  almoft  moft  abfolute  Alexas,  where-s  the  foothfayer 
lat  you  praifed  fo  to  the  queen  ?  O,  that  1  knew  this 
riband,  which,  ypu  fay,  muft  change  his  horns  with 
?irlands ! 

^LEx.  Soothfayer. 

Sooth.  Your  will  ? 

^^jRp  Is  this  the  man  ? — Is't  you,  fir,  that  know  things? 

fooTH.  In  nature's  infinite  book  of  fecrecy 
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A  little  I  can  read. 

Alex.  Show  him  your  hand. 

Enter  Enobarbus. 

Eno.  Bring  in  the  banquet  quickly ;  wine  cnouglv 
Qeopatra's  health  to  drink. 

Char.  Good  fir,  give  me  good  fortune. 

Sooth.  I  make  not,  but  forefce. 

Char.  Pray  then,  forefee  me  one. 

Sooth.  You  fhall  be  yet  far  feirer  than  you  are. 

Char.  He  means,  in  flefh. 

Iras.  No,  you  fhall  ,paint  when  you  are  old. 

Char.  Wrinkles  forbid ! 

jiiEX.  Vex  not  his  prefcience ;  be  attentive.  , 

Char.  Hufh  ! 

Sooth.  You  fhall  be  more  beloving,  than  beloved. 

Char.  I'd  rather  heat  my  liver  with  drinking. 

Alex.  Nay,  hear  him. 

Char.  Good  now,  fome  excellent  fortune  !  Let  me  be 
married  to  three  kings  in  a  forenoon,  and  widow  then 
all :  let  me  have  a  child  at  fifty,  to  whom  Herod  of  Jewr] 
may  do  homage  :  find  me  to  marry  with  Odavius  Ca 
far,  and  companion  me  with  my  miflrefs. 

Sooth.  You  fhall  outlive  the  lady  whom  you  ferve. 

Char.  O  excellent !  I  love  long  life  better  than  figr. 

Sooth.  You  have  feen  and  proved  a  fairer  former  fortun 
Than  that  which  is  to  approach. 

Char.  Then,  belike,  my  children  fhall  have  no  nama 
Pr'ythee,  how  many  boys  and  wenches  mufl  I  have  ? 

Sooth.  If  every  of  your  wifhes  had  a  womb, 
And  fertile  every  wifh,  a  million. 

Char.  Out,  fool !  I  forgive  thee  for  a  witclu 

Alex.  You  think,  none  but  your  fheets^  are  ptirj 
your  wifhes. 
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Cbar.  Nay,  come,  tell  Iras  hers. 
Alex.  Well  know  all  our  fortunes. 
Eno.  Mine,  and  moft  of  our  fortunes,  to-night, 
be — drunk  to  bed, 

IkAs.  There's  a  palm  prefages  chaflity,  if  not 
clfe. 

Char.  Even  as  the  overflowing  Nilus  prefages  fan 

Ikas.  Go,  you  wild  bedfellow,  you  cannot  foothfi 

Char.  Nay,  if  an  oily  palm  be  not  a  fruitful  proj 

tkation,  I  cannot  fcratch  mine  ear.._Pr*ythee,  tel 

l>ut  a  worky-day  fortune. 

Sooth.  Your  fortunes  are  alike, 
Iras.  But  how,  but  how  ?  give  me  particulars. 
Sooth.  I  have  faid. 

lus.  Am  I  not  an  inch  of  fortune  better  than  fl 
Char.  Well,  if  you  were  but  an  inch  of  fortune 
to  than  I,  where  would  you  choofe  it  ? 
lus.  Not  in  my  huiband's  nofe. 
CMar.  Our  worier  thoughts  heavens  mend !  Alex: 
;  his  fortune,  his  fortune. — ^O,  let  him  marry  a 
that  cannot  go,  fweet  Ifis,  I  befeech  thee  !  An 
die  too,  and  give  him  a  worfe !  and  let  worfe  fc 
,  till  the  word  of  all  follow  him  laughing  tc 
ly  fifty-fold  a  cuckold!    Good  Ifls,  hear  me 
,  though  thou  deny  me  a  matter  of  more  wei 
Ifis,  I  befeech  thee  ! 
Iras.  Amen.     Dear  goddefs,  hear  that  prayer  of 
!  for,  as  it  is  heart-breaking  to  fee  a  handi 
loofe-wiv'd,  fo  'tis  a  deadly  forrow  to  behold  a 
Lve  tmcuckolded ;  Therefore,  dear  Ifis,  keep  decoj 
fortune  him  accordingly  I 
CHjiR.  Amen. 
jiiMX.  Lo,  now !  if  it  lay  in  their  hands  to  make 
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a  cuckold,  they  would  make  themfclves  whordi  but  th 
do't, 

Eno.  Hufli !  here  comes  Antony. 

Char.  Not  he,  the  queen. 

Enter  Cleopatra. 

Cleo.  Saw  you  my  lord  ?       • 

Eno.  No,  lady. 

Cleo.  Was  he  not  here  ? 

Char.  No,  madam. 

Cleo.  He  was  difpos*d  to  mirth ;  but  on  the  fudd 
A  Roman  thought  hath  ftruck  him. — ^Enobarbus,— 

Em.  Madam. 

Cleo.  Seek  him,  andbring  him  hither.  Where's  Ale 

Alex.  Here,  madam,  at  your  fervice. — My  lord 
pjroaches. 
Enter  Antony^  with  a  Messenger^  and 
Attendants. 

Cleo.  We  will  not  look  upon  him :  Go  with  us. 
[Exeunt  Cleopatra^  Enoearbus^  Alexas^  j 
Charmjan,  Soothsayer,  and  Attenda 

Mes.  Fulvia  thy  wife  firft  came  into  the  field. 

Ant.  Againft  my  brother  Lucius  ? 

Mes.  Ay : 
But  foon  that  war  had  end,  and  the  time's  (late 
Made  friends  of  them,  jointing  their  force  'gainft  C 
Whofe  better  ifTue  in  the  war,  from  Italy, 
Upon  the  firft  encounter,  drave  them. 

Ant.  Well, 
What  worft? 

Mes.  The  nature  of  bad  news  infeds  the  teller. 

Ant.  When  it  concerns  the  fool,  or  coward C 

Things,  that  are  paft,  are  done,  with  me ^'Tis  tb 

Who  tells  me  true,  though  in  his  tale  lie  death. 
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hear  him  as  he  flatter'd. 

Mes.  Labienus 

This  is  ftifFnews)  hath,  with  his  Parthian  force, 
^tended  Afia  from  Euphrates  ; 
lis  conquering  banner  fhook,  from  Syria 
To  Lydia,  and  to  Ionia ; 
^ilft- 

Ant.  Antony,  thou  would'fl  fay, — 

Mes.  O,  my  lord  ! 

Ant.  Speak  to  mehome,  mince  not  the  general  tongue; 
fame  Cleopatra  as  fhe's  call'd  in  Rome  : 
Ail  thou  in  Fulvia's  phrafe  ;  and  taunt  my  faults 
?ith  fuch  full  licence,  as  both  truth  and  malice 
lave  power  to  utter.     O,'  then  we  bring  forth  weeds, 
N\itTL  our  quick  winds  lie  ftill ;  and  our  ills  told  us, 
s  as  our  earing.     Fare  thee  well  a  while. 

Mes.  At  your  noble  pleafure.  [Exit. 

Ant.  From  Sicyon  how  the  news  ?  Speak  there. 

1  Arr.  The  man  from  Sicyon Is  there  fuch  an  one? 

2ArT.  He  (lays  upon  your  will. 

Ant.  Let  him  appear 

Thefe  ftrong  ^Egyptian  fetters  I  muft  break. 

Enter  another  Messenger. 
3r  lofe  myfelf  in  dotage. — What  are  you  ? 

2  Mes.  Fulvia  thy  wife  is  dead. 
Ant.  Where  died  fhe  ? 

2  Mes.  In  Sicyon  : 
ler  length  of  ficknefs,  with  what  elfe  more  ferious 
nporteth  thee  to  know,  this  bears.  [gives  a  letter^ 

Ant.  Forbear  me.— 

[Exit  Messenger. 
here's  a  great  fpirit  gone  !  Thus  did  I  defire  it  : 
Tiat  our  contempts  do  often  hurl  from  us, 
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We  wifli  it  ours  again ;  the  prefent  pleafure. 
By  revolution  lowering,  does  become 
The  oppofite  of  itfelf :  {he*s  good,  being  gone ; 
The  hand  could  pluck  her  back,  that  fhov'd  her  on. 
I  muft  from  this  enchanting  queen  break  off; 
Ten  thoufand  harms,  more  than  the  ills  I  know, 

My  idlenefs  doth  hatch How  now  !  Enobarbus! 

Enter  Enobarbus. 

Eno.  What's  your  pleafure,  fir  ? 

Ant.  1  muft  with  hafte  from  hence. 

Eno.  Why,  then,  we  kill  all  our  women :  Wc  fee 
how  mortal  an  unkindnefs  is  to  them ;  if  they  fu& 
our  departure,  death's  the  word. 

j4Nr.  I  muft  be  gone. 

Eno.  Under  a  compelling  occafion,  let  women  die : 
It  were  pity  to  caft  them  away  for  nothing ;  thou^,  ■ 
between  them  and  a  great  caufe,  they  ftiould  be  efteem*d  '. 
nothing.  Cleopatra,  catching  but  the  leaft  noife  of  this, 
dies  inftantly ;  I  have  feen  her  die  twenty  times  upoA.^ 
far  poorer  moment :  I  do  think,  there  it  mettle  in  deadi,  \ 
which  commits  fome  loving  ad  upon  her,  flie  hath  fuch  ■ 
a  celerity  in  dying.  i 

Ant.  She  is  cunning  paft  man's  thought. 

Eno.  Alack,  fir,  no ;  her  paflions  are  made  of  notfaifi^ 
but  the  fineft  part  of  pure  love :  We  cannot  call  ho^ 
winds  and  waters,  fighs  and  tears;  they  are  greater; 
ftorms  and  tempefts  than  almanacks  can  report:  dii^ 
cannot  be  cunning  in  her;  if  it  be,  flie  ikiakes  a  fhowcR 
of  rain  as  well  as  Jove. 

Ant.  'Would  I  had  never  feen  her !  . 

Eno.  O,  fir,  you  had  then  left  unfeen  a  wondeifoL'l 
piece  of  work ;  which  not  to  have  been  blefi'd  withal^' 
would  have  difcredited  your  travel  \ 
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Ant.  Fulvia  is  dead. 

End.  Sir  ? 

Ant.  Fulvia  is  dead. 

End.  Fulvia? 

Ant,  Dead. 

End.  Why,  fir,  give  the  gods  a  thankful  facrifice* 
Vhen  it  pleafeth'  their  deities  to  take  the  wife  of  a  man 
rom  him,  it  fliows  to* man  the  tailors  of  the  earth; 
t)mforting  therein,  that  when  old  robes  are  worn  out, 
here  are  members  to  make  new.  If  there  were  no 
Dttore  women  but  Fulvia,  then  had  you  indeed  a  cut, 
amd  the  cafe  to  be  lamented  :  this  grief  is  crown'd  with 
confolation ;  your  old  fmock  brings  forth  a  new  petti* 
coat: — and,  indeed,  the  tears  live  in  an  onion,  that 
tftould  water  this  forrow. 

;  Ant.  The  bufinefs  Ihe  hath  broached  in  the  ftate, 
rCannot  endure  my  abfence. 

\  End.  And  the  bufinefs  you  have  broached  here  can- 
flot  be  without  you;  efpecially  that  of  Cleopatra's,  which 
lAolly  depends  on  your  abode. 
\  Ant.  No  more  light  anfwers.    Let  our  officers 
^ve  notice  what  we  purpofe.     I  fhall  break 
Ihe  caufe  of  our  expedience  to  the  queen. 
And  get  her  love  to  part.     For  not  alone 
JFhe  death  of  Fulvia,  with  more  urgent  touches, 
ftrongly  fpeak  to  us ;  but  the  letters  too 
many  our  contriving  friends  in  Rome 
ition  us  at  home  :  Sextus  Pompeius 
bath  given  the  dare  to  Csefar,  and  commands 
Tht  empire  of  the  fea :  our  flippery  people 
[Whofe  love  is  never  link'd  to  the  deferver, 
nn  his  deferts  are  paft)  begin  to  :hrow 
?ompey  the  great,  and  all  his  dignities, 

Vol.  V.  U 
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Upon  his  fon  ;  who,  high  in  name  and  power, 
Higher  than  both  in  blood  and  life,  ftaiids  up    * 
For  the  niain  foldier  :  whofe  quality,  going  on. 
The  fides  o'  the  world  may  danger :  Much  is  breedi 
Which,  Uke  the  courfer's  hair,  hath  yet  but  life. 
And  not  a  ferpent's  poifon.     Say,  our  pleafure. 
To  fuch  whofe  place  is  under  us,  requires 
•  Our  quick  remove  from  hence. 

ilATO.  I  fhall  do't.  [Ex 

»  ■■■■■'  ■  ■■         '  '     '  '  ■  »'         F'»'  .■■  yyi  w    i;t  ■       ■     i 

SCENE  III.    Enter  Cleopatra,  Cbarmian^  Jr 

and  Albxas. 

Cleo.  Where  is  he  ? 

Char.  I  did  not  fee  him  fince, 

Cleo.  See  where  he  is,  who's  with  him,  what  he  doe 
I  did  not  fend  you  ;-— If  you  find  him  fad, 
Say,  I  am  dancing ;  if  in  mirth,  report 
That  I  am  fudden  fick :  Quick,  and  return.    [Exit  A 

Char.  Madam,  methinks,  if  you  did  love  him  dc 
You  do  not  hold  the  method  to  enforce 
The  like  from  him. 

Cleo.  What  ihould  I  do,  I  do  not  ? 

Char.  In  each  thing  give  him  way,  crofs  him  in  notl 

Cleo.  Thou  tcacheft  like  a  fool :  the  way  to  lofe 

Char.  Tempt  him  not  fo  too  far  :  I  wifh,  forbetu 
In  time  we  hate  that  which  we  often  fear. 

Enter  Antony. 
But  here  comes  Antony. 

Cleo.  I  am  fick,  and  fuUen. 

Ant.  I  am  fpyry  to  give  breathing  to  my  purpofi 

Cleo.  Help  me  away,  dear  Charmian,  I  fhall  &U  i 
It  cannot  be  thus  long,  the  fides  of  nature 
Will  not  fuftain  it. 
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Ant.  Now,  my  deareft  queen, — 

Cleo.  Pray  you,  ftand  further  from  me. 

Ant.  Whart  the  matter  ? 

Cleo.  I  know, by  that  fame  eye, there's  fome  good  news. 
That  fays  the  married  woman  ?f~You  may  go  j 
Vould,  (he  had  never  given  you  leave  to  come ! 
et  her  not  fay,  'tis  I  that  keep  you  here» 
have  no  power  upon  you  ;  hers*  you  are. 

Ant.  The  gods  beft  know, — 

Cleo.  O,  never  was  there  queen. 
0  mightily  betray'd !  Yet,  at  the  firft, 
.  few  the  treafons  planted. 

Ant.  Cleopatra, — 

;  Cleo.  Why  fhould  I  think,  you  can  be  mine,  and  true, 
hiough  you  in  fwearing  (hake  the  throned  gods, 
IWio  have  been  falfe  to  Fulvia  ?  Riotous  madnefs^ 
To  be  entangled  with  thofe  mouth-made  vows^ 
Hitch  break  themfelves  in  fwearing  ! 

Ant.  Mod  fweet  queen, — 

Cleo.  Nay,  pray  you,  feek  no  colour  for  your  going, 
ot  bid  farewell,  and  go  :  when  you  fued  flaying, 
hen  was  the  time  for  words  :  No  going  then ; — 
bcmity  was  in  our  lips,  and  eyes  ; 
pb  in  our  brows'  bent ;  none  our  parts  fo  poor, 
tt  was  a  race  of  heaven  :  They  are  fo  ftill, 
r  thou,  the  greateft  foldier  of  the  world, 
rt  tum'd  the  greateft  liar. 
Ant.  How  now,  lady ! 

Cleo.  I  would,  I  had  thy  inches ;  thou  (hould'il  know^ 
^ere  were  a  heart  in  Egypt. 
Ant.  Hear  me,  queen  : 
ae  ftrong  neceffity  of  time  commands 
u  fervices  a  while ;  but  my  full  heart 
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Remains  in  ufe  with  you.     Our  Italy- 
Shines  o'er  with  civil  fwords  :  Sextus  Pompeius 
Makes  his  approaches  to  the  port  of  Rome  : 
Equality  of  two  dome  (lie  powers 
Breeds  Icrupulous  fadion  :  The  hated,  grown  to  ftreng 
Are  newly  grown  to  love  :  the  condemned  Pompey, 
Rich  in  his  father's  honour,  creeps  apace 
Into  the  hearts  of  fuch  as  have  not  thrived 
Upon  the  prefent  ftate,  whofe  numbers  threaten ; 
And  quietnefs,  grown  lick  of  reft,  would  purge 
By  any  delperate  change :  My  more  particular. 
And  that  which  moft  with  you  fliouid  fafe  my  going, 
Is  Fulvia's  death. 

Cl-SO.  Though  age  from  folly  could  not  give  mefreedo 
It  does  from  childiflinefs : — Can  Fulvia  die  ? 

Ant.  She's  dead,  my  queen  : 
Look  here,  and,  at  thy  fovereign  leifure,  read 
The  garboils  fhe  awak'd ;  at  the  laft,  beft : 
See,  when,  and  where  Ihe  died. 

Cleo.  O  moft  falfe  love ! 
Where  be  the  facred  vials  thou  ftiould'ft  fill 
With  forrowful  water  ?  Now  I  fee,  I  fee. 
In  Fulvia's  death,  how  mine  received  Ihall  be. 

Ant.  Quarrel  no  more,  but  be  prepared  to  know 
The  purpofes  I  bear  ;  which  are,  or  ceafe. 
As  you  ftiall  give  the  advice :  Now,  by  the  fire. 
That  quickens  Nilus'  flime,  I  go  from  hence. 
Thy  foldier,  fervant ;  making  peace,  or  war. 
As  thou  afted'ft. 

Cleo.  Cut  my  lace,  Charmian,  come  ; — 
But  let  it  be. — I  am  quickly  ill,  and  well : 
So  Antony  loves. 

ylNT.  My  precious  queen,  forbear ; 
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id  give  true  evidence  to  his  love,  which  (lands 

I  honourable  trial. 

?X£0.  So  Fulviu  told  me. 

r'ythee,  turn  afide,  and  weep  for  her ; 

en  bid  adieu  to  me,  and  fay,  the  tears 

ong  to  Egypt :  Good  now,  play  one  fcene 

excellent  diflembling ;  and  let  it  look 

e  perfedl  honour. 

iNT.  You'll  heat  my  blood ;  no  more. 

^LEO.  You  can  do  better  yet ;  but  this  is  meetly. 

iNT.  Now,  by  my  fword, — 

^LEO.  And  target,— Still  he  mends  ; 

this  is  not  the  beft :  Look,  pr'ythee,  Charmian, 
w  this  Herculean  Roman  does  become 
*  carriage  of  his  chafe. 
iNT.  rU  leave  you,  lady. 
^LEO.  Courteous  lord,  one  word. 

you  and  I  muft  part, — but  that's  not  it : 

you  and  I  have  lov'd, — but  there^s  not  it ; 
It  you  know  well :  Something  it  is  I  would, — 
tny  oblivion  is  a  very  Antony, 
i  I  am  all  forgotten, 
^ivr.  But  that  your  royalty 
ds  idlenefs  your  fubjed,  I  (hould  take  you 

idlenefs  itfelf. 
^LEO.  Tis  fweating  labour, 
bear  fuch  idlenefs  fo  near  the  heart 
Cleopatra  this.    But,  fir,  forgive  me ; 
:e  my  becomings  kill  me,  when  they  do  not 
:  well  to  you :  Your  honour  calls  you  hence ; 
^refore  be  deaf  to  my  unpitied  folly, 
1  all  the  gods  go  with  you !  upon  your  fword 
laurePd  vidory !  and  fmooth  fuccefs 
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SCENE  IF.    Rome,   ^n  Apartment  in  Cjssjr's  . 

Enter  OcTjinvs  C^sar^-Lbpidus,  and  Jtttenc 

C^s.  You  may  fee,  Lepidus,  and  henceforth  ki 
It  is  not  Caefar's  natural  vice  to  hate 
One  great  competitor :  From  Alexandria 
This  is  the  news ;  He  fifties,  drinks,  and  waftes 
The  lamps  of  night  in  revel :  is  not  more  manlik 
Than  Cleopatra ;  nor  the  queen  of  Ptolemy 
More  womanly  than  he :  hardly  gave  audience,  o 
Vouchfaf 'd  to  think  he  had  partners:  You  (hall  fin< 
A  man,  who  is  the  abflra£t  of  all  faults 
That  all  men  follfcw, 

Lep.  I  muft  not  think,  there  arc 
jEvils  enough  to  darken  all  his  goodnefs : 
His  faults,  in  him,  feem  as  the  fpots  of  heaven. 
More  fiery  by  night's  blacknefs  ;  hereditary. 
Rather  than  purchased  ;  what  he  cannot  change, 
Than  what  he  choofes. 

Cj£s.  You  are  too  indulgent :  Let  us  grant,  it  i 
Amifs.  to  tumble  on  the  bed  of  Ptolemy ; 
To  give  a  kingdom  for  a  mirth ;  to  fit 
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No  way  excufe  his  foils,  when  we  do  bear 

So  great  weight  in  his  Ughtnefs.   If  he  fill 

His  vacancy  with  his  voluptuoufnefs, 

Full  forfeits,  and  the  drynefs  of  his  bones. 

Call  on  him  for*t :  but,  to  confound  fuch  time, 

That  drums  him  from  his  fport,  and  fpeaks  as  loud 

As  his  own  ftate,  and  ours, — 'tis  to  be  chid 

As  we  rate  boys ;  who,  being  mature  in  knowledge. 

Pawn  their  experience  to  their  prefent  pleafure. 

And  fo  rebel  to  judgement. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Lep.  Here's  more  news. 

Mes.  Thy  biddings  have  been  done;  and  every  hour, 
Moft  noble  Cxfar,  (halt  thou  have  report 
How  'tis  abroad.    Pompey  is  ftrong  at  fea ; 
And  it  appears,  he  is  belov'd  of  thofe 
That  only  have  fear'd  Cxfar :  to  the  ports 
The  difcontents  repair,  and  men's  reports 
Give  him  much  wrong'd. 

Cass.  I  fhould  have  known  no  lefs  : — 
It  hath  been  taught  us  from  the  primal  ftate. 
That  he,  which  is,  was  wifli'd^  until  he  were ; 
And  the  ebb'd  man,  ne'er  lov'd,  till  ne'er  worth  lov6. 
Comes  dear'd,  by  being  lack'd.    This  common  body, 
like  to  a  vagabond  flag  npon  the  ftream, 
Goes  to,  and  back,  lackeying  the  varying  fide, 
[  To  rot  itfelf  with  motion. 

Mes.  Caefar,  I  bring  thee  word, 
[^Menecrates  and  Menas,  famous  pirates, 
I  Hake  the  fea  ferve  them ;  which  they  ear  and  wound 
LWith  keels  of  every  kind :  Many  hot  inroads 
Zhcy  make  in  Italy ;  the  borders  maritime 

faiood  to  think  on't,  and  flulh  youth  revolt : 

U  iiij 
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No  veflel  can  peep  forth,  but  'tis  as  foon 
Taken  as  feen ;  for  Pompey's  name  ilrikes  more, 
Than  could  his  war  refifted, 

Cj£s.  Antony, 
Leave  thy  lafcivious  waflels.    When  thou  once 
Waft  beaten  from  Modena,  where  thou  flew'ft 
Hirtius  and  Panfa,  confuls,  at  thy  heel 
Did  famine  follow ;  whom  thou  fought'ft  againft, 
Though  daintily  brought  up,  with  patience  more 
Than  favages  could  fufFer :  Thdu  didft  drink 
The  ftale  of  horfes,  and  the  gilded  puddle 
Which  beafts  would  cough  at :  thy  palate  then  did  del 
The  rougheft  berry  on  the  rudeft  hedge  ; 
Yea,  like  the  flag,  when  fnow  the  pafture  fheets. 
The  barks  of  trees  thou  browfed^ft  ;  on  the  Alps, 
It  is  reported,  thou  didft  eat  ftrange  flefti. 
Which  fome  did  die  to  look  on :  And  all  this 
(It  wounds  thine  honour,  that  I  fpeak  it  now,) 
Was  borne  fo  like  a  foldier,  that  thy  cheek 
So  much  as  lank'd  not. 

Lep.  It  is  pity  of  him. 

Cj£S.  Let  his  fliames  quickly 
Drive  him  to  Rome  :  'Tis  time  we  twain 
Did  fliow  ourfelves  i'  the  field  ;  and,  to  that  end, 
Aflemble  we  immediate  council :  Pompey 
Thrives  in  our  idlenefs, 

Lep.  To-morrow,  Caefar, 
I  ftiall  be  furnifti'd  to  inform  you  rightly 
Both  what  by  fea  and  land  I  can  be  able. 
To  'front  this  prefent  time. 

Cjes.  Till  which  encounter. 
It  is  my  bufiiiefs  too.    Farewell.  [ 

Lep,  Farewell,  my  lord:  What  you  fhall  know  i 
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}f  ftirs  abroad,  I  fhall  befeech  you,  fir. 
To  let  me  be  partaker. 
Cjes.  Doubt  not,  fir ; 
[knew  it  for  my  bond.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  V.    Alexandria.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Inter  Cleopatra^  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Mardian. 
Cleo.  Charmian, — 

Char.  Madam. 

Cleo.  Ha,  ha! — 
3ive  me  to  drink  mandragora. 

Char.  Why,  madam  ? 

Cleo.  That  I  might  fleep  out  this  great  gap  of  time, 
My  Antony  is  away. 

Char.  You  think  of  him 
Too  much. 

Cleo.  O,  treafon ! 

Char.  Madam,  I  truft,  not  fo. 

Cleo.  Thou,  eunuch !  Mardian ! 

Mar.  What's  yoiir  highnefs'  pleafure  ? 

Cleo.  Not  now  to  hear  thee  fing ;  I  take  no  pleafure 
Jn  aught  an  eunuch  has :  Tis  well  for  thee, 
That,  being  unfeminar'd,  thy  freer  thoughts 
%  not  fly  forth  of  Egypt.    Haft  thou  aflfedions  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  gracious  mada^p. 

Cleo.  Indeed  ? 

Mar.  Not  in  deed,  madam  ;  for  I  can  do  nothing 
But  ^at  in  deed  is  honeft  to  be  donfe  : 
fet  have  I  fierce  aflfedions,  and  think, 
Vhat  Venus  did  with  Mars. 
Cleo.  O  Charmian, 

fhen^  think'ft  thou  he  is  now  ?  Stands  he,  or  fits  he  ? 
r  does  he  walk  ?  or  is  he  on  his  horfe  ?     . 
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O  happy  horfe,  to  bear  the  weight  of  Antony ! 
Do  bravely,  horfe !  for  wot'ft  thou  whom  thou  movTii 
The  demi-Atlas  of  this  earth,  the  arm 
And  burgonet  of  men. — ^He's  fpeakingnow. 
Or  murmuring,  Wbtris  myferpeKt  (foU  Nile  ? 
For  fo  he  calls  me  ;  Now  I  feed  myfelf 
With  moft  delicious  poifon : — ^Think  on  me. 
That  am  with  Phoebus'  amorous  pmches  black. 
And  wrinkled  deep  in  time  ?  Broad-fronted  Csefar, 
When  thou  waft  here  above  the  groui^d,  I  was 
A  morfel  for  a  monarch  :  and  great  Pompey 
Would  ftand,  and  make  his  eyes  grow  in  my  brow; 
There  would  he  anchor  his  afped,  and  die 
With  looking  on  his  life. 

Enter  AtEjtAs. 

Alex.  Sovereign  of  Egypt,  hail ! 

Cleo.  How  much  unlike  art  thou  Mark  Antony  \ 
Yet,  coming  from  him,  that  great  medicine  hath 
With  his  tind  gilded  thee.— • 
How  goes  it  with  my  brave  Mark  Antony  ? 

Alex.  Laft  thing  he  did,  dear  queen^ 
He  kifs'd, — the  laft  of  many  doubled  kifIes,-«^ 
This  orient  pearl ; — His  fpeech  fticks  in  my  heart. 

Clbo.  Mine  ear  muft  pluck  it  thence. 

Alex.  Good  friend,  quot)i  he. 
Say,  the  firm  Roman  to  great  Egypt  fends 
I'bis  treafure  of  an  oyfier  ;  at  wbofefoot^ 
To  mend  the  petty  prefent^  I  will  piece 
Her  opulent  throne  with  kingdoms  ;  All  the  eqft^ 
Say  xhoM,  fhall  call  her  miftrefs.     So  he  nodded. 
And  foberly  did  mount  a  termagant  ftecd, 
Who  neigh'd  fo  high,  that  what  I  would  have  fpokl 
Was  beaftly  dumbU  by  hini«     « 
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Cleo.  What,  was  he  fad,  or  merry  ? 
ALEx.lAk^  to  the  time  o*the  year  between  the  extremes 
f  hot  and  cold.;  he  was  nor  fad,  nor  merry. 
Cleo.  O  well-divided  difpofition  ! — Note  him, 
ote  him,  good  Charmian,  'tis  the  man ;  but  note  him : 
t  was  not  fad ;  for  he  would  fhine  on  thofq 
hat  make  their  looks  by  his :  he  was  not  merry  ; 
^ich  feem'd  to  tell  them,  his  remembrance  lay 
I  Egypt  with  his  joy  :  but  beto^een  both  : 
heavenly  mingle ! — Be'ft  thou  fad,  or  merry, 
he  violence  of  either  thee  becomes  j 
)  does  it  no  man  elfe. — Met'ft  thou  my  pofts  ? 
Alex.  Ay,  madam,  twenty  feveral  meflengers  : 
hy  do  you  fend  fo  thiok  ? 
Cleo.  Who's  bom  that  day 
»Tien  I  forget  to  fend  to  Antony, 
lall  die  a  beggar.i — Ink  and  paper,  Charmian. — 
i^elcome,  my  good  Alexas.-— Did  I,  Charmian, 
ver  love  Caefar  fo  ? 
Char.  O  that  brave  Caefar  ! 
Cleo.  Be  chok'd  with  fuch  another  emphafis ! 
ly,  the  brave  Antony. 
Char.  The  valiant  Caefar  ! 
Cleo.  By  Ifis,  I  will  give  thee  bloody  teeth, 
thou  with  Caefar  paragon  again 
ty  man  of  men. 

Char.  By  your  moft  gracious  pardon, 
fing  but  after  you. 
Cleo.  My  fallad  days ; 

ITien  I  was  green  in  judgement  :.^Cold  in  blood, 
b  fay,  as  I  faid  then ! — But,  come,  away  : 
et  me  ink  and  paper :  he  ihall  have  every  day 
feveral  greeting,  or  TU  unpeople^Egypt,         [Examl. 
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ACT  II. 

SCENE  I.    Meffina.    A  Room  in  Pompbt^s  Houfi. 
Enter  Pom  pet,  Menecrates,  and  Men  as. 

Pom.  If  the  great  gods  be  juft,  they  (hall  affift 
The  deeds  of  jufleft  men. 

Mene.  Know,  worthy  Pompey, 
That  what  they  do  delay,  they  not  deny. 

Pom.  \Vliiles  we  are  fuitors  to  their  throne,  decay* 
The  thing  we  fue  for. 

Mene.  We,  ignorant  of  ourfelves, 
Beg  often  our  own  harms,  which  the  wife  powers 
Deny  us  for  our  good  ;  fo  find  we  profit » 
By  lofing  of  our  prayers. 

Pom.  I  fhall  do  well : 
The  people  love  me,  and  the  fea  is  mine  ; 
My  power's  a  crefcent,  and  my  auguring  hope 
Says,  it  will  come  to  the  full.    Mark  Antony 
In  Egypt  fits  at  dinner,  and  will  make 
No  wars  without  doors :  Csefar  gets  money,  where 
He  lofes  hearts  :  Lepidus  flatters  both, 
Of  both  is  flattered ;  but  he  neither  loves, 
Nor  either  cares  for  him. 

Men.  Csefar  and  Lepidus 
Are  in  the  field ;  a  mighty  ftrength  they  carry. 

Pom.  Where  have  you  this  ?  'tis  falfe. 

Men.  From  Silvius,  fir. 

Pom.  He  dreams ;  I  know,  they  are  in  Rome  to. 
Looking  for  Antony  :  But  all  charms  of  love, 
Salt  Cleopatra,  foften  thy  wan'd  lip  ! 
Let  witchcraft  join  with  beauty,  luft  with  both  ! 
Tie  up  the  libertine  in  a  field  of  feafts, 


ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA.  •  317 

jep  his  brain  fuming  ;  Epicurean  cooks, 
arpen  with  cloylefs  fauce  his  appetite  ; 
lat  fleep  and  feeding  may  prorogue  his  honour, 
^en  till  a  Lethe'd  dulnefs. — How  now  Varrius  ? 

Enter  Varrius. 
Far.  This  is  ;moft  certain  that  I  fhall  deliver  : 
ark  Antony  is  every  hour  in  Rome 
cpeded ;  fmce  he  went  from  Egypt,  'tis 
fpace  for  further  travel. 
Pom.  I  could  have  given  lefs  matter 
better  ear. — Menas,  I  did  not  think, 
his  amorous  furfeiter  would  have  don'd  his  helm 
3r  fuch  a  petty  war :  his  foldierfhip 
twice  the  other  twain :  But  let  us  rear 
he  higher  our  opinion,  that  our  ftirring 
an  from  the  lap  of  Egypt's  widow  pluck 
he  ne'er  luft-wearied  Antony. 
Men.  I  cannot  hope, 

aefar  and  Antony  fhall  well  greet  together  : 
lis  wife,  that's  dead,  did  trefpaffes  to  Caefar ; 
lis  brother  warr'd  upon  him  ;*  although,  I  think, 
ot  mov'd  by  Antony. 
Pom.  I  know  not,  Menas, 
low  lefler  enmities  may  give  way  to  greater, 
^ere't  not  that  we  ftand  up  againft  them  all, 
Twere  pregnant  they  fhould  fquare  between  themfelvcs; 
or  they  have  entertained  caufe  enough 
^0  draw  their  fwords  :  but  how  the  fear  of  us 
%  cement  their  divilions,  and  bind  up 
^e  petty  difference,  we  yet  not  know. 
fe  it  as  our  gods  will  have  it !  It  only  flands 
)ur  lives  upon,  to  ufe  our  flrongefl  hands. 
!ome,  Menas.  {^Exeunt. 
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SCENE  II.    Rome.    J  Room  in  the  Houfe  o/Lepidvs. 
Enter  Enobarbus  and  Lspidvs. 

Lep.  Good  Enobarbus,  'tis  a  worthy  deed. 
And  fhall  become  you  well,  to  entreat  your  captain 
To  foft  and  gentle  fpeech. 

Eno.  I  fhall  entreat  him 
To  anfwer  like  himfelf :  if  Caefar  m6ve  him, 
Let  Antony  look  over  Caefar's  head, 
And  fpeak  as  loud  as  Mars.     By  Jupiter, 
Were  I  the  wearer  of  Antonius'  beard, 
I  would  not  fhav't  to-day. 

Lep.  'Tis  not  a  time 
For  private  ftomaching. 

Eno.  Every  time 
Serves  for  the  matter  that  is  then  bom  in  it. 

Lep.  But  fmall  to  greater  matters  muft  give  way. 

Eno.  Not  if  the  fmall  come  firft. 

Lep.  Your  fpeech  is  paflion  : 
But,  pray  you,  ftir  no  embers  up.     Here  comes 
The  noble  Antony, 

Enter  Antony  and  Ventidivs. 

Eno.  And  yonder,  Caefar. 

Enter  C^sar^  Mecjsnas,  and  Aorippa. 

Ant.  If  we  compofe  well  here,  to  Parthia  : 
Hark  you,  Ventidius. 

Cjes.  I  do  not  know, 
Mecaenas ;  afk  Agrippa. 

Lep.  Noble  friends. 
That  which  combined  us  was  moft  great,  afiid  let  not 
A  leaner  aftion  rend  us.     What's  amife, 
May  it  be  gently  heard  :  When  we  debate 
Our  trivial  diflference  loud,  we  do  commit 
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Murder  in  healing  wounds :  Then,  noble  partners, 
(The  rather,  for  I  cameftly  bcfccch,) 
Touch  you  the  foureft  points  with  fweeteft  temw. 
Nor  curflnefs  grow  to  the  matter. 

Ant.  'Tis  fpoken  well : 
Were  we  before  our  armies,  and  to  fight, 
I  ihould  do  thus. 
C^s.  Welcome  to  Rome. 
Ant.  Thank  you. 
Cjes.  5it. 
Ant.  Sit,  fir ! 
Cjes.  Nay, 
Then — 

Ant.  I  learn,  you  take  things  ill,  which  are  not  fo ; 
Or,  being,  concern  you  not. 
Cj^s.  I  muft  be  laugh'd  at. 
If,  or  for  nothing,  or  a  Uttle,  I 
Should  fay  myfelf  offended ;  and  with  you 
Chiefly  i'the  world  :  more  laugh'd  at,  that  I  ihould 
Once  name  you  derogately,  when  to  found  your  name 
It  not  concerned  me. 

Ant.  My  being  in  iEgypt,  Casfar, 
"What  was't  to  you  ? 

CjEs.  No  more  than  my  refiding  here  at  Rome 
Might  be  to  you  in  Egypt :  Yet,  if  you  there 
,  Did  pradife  on  my  ftate,  your  being  in  iEgypt 
'  Kight  be  my  queftion. 

.^ivrr.  How  intend  you,  pradHs'd  ? 
Cjrs.  You  may  be  pleased  to  catch  at  mine  intent. 
By  what  did  here  befal  me.     Your  wife,  and  brother, 
Made  wars  upon  me  ;  and  their  conteftation 
Was  theme  for  you,  you  were  the  word  of  war. 
jiNT.  You  do  miftake  your  bufinefs  j  my  brother  never 
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Did  urge  me  in  his  ad  :  I  did  enquire  it ; 
And  have  my  leaning  from  fome  true  reports, 
That  drew  their  fwords  with  you.     Did  he  not  radier 
Difcredit  my  authority  with  yours ; 
And  make  the  wars  alike  againft  my  ftomach, 
Having  aUke  your  caufe  ?     Of  this,  my  letters 
Before  did  fatisfy  you.     If  you'll  patch  a  quarrel. 
As  matter  whole  you  have  not  to  make  it  with, 
It  muft  not  be  with  this. 

C^s.  You  praife  yourfelf 
By  laying  defeds  of  judgement  to  me  ;  but 
You  patched  up  your  excufes. 

Ant.  Not  fo,  not  fo  : 
I  know  you  could  not  lack,  I  am  certain  on't. 
Very  neceflity  of  this  thought,  that  I,  ,- 
Your  partner  in  the  caufe  'gainft  which  he  fought. 
Could  not  with  graceful  eyes  attend  thofe  wars 
Which  'fronted  mine  own  peace.     As  for  my  wife, 
I  would  you  had  her  fpirit  in  fuch  another  : 
The  third  o'  the  world  is  yours  ;  which  with  a  fnaflk 
You  may  pace  eafy,  but  not  fuch  a  wife. 

Eno.  'Would  we  had  all  fuch  wives,  that  the  irn 
might  go  to  wars  with  the  women ! 

Ant.  So  much  uncurbable,  her  garboils,  Caefar, 
Made  out  of  her  impatience,  (which  not  wanted 
Shrewdnefs  of  policy  too,)  I  grieving  grant, 
Did  you  too  much  difquiet :  for  that,  you  muft 
But  fay,  I  could  not  help  it. 

Cjes.  I  wrote  to  you, 
When  rioting  in  Alexandria  ;  you 
Did  pocket  up  my  letters,  and  with  taimts 
Did  gibe  my  miflivc  out  of  audience. 

Ant.  Sir, 

s 
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fe  fell  upon  me,  ere  admitted  ;  then 
tree  kings  I  had  newly  feafted,  and  did  want 
f  what  I  was  i'  the  morning  :  but,  next  day, 
told  him  of  myfelf ;  which  was  as  much 
5  to  have  alk'd  him  pardon :  Let  this  fellow 
5  nothing  of  our  flrife  ;  if  we  contend, 
ut  of  our  queftion  wipe  him. 
C^s.  You  have  broken 

he  article  of  your  oath  ;  which  you  (hall  never 
[ave  tongue  to  charge  me  with. 
Lep.  Soft,  Caefar. 
Ant.  No, 

-epidus,  let  him  fpeak ; 
"he  honour's  facred  which  he  talks  on  now, 
uppofing  that  I  lack'd  it :  But  on,  Caefar  ; 
Tie  article  of  my  oath, — 

Cas.  To  lend  me  arms,  and  aid,  when  I  required  them; 
"he  which  you  both  deny'd. 
Jnt.  Negledted,  rather  ; 

nd  then,  when  poifon'd  hours  had  bound  me  up 
rom  mine  own  knowledge.     As  nearly  as  I  may, 
il  play  the  penitent  to  you  :  but  mine  honefly 
lall  not  make  poor  my  greatnefs,  nor  my  power 
''ork  without  it :  Truth  is,  that  Fulvia, 
0  have  me  out  of  Egypt,  made  wars  here  ; 
3r  which  myfelf,  the  ignorant  motive,  do 
>  fzr  a(k  pardon,  as  befits  mine  honour 
0  (loop  in  fuch  a  cafe. 
Lep.  TTis  nobly  fpoken. 

hiEC.  If  it  might  pleafe  you,  to  enforce  no  further 
be  griefs  between  ye :  to  forget  them  quite, 
ere  to  remember  that  the  prefent  need 
eaks  to  atone  you. 
Vol.  V.  X 
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Lep.  Worthily  fpoke,  Mecaenas. 

>Eno.  Or,  if  you  borrow  one  another's  love  for  the  in- 
ftant,  you  may,  when  you  hear  no  more  words  of  Pom- 
pey,  return  it  again  :  you  fhall  have  time  to  wrangle  in, 
when  you  have  nothing  elfe  to  do. 

j4nt.  Thou  art  a  foldier  only  ;  fpeak  no  more. 

Eno.  That  truth  fhould  be  filent,  I  had  almoft  forgot. 

j4nt.  You  wrong  this  prefence,  therefore fpeaknomore. 

Eno.  Go  to  then  ;  'your  confiderate  ftone. 

CjES.  I  do  not  much  diflike  the  matter,  but 
The  manner  of  hi§  fpeech  :  for  it  cannot  be. 
We  (hall  remain  in  friendfliip,  our  conditions 
So  differing  in  their  ads.     Yet,  if  I  knew 
What  hoop  (hould  hold  us  ftaunch,  from  edge  to  edge 
O'  the  world  I  would  purfue  it. 

j^GR.  Give  me  leave,  Caefar, — 

C^s.  Speak,  Agrippa. 

j^GR.  Thou  haft  a  fifter  by  the  mother's  fide, 
Admir'd  Odavia  :  great  Mark  Antony 
Is  now  a  widower. 

CjEs.  Say  not  fo,  Agrippa ; 
If  Cleopatra  heard  you,  your  reproof 
Were  well  deferv'd  of  raflinefs. 

^NT.  I  am  not  married,  Caefar  :  let  me  hear 
Agrippa  further  fpeak 

j4gr.  To  hold  you  in  perpetual  amity. 
To  make  you  brothers,  and  to  knit  your  hearts 
With  an  unflipping  knot,  take  Antony 
Odavia  to  his  wife  ;  whofe  beauty  claims 
Ko  worfe  a  hufband  than  the  beft  of  men  ; 
Whofe  virtue,  and  whofe  general  graces,  fpeak 
That  which  none  elfe  can  utter.     By  this  marriage. 
All  little  jealoufies,  which  now  feem  great. 
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And  all  great  fears,  which  now  import  their  dangers, 
Would  then  be  nothing  :  truths  would  be  but  tales, 
Where  now  half  tales  be  truths  :  her  love  to  both, 
Would,  each  to  other,  and  all  loves  to  both, 
Draw  after  her.     Pardon  what  I  have  fpoke ; 
For  'tis  a  ftudied,  not  a  prefent  thought. 
By  duty  ruminated. 

Ant.  Will  Caefar  fpeak  ? 

Cj^s.  Not  till  he  hears  how  Antony  is  touched 
With  what  is  fpoke  already. 

Ant.  What  power  is  in  Agrippa, 
f  1  would  fay,  Agrippa,  be  itfo^ 
To  make  this  good  ? 

Ca^s.  The  power  of  Caefar,  and 
lis  power  unto  OiSlavia. 

Ant.  May  I  never 

'0  this  good  purpofe,  that  fo  fairly  fhows, 
hream  of  impediment ! — Let  me  have  thy  hand  : 
urther  this  ad  of  grace  ;  and,  from  this  hour, 
"he  heart  of  brothers  govern  in  our  loves, 
jid  fway  our  great  defigns  ! 

C£s.  There  is  my  hand. 
L  lifter  I  bequeath  you,  whom  no  brother 
ftd  ever  love  fo  dearly  :  Let  her  live 
'ojoin  our  kingdoms,  and  our  hearts  ;  and  never 
ly  off  our  loves  again  ! 

JLirA  Happily,  amen ! 

jiNT.  I  did  not  think  to  draw  my  fword  'gainft  Pompey  j 
xr  be  hath  laid  ftrange  courtefies,  and  great, 
f  late  upon  me  :  I  muft  thank  him  only, 
•ft  my  remembrance  fuffer  ill  report  j 
:  iieel  of  that,  defy  him. 
Lbf.  Time  calls  upon  us : 

X  ij 
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Of  US  muft  Pompey  prefently  be  fought. 
Or  elfe  he  fecks  out  us. 

^NT.  And  where  lies  he  ? 

C^s.  About  the  Mount  Mifenum. 

j4nt.  What's  his  ftrength 
By  land  ? 

C^s.  Great,  and  increafing  :  but  by  fea 
He  is  an  abfolute  tnafter. 

j4nt.  So  is  the  fame. 
'Would,  we  had  fpoke  together  !  Hafte  we  for  it : 
Yet,  ere  we  put  ourfelves  in  arms,  defpatch  we 
The  bufinefs  we  have  talk'd  of. 

CjSs.  With  mod  gladnefs  ; 
And  do  invite  you  to  my  fifter's  view, 
Whither  ftraight  I  will  lead  you. 

^NT.  Let  us,  Lepidus, 
Not  lack  your  company. 

Lep.  Noble  Antony, 
Not  ficknefs  ihould  detain  me. 

[Flourijh.    Exeunt  C^sar,  Antony y  and  Lepidvi 

Mec.  Welcome  from  Egypt,  fir. 

Eno.  Half  the  heart  of  Caefar,  worthy  Mecaenas ! — ^ie 
honourable  friend,  Agrippa  ! — 

Agr.  Good  Enobarbus ! 

Mec.  We  have  caufe  to  be  glad,  that  matters  are 
well  digefted.     You  ftay'd  well  by  it  in  Egypt. 

Eno.  Ay,  fir ;  we  did  fleep  day  out  of  countenanc 
and  made  the  night  light  with  drinking. 

Mec.  Eight  wiW  boars  roafled  whole  at  a  breakfafl,  ai 
but  twelve  perfons  there  ;  Is  this  true  ? 

Eno.  This  was  but  as  a  fly  by  an  eagle :  we  had  mu( 
more  monftrous  matter  of  feafl,  which  worthily  deferv 
nothing. 


ANTONr  AND  CLEOPATRA.  525 

Mec.  She's  a  moft  triumphant  lady,  if  report  be  fquarc 
>  her. 

Eno.  When  fhe  firft  met  Mark  Antony,  (he  purfcd  up 
s  heart,  upon  the  river  of  Cydnus. 
Agr.  There  (he  appeared  indeed ;  or  my  reporter  de- 
s'd  well  for  her.  ' 

Eno.  I  will  tell  you  : 

le  barge  fhe  fat  in,  like  a  burnifh'd  throne, 
jrn*d  on  the  water :  the  poop  was  beaten  gold ; 
irple  the  fails,  and  fo  perfumed,  that 
he  winds  were  love-fick  with  them:  the  oars  were  filverj 
^hich  to  the  tune  of  flutes  kept  ftroke,  and  made 
he  water,  which  they  beat,  to  follow  fafter, 
lS  amorous  of  their  ftrokes.     For  her  own  perfon, 

beggar'd  all  defcription :  (he  did  lie 
I  her  pavillion,  (cloth  of  gold,  of  tifliie,) 
'er-pi6hiring  that  Venus,  where  we  fee, 
he  fancy  out-work  nature  :  on  each  fide  her, 
ood  pretty  dimpled  boys,  like  fmiling  Cupids, 
^ith  diverfe-colour'd  fans,  whofe  wind  did  feem 
3  glow  the  delicate  cheeks  which  they  did  cool, 
ad  what  they  undid,  did. 
Agr.  O,  rare  for  Antony ! 
Eno.  Her  gentlewomen,  like  the  Nereides, 

many  mermaids,  tended  her  i'  the  eyes, 
ad  made  their  bends  adomings  :  at  the  helm 
feeming  mermaid  fleers  ;  the  filken  tackle 
rell  with  the  touches  of  thofe  flower-foft  hands, 
lat  yarely  frame  the  office.     From  the  barge 
flrange  invifible  perfume  hits  the  fenfe 
'the  adjacent  wharfs.     The  city  cafl 
ir  people  out  upon  her ;  and  Antony, 
thron'd  in.  the  market-place,  did  fit  alone, 

Xiij 
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Whiftling  to  the  air  ;  which,  but  for  vacancy^ 
Had  gone  to  gaze  on  Cleopatra  too. 
And  made  a  gap  in  nature. 

j4gr.  Rare  Egyptian  ! 

Eno.  Upon  her  landing,  Antony  fent  to  her. 
Invited  her  to  fupper  :  fhe  reply'd. 
It  fhould  be  better,  he  became  her  gueft ; 
Which  fhe  entreated  :  Our  courteous  Antony, 
Whom  ne'er  the  word  of  no  woman  heard  fpeak. 
Being  barber'd  ten  times  o'er,  goes  to  the  feaft; 
And,  for  his  ordipary,  pays  his  heart. 
For  what  his  eyes  eat  only. 

Agr.  Royal  wench ! 
3he  made  great  Caefar  lay  his  fword  to  bed ; 
He  ploughed  her,  and  ftie  cropp'd. 

Eno.  I  faw  her  once 
Hop  forty  paces  through  the  public  ftrcet : 
And  having  loft  her  breath,  fhe  fpoke,  and  panted. 
That  fhe  did  make  defed,  perfedion. 
And,  breathlefs,  power  breathe  forth, 

Mec.  Now  Antony  muft  leave  her  utterly. 

Eno.  Never  ;  he  will  not ; 
Age  cannot  wither  her,  nor  cuftom  ftale 
Her  infinite  variety  :  Other  women 
Cloy  th'  appetites  they  feed ;  but  fhe  makes  hungry, 
Where  moft  fhe  fatisfies.    For  vileft  things 
Become  themfelves  in  her ;  that  the  holy  prieib 
Blefs  her,  when  fhe  is  riggifh. 

Mec.  If  beauty,  wifdom,  modefty,  can  fettle 
The  heart  of  Antony,  Odavia  is 
A  blefled  lottery  to  him. 

Agr.  Let  us  go, — 
pood  Enobarbus,  make  yourfelf  my  gueft,. 
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yhilft  you  abide  here, 

Ino.  Humbly,  fir,  I  thank  you.  [Exeunt. 

■ — -      ■        ■        ■  I  ■■     ■  1^ 

SCENE  III.    The  fame.    ^  Room  in  CjESAr's  Hou/e. 
Jiter  C^sARf  Antony^  Oc tafia  between  tbem;  At* 
tendants^  and  a  Soothsatbr. 

Ant.  The  world,  and  my  great  office,  will  fometimes 
divide  me  from  your  bofom. 

OcTA.  All  which  time, 

efore  the  gods  my  knee  (hall  bow  my  prayers 
o  them  for  you. 

Ant.  Good  night,  fir My  Odfavia, 

ead  not  my  blemifhes  in  the  world's  report  : 
have  not  kept  my  fquare ;  but  that  to  come 
lall  all  be  done  by  the  rule.    Good  night,  dear  lady — 

OcTA.  Good  night,  fir. 

Cjes.  Good  night.  [Exeunt  Cjesar  and  Octafia. 

Ant.  Now,  (irrah  !  you  do  wifh  yourfelf  in  Egypt  ? 

Sooth.  'Would  I  had  never  come  from  thence,  nor  you 
hither ! 

Ant.  If  you  can,  your  reafon  ? 

Sooth.  I  fee't  in 

ty  motion,  have  it  not  in  my  tongue :  But  yet 
ie  you  again  to  Egypt. 

Ant.  Say  to  me, 
Thoit  fortunes  (hall  rife  higher,  Caefar's,  or  mine  ? 

Sooth.  C«far's. 

hercfore,  O  Antony,  ftay  not  by  his  fide : 
hy  daemon,  that's  thy  fpirit  which  keeps  thee,  is 
oble,  courageous,  high,  unmatchable, 
^ere  Caefar's  is  not ;  but,  near  him,  thy  angel 
►^omes  a  Fear,  as  being  o'erpower'd ;  therefore 
'lake  fpace  enough  between  you. 
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Ant.  Speak  this  no  more. 

Sooth.  To  none  but  thee;  no  more,  but  when  to  thcc* 
If  thou  doft  play  with  him  at  any  game. 
Thou  art  fure  to  lofe  ;  and,  of  that  natural  luck, 
He  beats  thee  *gainft  the  odds ;  thy  luftre  thickens, 
When  he  fhines  by :  I  fay  again,  thy  fpirit 
Is  all  afraid  to  govern  thee  near  him ; 
But,  he  away,  'tis  noble. 

Ant.  Get  thee  gone  ; 
Say  to  Ventidius,  I  would  fpeak  with  him  : — 

[Exit  SooTHSjrsL 

He  fhall  to  Parthia Be  it  art,  or  hap. 

He  hath  fpoken  true  :  The  very  dice  obey  him ; 
And,  in  our  fports,  my  better  cunning  faints 
Under  his  chance  :  if  we  draw  lots,  he  fpeeds  : 
His  cocks  do  win  the  battle  ftill  of  mine. 
When  it  is  all  to  nought  j  and  his  quails  ever 
Beat  mine,  inhoop'd,  at  odds.    I  will  to  Egypt : 
And  though  I  make  this  marriage  for  my  peace, 

Efjter  Ventidius. 
V  the  eaft  my  pleafure  lies  ; — ^O,  come,  Ventidius, 
You  muft  to  Parthia  j  your  commilfion's  ready  : 
Follow  me,  and  receive  it.  [£x^* 

SCENE  IK    The  fame.    A  Street. 
Enter  Lepidus,  MecjEnas^  and  Agrippa. 
Lep.  Trouble  yourfelves  no  further :  pray  you,  hafttft 
Your  generals  after. 

Agr.  Sir,  Mark  Antony 
Will  e'en  but  kifs  Odavia,  and  we'll  follow. 

Lep.  Till  I  fhall  fee  you  in  your  foldier's  drefS| 
Which  will  become  you  both,  farewell, 
Mec.  We  fhall, 
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I  conceive  the  journey,  be  at  mount 
•ore  you,  Lepidus. 
Lfp.  Your  way  is  fhorter, 
purpofes  do  draw  me  much  about ; 
ii'U  win  two  days  upon  me. 
Ifjpc.  JcR.  Sir,  good  fuccefs ! 
L£i>.  Farewell.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V.    Alexandria.    A  Room  in  the  Palace, 
titer  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Alexas. 
Ileo.  Give  me  fome  mufick  ;  mufick,  moody  food 
us  that  trade  in  love. 
Attend.  The  mufick,  ho  ! 

Enter  Mardian. 
Ileo.  Let  it  alone ;  let  us  to  billiards  : 
me,  Charmian, 

Ihar.  My  arm  is  fore,  beft  play  with  Mardian. 
Ileo.  As  well  a  woman  with  an  eunuch  play'd, 
with  a  woman  ; — Come,  you'll  play  with  me,  fir  ? 
Mar.  As  well  as  I  can,  madam.  [too  fliort^ 

Qleo.  And  when  good  will  is  fliow'd,  though  it  come 
le  acSor  may  plead  pardon.    Til  none  now  : — 
ve  me  mine  angle, — We'll  to  the  river  :  there, 
jr  mufick  playing  far  off,  I  will  betray 
iwny-finn'd  fifties  ;  my  bended  hook  fliall  pierc? 
beir  flimy  jaws ;  and,  as  I  draw  them  up, 
1  think  them  every  one  an  Antony, 
nd  fay,  Ah,  ha  !  you're  caught. 
Char.  *Twas  merry,  when 
ou  wager'd  on  your  angling  ;  when  your  diver 
id  hang  a  falt-fifti  on  his  hook,  which  he 
\\h  fervency  drew  up. 
Clbo.  That  time ! — O  times  ] — 
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I  laugh'd  him  out  of  patience  ;  and  that  night 
I  laugh'd  him  into  patience  :  and  next  mom. 
Ere  the  ninth  hour,  I  drunk  him  to  his  bed ; 
Then  put  my  tires  and  mantles  on  him,  whilft 
I  wore  his  fword  Philippan-    O  !  from  Italy  ; — 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Ram  thou  thy  fruitful  tidings  in  mine  cars. 
That  long  time  have  been  barren. 

Mes.  Madam,  madam,-— 

Cleo.  Antony's  dead  ? — 
If  thou  fay  fo,  villain,  thou  kilPfl  thy  miflrefs : 
But  well  and  free, 

If  thou  fo  yield  him,  there  is  gold,  and  here 
My  bluefl  veins  to  kifs ;  a  hand,  that  kings 
Have  lipp'd,  and  trembled  kiffing. 

Mes.  Firft,  madam,  he's  well-  [Wc  uft 

Cleo.  Why,  there's  more  gold.     But,  firrah,  mark; 
To  fay,  the  dead  are  well :  bring  it  to  that. 
The  gold  I  give  thee,  will  I  melt,  and  pour 
Down  thy  ill-uttering  throat. 

Mes.  Good  madam,  hear  me. 

Cleo.  Well,  go  to,  I  will ; 
But  there's  no  goodnefs  in  thy  face  :  If  Antony 
Be  free,  and  healthful, — why  fo  tart  a  favour 
To  trumpet  fuch  good  tidings  ?  If  not  well. 
Thou  ftiould'fl  come  like  a  fury  crown'd  with  ihakes, 
Not  like  a  formal  man. 

Mes.  Will't  pleafe  you  hear  me  ? 

Cleo.  I  have  a  mind  to  ftrike  thee,  ere  thou  fpeak'ft* 
Yet,  if  thou  fay,  Antony  lives,  is  well. 
Or  friends  with  Csefar,  or  not  captive  to  him, 
I'll  fet  thee  in  a  fhower  of  gold,  and  hail 
Rich  pearls  upon  thee. 
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Mss.  Madam,  he's  well.  , 

7zj?o.  Well  faid. 

VIss.  And  friends  with  Caefar. 

7l£0.  ThouVt  an  honeft  man. 

\f£s.  Csefar  and  he  are  greater  friends  than  ever. 

7ljbo.  Make  thee  a  fortune  from  me. 

Vl£s.  But  yet,  madam, — 

7lso.  I  do  not  like  but  yet,  it  does  allay 

e  good  precedence  ;  fye  upon  but  yet : 

t  yet  is  as  a  gaoler  to  bring  forth 

me  monflrous  malefador.     Pry'thee,  friend, 

>ur  out  the  pack  of  matter  to  mine  ear, 

tie  good  and  bad  together :  He^s  friends  with  Gaefar ; 

I  ftate  of  health,  thou  fay'ft  j  and,  thou  fay*ft,  free. 

Mes.  Free,  niadam  !  no  ;  I  made  no  fuch  report : 

e's  bound  unto  Odavia. 

Cleo.  For  what  good  turn  ? 

Mes.  For  the  beft  turn  i'  the  bed. 

Cleo.  I  am  pale,  Charmian. 

Mes.  Madam,  he's  married  to  Odavia. 

Cleo.  The  mofl  infedious  peftilence  upon  thee  ! 

[Strikes  bim  down. 
Mes.  Gobd  madam,  patience. 

Cleo.  What  fay  you  ? — Hence,         [Strikes  bim  again. 
orrible  villain  !  or  I'll  fpum  thine  eyes 
ike  balls  before  me  ;  I'll  unhair  thy  head ; 

[Sbe  bales  bim  up  and  down. 
bou  fhalt  be  whipp'd  with  wire  and  ftew'd  in  brine, 
oarting  in  lingering  pickle. 
Mes.  Gracious  madam, 
that  do  bring  the  news,  made  not  the  match. 
Cleo.  Say,  'tis  not  fo,  a  province  I  will  give  thee, 
id  make  thy  fortunes  proud :  the  blow  thou  hadft 
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Shall  make  thy  peace,  for  moving  me  to  rage ; 
And  I  will  boot  thee  with  what  gift  befide 
Thy  modefty  can  beg. 

Mes.  He's  married,  madam. 

Cleo.  Rogue,  thou  haft  h v'd  too  long.  \^Draivs  a  da^ir. 

Mes.  Nay,  then  Til  run  : — 
What  mean  you,  madam  ?  I  have  made  no  fault.    [Eat, 

Char.  Good  madam,  keep  yourfelf  within  yourfelf; 
The  man  is  innocent. 

Cleo.  Some  innocents  'fcape  not  the  thunderbolt.— 
Melt  Egypt  into  Nile  !  and  kindly  creatures 
Turn  all  to  ferpents  ! — Call  the  flave  again  ; 
Though  I  am  mad,  I  will  not  bite  him  : — Call. 

Char.  He  is  afeard  to  come, 

Cleo.  I  will  not  hurt  him  : — 
Thefe  hands  do  lack  nobility,  that  they  ftrike 
A  meaner  than  myfelf ;  fince  I  myfelf 
Have  given  myfelf  the  caufe. — Come  hither,  fir. 

Re-enter  Messenger. 
Though  it  be  honeft,  it  is  never  good 
To  bring  bad  news  :  Give  to  a  gracious  meflage 
An  hoft  of  tongues  ;  but  let  ill  tidings  tell 
Themfelves,  when  they  be  felt. 

Mes.  I  have  done  my  duty. 

Cleo.  Is  he  married  ? 
I  cannot  hate  thee  worfer  than  I  do. 
If  thou  again  fay,  Yes. 

Mes.  He  is  married,  madam.  [ftill? 

Cleo.  The  gods  confound  thee !  doft  thou  hold  thac 

Mes.  Should  I  lie,  madam  ? 

Cleo.  O,  I  would,  thou  didft  ; 
So  half  my  Egypt  were  fubmerg'd,  and  made 
A  ciftem  for  fcaPd  fnakes !  Go,  get  thee  ^ence  j 
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id'ft  thou  Narciffus  in  thy  face,  to  me 

wou  would'ft  appear  mod  ugly.     He  is  married  ? 

Mes.  I  crave  your  highnefs'  pardon. 

Cleo.  He  is  married  ? 

Mes.  Take  no  offence,  that  I  would  not  offend  you  : 

0  punifh  me  for  what  you  make  me  do, 

lems  much  unequal :  He  is  married  to  Odavia. 

Cleo.  O,  that  his  fault  fhould  make  a  knave  of  thee, 

hat  art  not ! — What  ?    thour't  fure  of  't  ?— Get  thee 

hence  : 
lie  merchandife,  which  thou  haft  brought  from  Rome, 
re  all  too  dear  for  me ;  Lie  they  upon  thy  hand, 
ad  be  undone  by  'em,  \Exit  Messenger. 

Char.  Good  your  highnefs,  patience. 
Cleo.  In  praifing  Antony,  I  have  difprais'd  Caefar. 
Char.  Many  times,  madam. 
Cleo,  I  am  paid  for't  now. 
ad  me  from  hence, 

kint ;  O  Iras,  Charmian, — 'Tis  no  matter : — 
)  to  the  fellow,  good  Alexas  ;  bid  him 
port  the  feature  of  Odtavia,  her  years, 
IT  incUnation,  let  him  not  leave  out 
le  colour  of  her  hair : — bring  me  word  quickly. — - 

[Exit  j4lexas: 
;t  him  for  ever  go  : — Let  him  not — Charmian, 
liough  he  be  painted  one  way  like  a  Gorgon, 
other  way  he's  a  Mars: — Bid  you  Alexas  [To  Mardian. 
ing  me  word,  how  tall  fhe  is — Pity  me,  Charmian, 
It  do  not  fpeak'  to  me. — Lead  me  to  my  chamber. 

[Exeunt: 

SCENE  VI.    N^^r  Mifenum. 
ter  PoMPEr^  and  Menas,  at  one  fide ^  with  drum  and 
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trumpet]    at  another^  Cjesak^  Lbpidus^  Antohi 
EkoBARBUs^  MecjEnas,  with  faldiers  marcbittg. 

Pom.  Your  hoftages  I  have,  fo  have  you  mine ; 
And  we  (hall  talk  before  we  fight. 

Cjes.  Mod  meet, 
That  firft  we  come  to  words ;  and  therefore  have  wc 
Our  written  purpofes  before  us  fent : 
Which,  if  thou  haft  confider'd,  let  us  know 
If  'twill  tie  up  thy  difcontented  fword  ; 
And  carry  back  to  Sicily  much  tall  youth. 
That  elfe  muft  perifh  here. 

Pom.  To  you  all  three. 
The  fenators  alone  of  this  great  world. 
Chief  fadors  for  the  gods, — I  do  not  know. 
Wherefore  my  father  ftiould  revengers  want. 
Having  a  fon,  and  friends  ;  fince  Julius  Caeiar, 
Who  at  Philippi  the  good  Brutus  ghofted. 
There  faw  you  labouring  for  him.     What  was  it, 
That  mov'd  pale  Caffius  to  confpire  ?  And  what 
Made  the  all-honour'd,  honeft,  Roman  Brutus, 
With  the  arm'd  reft,  courtiers  of  beauteous  freedom. 
To  drench  the  Capitol ;  but  that  they  would 
Have  one  man  but  a  man  ?  And  that  is  it. 
Hath  made  me  rig  my  navy ;  at  whofe  burden 
The  anger'd  ocean  foams ;  with  which  I  meant 
To  fcourge  the  ingratitude  that  defpiteful  Rome 
Caft  on  my  noble  father. 

Cj^s.  Take  your  time. 

Ant.  Thou  canft  not  fear  us,  Pompey,  with  thy  iafc 
We'll  fpeak  with  thee  at  fea  :  at  land,  thou  know'ft 
How  much  we  do  o'er-count  thee. 

Pom.  At  land,  indeed. 
Thou  doft  o'er-count  me  of  my  father's  houle : 
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nee  the  cuckoo  builds  not  for  himfelf, 

n  in't,  as  thou  may'ft. 

.  Be  pleas'd  to  tell  us, 

lis  is  from  the  prefent,)  how  you  take 

ffers  we  have  fent  you. 

.  There's  the  point. 

r.  Which  do  not  be  entreated  to,  but  weigh 

it  is  worth  embraced. 

.  And  what  may  follow, 

a  larger  fortune. 
\  You  have  made  me  offer 
ily,  Sardinia  ;  and  I  muft 
[  the  fea  of  pirates  ;  then,  to  fend 
res  of  wheat  to  Rome :  This  'greed  upon, 
:t  with  unhack'd  edges,  and  bear  back 
rge  undinted. 

.  Ant.  Lep.  That's  our  oflfer. 
'.  Know  then, 

t  before  you  here,  a  man  prepared 
:e  this  offer :  But  Mark  Antony 
e  to  fome  impatience : — ^Though  I  lofe 
•aife  of  it  by  telling,  You  muft  know, 

Caefar  and  your  brothers  were  at  blows, 
nother  came  to  Sicily,  and  did  find 
elcome  friendly. 
^  I  have  heard  it,  Pompey ; 
m  well  ftudied  for  a  liberal  thanks, 
1 1  do  owe  you. 
.  Let  me  have  your  hand : 
lot  think,  fir,  to  have  met  you  here. 
-.  The  beds  i'  the  eaft  are  foft  ;  and  thanks  to  you, 
aird  me,  timelier  than  my  purpofe,  hither ; 
lavc  gain'd  by  it. 
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C^s.  Since  I  ,faw  you  laft, 
There  is  a  change  upon  you. 

Pom.  Well,  I  know  not 
What  counts  harfh  fortune  cafts  upon  my  face ; 
But  in  my  bofom  (hall  fhe  never  come, 
To  make  my  heart  her  vaflal. 

Lep.  Well  met  here. 

Pom.  I  hope  fo,  Lepidus ^Thus  we  are  agreed : 

I  crave,  our  compofition  may  be  written. 
And  feaPd  between  us. 

C^s.  That's  the  next  to  do. 

Pom.  We'll  feaft  each  other,  ere  we  part;  and  letu 
Draw  lots,  who  fliall  begin. 

Ant.  That  will  I,  Pompey. 

Pom.  No,  Antony,  take  the  lot :  but,  firft. 
Or  laft,  your  fine  Egyptian  cookery 
Shall  have  the  fame.     I  have  heard,  that  Julius  Caefai 
Grew  fat  with  feafting  there. 

Ant.  You  have  heard  much. 

Pom.  I  have  fair  meanings,  fir. 

Ant.  And  fair  words  to  them. 

Pom.  Then  fo  much  have  I  heard : — 
And  I  have  heard,  ApoUodorus  carried — 

jEa'^o.  No  more  of  that : — He  did  fo. 

Pom.  What,  I  pray  you  ? 

Eno.  a  certain  queen  to  Caefar  in  a  mattrefs. 

Pom.  I  know  thee  now ;  How  far'ft  thou,  foldicr? 

Eno.  Well ; 
And  well  am  like  to  do  ;  for,  I  perceive. 
Four  feafts  are  toward. 

Pom.  Let  me  fliake  thy  hand ; 
I  never  hated  thee  :  I  have  feen  thee  fight, 
When  I  have  envied  thy  behaviour. 
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Ejvo.  Sir, 

ever  lov'd  you  much  ;  but  I  have  prais'd  you, 

len  you  have  well  deferv'd  ten  times  as  much 

I  have  faid  you  did. 
Pom.  Enjoy  thy  plainnefs, 
aothing  ill  becomes  thee. — 
>oard  my  galley  I  invite  you  all  : 

II  you  lead,  lords  ? 

j^s.  Ant.  Lep.  Show  us  the  way,  fir. 
?0M.  Come. 

[Exeunt  Pom  PET,  Cmsar,  Antony,  Lepidus,  Soldiers, 
and  Attendants. 
Men.  Thy  father,  Pompey,  would  ne'er  have  made 
;  treaty. — [q/ide.} — You  and  I  have  known,  fir. 
Zno.  At  fea,  1  think. 
Hen.  We  have,  fir. 
Eno.  You  have  done  well  by  waten 
Men.  And  you  by  land. 

Eno.  I  will  praife  any  man  that  will  praife  me  :  though 
cannot  be  denied  what  I  have  done  by  land. 
Men.  Nor  what  I  have  done  by  water. 
Eno.  Yes,  fomething  you  can  deny  for  your  own  lafc- 
'  you  have  been  a  great  thief  by  fea. 
Men.  And  you  by  land. 

Em.  There  I  deny  my  land  fervice.  But  give  me 
^^  hand,  Menas :  If  our  eyes  had  authority,  here  they 
^ght  take  two  thieves  kifling. 

^£N.  All  men's  faces  are  true,  whatfoe'er  their  hands  are. 
Eno.  But  there  is  never  a  fair  woman  has  a  true  face. 
^N.  No  (lander  ;  they  fteal  hearts. 
•Eivo.  We  came  hither  to  fight  with  you. 
^^N.  For  my  part,  I  am  forry  it  is  tum'd  to  a  drink- 
s'  Pompey  doth  this  day  laugh  away  his  fortune. 
Vol  V.  Y 
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.    Eno.  If  he  do,  furd,  he  cannot  weep  it  back  again. 

Men.  You  have  faid,  fir.  We  look'd  not  for  Mark 
Antony  here ;  Pray  you,  is  he  married  to  Cleopatra  ? 

Eno.  Caefar's  fifter  is  calPd  Odavia. 

Men.  True,  fir ;  fhe  was  the  wife  of  Caius  Marcellus. 

Eno.  But  ftie  is  now  the  wife  of  Marcus  Antonius. 

Men.  Pray  you,  fir  ? 

Eno.  'Tis  true. 

Men.  Then  is  Caefar,  and  he,  for  ever  knit  together. 

Eno.  If  I  were  bound  to  divine  of  this  unity,  I  w( 
not  prophecy  fo. 

Men.  I  think,  the  policy  of  that  purpofe  made  more 
in  the  marriage,  than  the  love  of  the  parties. 

Eno,  I  think  fo  too.  But  you  fliall  find,  the  bmd 
that  feems  to  tie  their  friendfliip  together,  will  be  the 
very  ftrangler  of  their  amity  :  Odavia  is  of  a  holy,  cold, 
and  ftill  converfation. 

Men.  Who  would  not  have  his  wife  fo  ? 

Eno.  Not  he,  that  himfelf  is  not  fo  ;  which  is  Maik 
Antony.  He  will  to  his  Egyptian  difh  again :  then  ikall 
the  fighs  of  Odavia  blow  the  fire  up  in  Caefar ;  and,  as  I 
faid  before,  that  which  is  the  ftrength  of  their  amity, 
ftiall  prove  the  immediate  author  of  their  variance.  Aft* 
tony  will  ufe  his  afFedion  where  it  is ;  he  married  brt 
his  occafion  here. 

Men.  And  thus  it  may  be.  Come,  fir,  will  you  aboftitf 
I  have  a  health  for  you* 

Eno.  1  ftiall  take  it,  fix :  we  have  us'd  our  throats  ilk 
Egypt. 

Men.  Come  ;  let's  away.  [Exatf* 

SCENE  Vil.    On  board  Pompex's  Galley,  lyii^near 

Mifenum. 
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Mufick.     Enter  two  or  three  Sertants,  with  a  banquet. 

1  Sekv.  Here  they'll  be,  man :  Some  o'  their  plants 
arc  ill-rooted  already,  the  leafl  wind  i'  the  world  will 
blow  them  down. 

%SERr.  Lepidus  is  high-colourM. 

1  Serv.  They  have  made  him  drink  alms-drink. 

2  Serv.  As  they  pinch  one  another  by  the  difpofition, 
he  cries  out,  no  more  ;  reconciles  them  to  his  entreaty,  and 
bimfelf  to  the  drink. 

1  Serf.  But  it  raifes  the  greater  war  between  him  and 
Ivis  difcretion. 

2  Serv.  Why,  this  it  is  to  have  a  name  in  great  men's 
fellowfliip  :  I  had  as  hef  have  a  reed  that  will  do  me  no 
fervice,  as  a  partizan  I  could  not  heave. 

I  Serf.  To  be  call'd  into  a  huge  fphere,  and  not  to 
be  fecn  to  move  in't,  are  the  holes  where  eyes  fhould  be, 
which  pitifully  difafter  the  cheeks. 
^   A  Jennet  founded.     Enter  Cjesar,  Antony^  Pompey^ 

Lepidus,  Agrippa,  Mecasnas,  Enoearbus^  Me- 

NAs^  with  other  Captains. 

Ant.  Thus  do  they,  fir :  [to  Cmsar.']  They  take  the 
flow  o'  the  Nile 
By  certain  fcales  i'  the  pyramid ;  they  know, 
By  the  height,  the  lownefs,  or  the  mean,  if  dearth. 
Or  foizon,  follow :  The  higher  Nilus  fwells, 
The  more  it  promifes :  as  it  ebbs,  the  feedfman 
Upon  the  flime  and  ooze  fcatters  his  grain. 
And  fliortly  comes  to  harveft. 

Lep.  You  have  ftrange  ferpents  there. 

Ant.  Ay,  Lepidus. 

Lep.  Your  fcrpent  of  Egypt  is  bred  now  of  your  mud 
hj  the  operation  of  your  fun :  fo  is  your  crocodile. 
Ant.  They  are  fo. 

Yij 
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Pom*  Sit, — and  fome  wine A  health  to  LepiduS. 

Lbp.  I  am  not  fo  well  as  I  fliould  be,  but  FU  ne'er  out. 

Eno.  Not  till  you  have  flept ;  I  fear  me,  you'll  be  in, 
till  then. 

Lep.  Nay,  certainly,  I  have  heard,  the  Ptolemies'  pyra- 
mifes  are  very  goodly  things ;  without  contradiftion,  I 
have  heard  that. 

Men.  Pompey,  a  word.  [J/tdc 

Pom.  Say  in  mine  ear :  What  is't  ? 

Men.  Forfake  thy feat,I  do  befeech  thee,captain,  [Jfik^ 
And  hear  me  fpeak  a  word. 

Pom.  Forbear  me  till  anon. — 
This  wine  for  Lepidus. 

Lep.  What  manner  o'  thing  is  your  crocodile  ? 

j4nt.  It  is  fhaped,  fir,  like  it  felf ;  and  it  is  as  broad  as 
it  hath  breadth  :  it  is  juft  fo  high  as  it  is,  and  moves  with 
its  own  organs :  it  lives  by  that  which  nouriflieth  it;  and 
the  elements  once  out  of  it,  it  tranfmigrates. 

Lep.  What  colour  is  it  of  ? 

^NT.  Of  its  own  colour  too. 

Lep.  'Tis  a  ftrange  ferpent. 

^NT.  'Tis  fo.    And  the  tears  of  it  are  wet. 

C^s.  Will  this  defcription  fatisfy  him  ? 

^NT.  With  the  health  that  Pompey  gives  him,clfcii8 
is  a  very  epicure. 

Pom.  [to  Men  AS  ajide.']  Go,  hang,  fir  hang!  Tellinccf 
that  ?  away ! 
Do  as  I  bid  you. — Where's  this  cup  I  call'd  for  ? 

Men.  If  for  the  fake  of  merit  thou  wilt  hear  me. 
Rife  from  thy  flool.  [4/Utj 

Pom.  I  think,  thou'rt  mad.   The  matter  ? 

irifes,  and  walks  afik 

Men.  1  have  ever  held  my  cap  off  to  thy  fortunes. 
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Pom.  Thou  haft  ferv'd  me  with  much  faith  :  What's 
e  jolly,  lords.  [elfe  to  fay  ? 

Ant.  Thefe  quick-fands,  Lepidus, 
eep  off  them,  for  you  fink. 
Men.  Wilt  thou  be  lord  of  all  the  world  ? 
Pom.  What  fay'ft  thou  ? 

Me.v.  Wilt  thoubelord  of  the  whole  world?  That's  twice. 
Pom.  How  Ihould  that  be  ? 
Men.  But  entertain  it,  and, 
Ithough  thou  think  me  poor,  I  am  the  man 
nil  give  thee  all  the  world. 
Pom.  Haft  thou  drunk  well  ? 
Men.  No,  Pompey,  I  have  kept  me  from  the  cup. 
'hou  art,  if  thou  dar'ft  be,  the  earthly  Jove  ; 
Vhate'er  the  ocean  pales,  or  fky  incUps, 
5  thine,  if  thou  wilt  have  *t. 
Pom.  Show  me  which  way. 

Men.  Thefe  three  world- fliarers,  thefe  competitors, 
^e  in  thy  veflel :  Let  me  cut  the  cable  ; 
W,  when  we  are  put  off,  fall  to  their  throats  : 
V.11  there  is  thine. 

Pom.  Ah,  this  thou  fhould'ft  have  done, 
Vnd  not  have  fpoke  on't !  In  me,  'tis  villainy ; 
n  thee,  it  had  been  good  fervice.    Thou  muft  know, 
Tis  not  my  profit  that  does  lead  mine  honour ; 
tfine  honour,  it.    Repent,  that  e'er  thy  tongue 
iath  fo  betray'd  thine  adl :  Being  done  unknown, 
ihould  have  found  it  afterwards  well  done ; 
•ut  muft  condemn  it  now.    Defift,  and  drink. 
Men.  For  this,  [A/uit. 

II  never  follow  thy  pall'd  fortunes  more — 
Tio  feeks,  and  will  not  take,  when  once  'tis  oflfer'd, 
tail  never  find  it  more. 

"J 
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Pom.  This  health  to  Lepidus. 

Jnt.  Bear  him  aOiore.— Pll  pledge  it  for  him,  Pompey, 

Eno.  Here's  to  thee,  Menas. 

Men.  Enobarbus,  welcome. 

Pom.  Fill,  till  the  cup  be  hid. 

Eno.  There's  a  ftrong  fellow,  Menas. 

[Pointing  to  the  attendant  who  carries  off  LE?ihU. 

Men.  Why  ? 

Eno.  He  bears 
The  third  part  of  the  world,  man ;  See'ft  not  ? 

Men.  The  third  part  then  is  drunk:  'Would  it  were  all, 
That  it  might  go  on  wheels ! 

Eno.  Drink  thou ;  increafe  the  reels. 

Men.  Come. 

Pom.  This  is  not  yet  an  Alexandrian  feaft. 

^nt.  It  ripQns  towards  it. — Strike  the  vcflels,  ho ! 
Here  is  to  Caefar. 

CjEs.  I  could  well  forbear  it. 
It's  monftrous  labour,  when  I  wafh  my  brain. 
And  it  grows  fouler. 

^NT.  Be  a  child  o'  the  time. 

C^s.  PojQefs  it, 'Til  make  anfwer  :  but  I  had  rather  fiaift 
From  all,  four  days,  than  drink  fo  much  in  one. 

Eno.  Ha,  my  brave  emperor !  [to  ^ntost. 

Shall  we  dance  now  the  Egyptian  Bacchanals, 
And  celebrate  our  drink  ? 

Pom.  Let's  ha't  good  foldier. 

^NT.  Come,  let  us  all  take  hands ; 
Till  that  the  conquering  wine  hath  ftcep'd  our  fenfe 
Jn  foft  and  delicate  Lethe. 

Eno.  All  take  hands 

Make  battery  to  our  ears  with  the  loud  mufick :—   / 
The  while,  I'll  place  you  :  Then  the  boy  {hall  iij^  ^ 
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elding  every  man  (hall  bear,  as  loud 
ftrong  fides  caa  volley. 

[Mufick  plays.    Enobarbus  places  tbem  band  in  band. 
SONG. 

ComCy  tbou  monarcb  of  tbe  vine^ 

Plumpy  BaccbuSj  witb  pink  eyne : 

In  tby  vats  our  cares  be  drowned; 

Witb  tby  grapes  our  bairs  be  crowned ; 

Cup  us^  till  tbe  world  go  round; 

Cup  us,  till  tbe  world  go  round  ! 
.  What  would  you  more  ?—  Pompey,  good  night* 

GkKxl  brother, 
*  requeft  you  off:  our  graver  bufinefs 
s  at  this  levity. — Gentle  lords,  let's  part ; 
e  we  have  burnt  our  cheeks :  ftrong  Enobarbe 
ker  than  the  wine ;  and  mine  own  tongue 
wrhat  it  fpeaks  :  the  wild  difguife  hath  almoft 
:'d  us  all.  What  needs  more  words?  Good  night.— 
Antony,  your  hand, 
r.  ril  try  you  o'  the  fliore. 
r.  And  fliall,  fir  :  give's  your  hand, 
r.  O,  Antony, 

ave  my  father's  houfe, — But  what  ?  we  are  friends: 
down  into  the  boat. 
).  Take  heed  you  fall  not. — 

[Exeunt  Pom.  C^s.  Ant.  and  Attendants. 
1,  m  not  on  (hore. 
V.  No,  to  my  cabin. — 
drums  ! — thefe  trumpets,  flutes !  what ! — 
eptune  hear  we  bid  a  loud  farewell 
rfe  great  fellows  :  Sound,  and.be  hang'd,  found  out. 
[Aflourijh  of  trumpets^  witb  drums. 
0.  Ho,  fays  'a !— There*s  my  cap. 

Y  iiij 
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Men.  Ho  ! — noble  captain  ! 
Come.  [Emvi. 

ACr  III. 
SCENE  I.   A  Plain  in  Syria. 
Enter  Ventidius,  as  after  conquejl,  with  Silius^  andotkr 
Kom^LXi  officers,  and  foldiers;  the  dead  body  of  Pacojlv^ 
borne  before  bim. 

Ven.  Now,  darting  Parthia,  art  thou  ftruck ;  and  now 
Pleas'd  fortune  does  of  Marcus  Craffus'  death 
Make  me  revenger. — Bear  the  king's  fon's  body 
Before  our  army : — Thy  Pacorus,  Orodes, 
Pays  this  for  Marcus  CrafTus. 

SiL.  Noble  Ventidius, 
Whilft  yet  with  Parthian  blood  thy  fword  is  warm, 
The  fugitive  Parthians  follow  ;  fpur  through  Media, 
Mefopotamia,  and  the  Ihelters  whither 
The  routed  fly  :  fo  thy  grand  captain  Antony 
Shall  fet  thee  on  triumphant  chariots,  and 
Put  garlands  on  thy  head. 

Ven.  O  Silius,  SiUus, 
I  have  done  enough :  A  lower  place,  note  well, 
May  make  too  great  an  a6l :  For  learn  this,  Silius; 
Better  leave  undone,  than  by  our  deed  acquire 
Too  high  a  fame,  when  him  we  ferve's  away. 
Caefar,  and  Antony,  have  ever  won 
More  in  their  officer,  than  perfon  :  Sofllus, 
One  of  my  place  in  Syria,  his  lieutenant. 
For  quick  accumulation  of  renown. 
Which  he  achieved  by  the  minute,  loft  his  favour;. 
Who  does  i'  the  wars  more  than  his  captain  can, 
Becomes  his  captain's  captain  :  and  ambition. 
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r's  virtue,  rather  makes  choice  of  lofs, 
,  which  darkens  him. 
more  to  do  Antonius  good, 
d  offend  him  ;  and  in  his  offence 
'  performance  perifh. 
ou  haft,  Ventidius, 
Dut  which  a  foldier,  and  his  fword, 
rce  diftindHon.     Thou  wilt  write  to  Antony  ? 
I  humbly  fignify  what  in  his  name, 
cal  word  of  war,  we  have  effecfted  ; 
L  his  banners,  and  his  well-paid  ranks, 
yet-beaten  horfe  of  Parthia 
aded  out  o'  the  field, 
lere  is  he  now  ? 

I  purpofeth  to  Athens :  whither  with  what  hafte 
It  we  muft  convey  with  us  will  permit, 
ppear  before  him. — On,  there;  pafs along. 

[Exeunt, 

IL  Rome.    An  Antechamber  in  CjESAiCsHoufc. 
*er  Agrippa  and  Enobarbus^  meeting. 
rhat,  are  the  brothers  parted  ?  ^ 

tiey  have  defpatch'd  with  Pompey,  he  is  gone  ; 
three  are  fealing.     Odavia  weeps 
om  Rome :  Caefar  is  fad ;  and  Lepidus, 
ipey's  feaft,  as  Menas  fays,  is  troubled 
green  ficknefs. 
^is  a  noble  Lepidus. 

.  very  fine  one  :  O,  how  he  loves  Caefar ! 
ay,  but  how  dearly  he  adores  Mark  Antony ! ' 
aefar  ?  Why,  he's  the  Jupiter  of  men. 
/hat's  Antony  ?  The  god  of  Jupiter, 
pake  you  of  Caefar  ?  How  ?  the  nonpareil  I 
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jioR.  O  Antony  !  O  thou  Arabian  bird !        [fimhcr. 

Eno.  Would  you  praife  Csefar,  lay, Caefar ;— go  no 

Agr.  Indeed,  he  ply'd  them  both  with  excellent  pndfes. 

Eno.  But  he  loves  Caefar  beft; — ^Yet  he  loves  Aiitonj: 
Ho!  hearts,  tongues,  figures,  fcribes,  bards,  poets,  cannot 
Think,  fpeak,  caft,  write,  fing,  number,  ho,  his  love 
To  Antony.    But  as  for  Caefar, 
Kneel  down,  kneel  down,  and  wonder. 

Agr.  Both  he  loves. 

Eno.  They  are  his  fhards,  and  he  their  beetle.    So,— ^ 

[fTrumpas. 
This  is  to  horfe. — ^Adieu,  noble  Agrippa, 

Agr.  Good  fortune,  worthy  foldier  ;  and  farewell 

Enter  C^sar,  Antony^  Lepidus,  andOcTAvu. 

Ant.  No  further,  fir. 

C^s.  You  take  from  me  a  great  part  of  myfelf ; 
Ufe  me  well  in  it. — Sifler,  prove  fuch  a  wife 
As  my  thoughts  make  thee,  and  as  my  furthefl  band 
Shall  pafs  on  thy  approof — Mofl  noble  Antony, 
Let  not  the  piece  of  virtue,  which  is  fet 
Betwixt  us,  as  the  cement  of  our  love. 
To  keep  it  builded,  be  the  ram,  to  batter 
The  fortrefs  of  it :  for  better  might  we  | 

Have  lovM  without  this  mean,  if  on  both  parts 
Tliis  be  not  cherifh'd. 

Ant.  Make  me  not  offended 
In  your  diflrufl. 

C^s.  I  have  faid. 

Ant.  You  fhall  not  find. 
Though  you  be  therein  curious,  the  leafl  caufe 
For  what  you  feem  to  fear :  So,  the  gods  keep  you. 
And  make  the  hearts  of  Romans  ferve  your  ends  ! 
We  will  here  part. 
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Cjss.  Farewell,  my  deareft  fifter,  fere  thee  well ; 
le  elements  be  kind  to  thee,  and  make 
ly  fpirits  all  of  comfort !  fare  thee  well. 
OcTA.  My  noble  brother  ! — 
Ant.  The  April's  in  her  eyes :  It  is  love's  fpring, 
nd  thefe  the  fliowers  to  bring  it  on. — Be  cheerful. 
OcTA.  Sir,  look  well  to  my  hufband's  houfe ;  and — 
C^s.  What, 
ftavia? 

Oct  A.  rU  tell  you  in  your  ear. 
Ant.  Her  tongue  will  not  obey  her  heart,  nor  can 
er  heart  inform  her  tongue  :  the  fwan's  down  feather, 
iiat  ftands  upon  the  fwell  at  full  of  tide, 
ad  neither  way  inclines. 

Eno,  Will  Caefar  weep  ?  [4fide  to  Agrip^a. 

Agr.  He  has  a  cloud  in's  face. 
End.  He  were  the  worfe  for  that,  were  he  a  horfe  ; 
is  he,  being  a  man. 
Agr.  Why,  Enobarbus  ? 
Tien  Antony  found  Julius  Caefar  dead, 
t  cried  almoft  to  roaring :  and  he  wept, 
hen  at  Philippi  he  found  Brutus  flain. 
Eno.  That  year,  indeed,  he  was  troubled  with  a  rheum; 
hat  willingly  he  did  confound,  he  wail'd : 
Jieve  it,  till  I  weep  too. 
CjEs.  No,  fweet  Odavia, 
>u  fliall  hear  from  me  ftill ;  the  time  (hall  not 
It-go  my  thinking  on  you. 
^NT.  Come,  fir,  come  ; 
wreftle  with  you  in  my  ftrength  of  love  : 
ok,  here  I  have  you  ;  thus  I  let  you  go^ 
id  give  you  to  the  gods. 
"Jjgs,  Adieu  ;  be  happy  ! 
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Lrp.  Let  all  the  number  of  the  flars  give  light 
To  thy  fair  way  ! 

Cjes.  Farewell,  farewell !  {kiffes  OcfAru 

Ant.  Farewell !  [Trumpets  found.   Exeiat. 

SCENE  III.    Alexandria.    J!  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Cleopatra^  Charmian,  Iras^  and  Alexas. 

Cleo.  Where  is  the  fellow  ? 

Alex.  Half  afeard  to  come. 

Cleo.  Go  to,  go  to  : — Come  hither,  fir. 
Enter  a  Messenger. 

Alex.  Good  majefty, 
Herod  of  Jewry  dare  not  look  upon  you. 
But  when  you  are  well  pleas'd. 

Cleo.  That  Herod's  head 
ril  have  :  But  how  ?  when  Antony  is  gone 
Through  whom  I  might  command  it. — Come  thou  near. 

Mes.  Moft  gracious  majefty, — 

Cleo.  Didft  thou  behold 
Odavia  ? 

Mes.  Ay,  dre^d  queen. 

Cleo.  Where  ? 

Mes.  Madam,  in  Rome 
I  looked  her  in  the  face  ;  and  faw  her  led 
Between  her  brother  and  Mark  Antony. 

Cleo.  Is  (he  as  tall  as  me  ? 

Mes.  She  is  not,  madam.  po^^ 

Cleo.  Didft  hear  her  fpeak  ?  Is  flie  flirill-tongu^d,  01 

Mes.  Madam,  I  heard  her  fpeak  j  ftie  is  low-voic*d. 

Cleo.  That's  not  fo  good  : — he  cannot  like  her  long. 

Char.  Like  her  ?  O  Ifis !  'tis  impoflible. 

Cleo.  I  think  fo,  Charmian :    Dull  of  tongue,  am 
What  majefty  is  in  her  gait  ?  Remember      [dwarfifhl- 
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If  e'ei'  thou  look'ft  on  majefty. 

Mes.  She  creeps ; 
Her  motion  and  her  ftation  are  as  one  : 
She  fliows  a  body  rather  than  a  Ufe  ; 
A  ftatue,  than  a  breather. 

Cleo.  Is  this  certain  ? 

Mes.  Or  I  have  no  obfervance. 

Char.  Three  in  Egypt 
Cannot  make  better  note. 

Cleo.  He's  very  knowing, 
I  do  perceive't : — ^There's  nothing  in  her  yet : — 
The  fellow  has  good  judgement. 

Char.  Excellent. 

Cleo.  Guefs  at  her  years,  I  pr'ythee. 

Mes.  Madam, 
She  was  a  widow, 

Cleo.  Widow  ? — Charmian,  hark. 

Mes.  And  I  do  think,  fhe's  thirty. 

Cleo.  Bear'ft  thou  her  face  in  mind?  is  it  long  or  round? 

Mes.  Round  even  to  faultinefs. 
Cleo.  For  the  moft  part  too, 
^ey  are  foolifh  that  are  fo. — Her  hair,  what  fcolour  ? 
Mes.  Brown,  madam  :  And  her  forehead  is  as  low 
As  flie  would  wifh  it. 

Cleo.  There  is  gold  for  thee. 
Thou  mull  not  take  my  former  fliarpnefs  ill : — 
*  will  employ  thee  back  again  ;  I  find  thee 
;  Moft  fit  for  bufinefs  :  Go,  make  thee  ready ; 
Our  letters  are  prepared.  [Exit  Messenger. 

Char.  A  proper  man. 

Cleg.  Indeed,  he  is  fo :  I  repent  me  much. 
That  fo  I  harry'xi  him.     Why,  methinks,  by  him, 
This  creature's  no  fuch  thing. 
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Char.  O,  nothing,  madam.  [know. 

Cleo.  The  man  hath  feen  fome  majefty,  and  fliould 

Char.  Hath  he  feen  majefty  ?  Ifis  elfe  defend. 
And  ferving  you  fo  long !  [Charmian  :— 

Cleo.  I  have  one  thing  more  to  afk  him  yet,  good 
But  'tis  no  matter  ;  thou  fhalt  bring  him  to  me 
Where  I  will  write  :  All  may  be  well  enough. 

Char.  I  warrant  you,  madam.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  11^.    Athens.    A  Room  in  Antont's  Bmf^. 
Enter  Anton r  and  Octavia. 

Ant.  Nay,  nay,  Odavia,  not  only  that, — 
That  were  excufable,  that,  and  thoufands  more 
Of  femblable  import, — but  he  hath  wag*d 
New  waris  'gainft  Pompey ;  made  his  will,  and  read  it 
To  publick  ear : 

Spoke  fcantly  of  me  :  when  perforce  he  could  not 
But  pay  me  terms  of  honour,  cold  and  fickly 
He  vented  them  ;  and  narrow  meafure  lent  me : 
When  the  beft  hint  was  given  him,  he  not  took't, 
Or  did  it  from  his  teeth, 

OcTA.  O  my  good  lord. 
Believe  not  all ;  or,  if  you  muft  believe. 
Stomach  not  all.     A  more  unhappy  lady. 
If  this  divifion  chance,  ne'er  ftood  between. 
Praying  for  both  parts  : 
And  the  good  gods  will  mock  me  prefently. 
When  I  fhall  pray,  0,  blefs  my  lord  and  bujband! 
Undo  that  prayer,  by  crying  out  as  loud, 
0,  blefs  my  brother!  Hufband  win,  win  brother. 
Prays,  and  deftroys  the  prayer  ;  no  midway 
'Twixt  thefe  extremes  at  all. 

Ant.  Gentle  Odavia, 
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your  bcft  love  draw  to  that  point,  which  feeks 

:  to  prcferve  it :  If  I  lofe  mine  honour, 

fe  myfdf :  better  I  were  not  yours, 

tn  yours  fo  branchlefs.     But,  as  you  requefted, 

irfelf  (hall  go  between  us  :  The  mean  time,  lady, 

raife  the  preparation  of  a  war 

U  ftain  your  brother ;  Make  your  foonefl  hafte  ; 

^our  defires  are  yours, 

>CTA.  Thanks  to  my  lord. 

I  Jove  of  power  make  me  moft  weak,  moll  weak, 

IV  reconciler !  Wars  'twixt  you  twain  would  be 

if  the  world  fliould  cleave,  and  that  flain  men 

uld  folder  up  the  rift. 

Int.  When  it  appears  to  you  where  this  begins, 

n  your  difpleafure  that  way  ;  for  our  faults 

I  never  be  fo  equal,  that  your  love 

i  equally  move  with  them.     Provide  your  going ; 

Dofe  your  own  company,  and  command  what  coft 

ur  heart  has  mind  to.  [ExoiMt. 

SCENE  V.    The  fame.    Another  Room  in  the  fame. 

Enter  Enomarbus  and  Eros,  meetif^. 
End.  How  now,  friend  Eros  ? 
^Ros.  There's  ftrangc  news  come,  fir. 
-Aro.  What,  man  ? 

-Ros.  Cxfar  and  Lepidus  have  made  warsupon  Pompey. 
^0.  This  is  old  ;  What  is  the  fuccefs  ? 
^ttos.  Caefar,  having  made  ufe  of  him  ia  the  wars 
uft  Pompey,  prefently  denied  him  rivality;  would  not 
him  partake  in  the  glory  of  the  adion :  and  not  reft- 
5  Kerc,  accufes  him  of  letters  he  had  formerly  wrote 
l^ompey  ;  upon  his  own  appeal,  feizes  him :  So  the 
^r  third  is  up,  till  death  enlarge  his  confine. 
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Eno.  Then,  world,  thou  haft  a  pair  of  chaps,  no  more  j 
And  throw  between  them  all  the  food  thou  haft. 
They'll  grind  the  one  the  other.     Where's  Antony  ? 

Eros.  He's  walking  in  the  garden — ^thus ;  and  fpums 
The  rufti  that  lies  before  him ;  cries,  Fool^  Lepidus! 
And  threats  the  throat  of  that  his  officer. 
That  murder'd  Pompey. 

Eno.  Our  great  navy's  rigg'd. 

Eros.  For  Italy,  and  Caefar.     More,  Domitius  ; 
My  lord  defires  you  prefently :  my  news 
I  might  have  told  hereafter. 

Eno.  'Twill  be  naught  : 
But  let  it  be. — Bring  me  to  Antony. 

Eros.  Come,  fir.  [Exetat. 

SCENE  VI.   Rome.    Jl  Room  in  Cjesar^s  Houfe. 
Enter  Cjesar,  Agrippa^  and  Mecjenas. 

Cjrs.  Contemning  Rome,  he  has  done  all  this  f  And 
In  Alexandria, — ^here's  the  manner  of  it, —  [more; 

I'  the  market-place,  on  a  tribunal  filver'd, 
Cleopatra  and  himfelf  in  chairs  of  gold 
Were  publickly  enthron'd  :  at  the  feet,  fat 
Caefarion,  whom  they  call  my  father's  fon  ; 
And  all  the  unlawful  iffue,  that  their  luft 
Since  then  hath  made  between  them.    Unto  her 
He  gave  the  'ftablifhment  of  Egypt ;  made  her 
Of  lower  Syria,  Cyprus,  Lydia, 
Abfolute  queen. 

Mec.  This  in  the  publick  eye  ? 

Cjes.  V  the  common  (how-place,  where  they  excrcifc 
His  fons,  he  there  proclaim'd.  The  kings  of  kings : 
Great  Media,  Parthia,  and  Armenia, 
He  gave  to  Alexander  j  to  Ptolemy  he  aflign'd 
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Tia,  Cilicia,  and  Phoenicia  :  She 
.  the  habiliments  of  the  goddefs  Ifis 
tat  day  appeared ;  and  oft  before  gave  audience 
s  'tis  reported,  fo. 
ALsc.  Let  Rome  be  thus 
form'd. 

Jgr.  Who,  queafy  with  his  infolence 
Iready,  will  their  good  thoughts  call  from  him. 

Cj£s.  The  people  know  it ;  and  have  now  received 
\is  accufations, 

^GR.  Whom  does  he  accufe  ? 
Cj£s.  Caefar  :  and  that,  having  in  Sicily 
^xtus  Pompeius  fpoil'd,  we  had  not  rated  him 
is  part  o'  the  ifle :  then  does  he  fay,  he  lent  me 
>me  Ihipping  unreftor*d  :  laftly,  he  frets, 
bat  Lepidus  of  the  triumvirate 
lould  be  depos'd ;  and,  being,  that  we  detain 
11  his  revenue. 

Jgr.  Sir,  this  fhould  be  anfwer'd. 
CjEs.  *Tis  done  already,  and  the  meflenger  gone, 
lave  told  him,  Lepidus  was  grown  too  cruel ;  ^ 

lat  he  his  high  authority  abus'd, 
ad  did  deferve  his  change ;  for  what  I  have  conquer'd^ 
grant  him  part ;  but  then,  in  his  Armenia, 
nd  other  of  his  conquered  kingdoms,  I 
emand  the  like. 

Mec.  He'll  never  yield  to  that. 

(Us.  Nor  muft  hot  then  be  yielded  to  in  this. 
Enter  OcTAFiA. 

OcTA.  Hail,  Caefar,  and  my  lord!  hail,  moll  dear  Caefar! 

C^s.  That  ever  I  Ihould  call  thee,  caft-away  ! 

(^(^TA.  You  have  not  call'd  me  fo,  nor  have  you  caufe. 

C^^.  Why  have  you  ftoPn  upon  us  thus  ?  You  come  not 
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Like  Caefar's  fifler  :  The  wife  of  Antony- 
Should  have  an  army  for  an  ufher,  and 
The  neighs  of  horfe  to  tell  of  her  approach. 
Long  ere  (he  did  appear ;  the  trees  by  the  way. 
Should  have  borne  men  ;  and  expedation  fainted, 
Longing  for  what  it  had  not :  nay,  the  duft 
Should  have  afcended  to  the  roof  of  heaven, 
Rais'd  by  your  populous  troops :  But  you  are  come 
A  market-maid  to  Rome  ;  and  have  prevented 
The  oftent  of  our  love,  which,  left  unfhown 
Is  often  left  unlov'd :  we  Ihould  have  met  you 
By  fea,  and  land  ;  fupplying  every  ftage 
With  an  augmented  greeting. 

OcTA.  Good  my  lord, 
To  come  thus  was  I  not  conftrain'd,  but  did  it 
On  my  free-will.     My  lord,  Mark  Antony, 
Hearing  that  you  prepared  for  war,  acquainted 
My  grieved  ear  withal  ;  whereon,  I  begg'd 
His  pardon  for  return. 

C^s.  Which  foon  he  granted. 
Being  an  obftrudl  'tween  his  luft  and  him. 

OcTA.  Do  not  fay  fo,  my  lord. 

Cjss.  I  have  eyes  upon  him, 
And  his  affairs  come  to  me  on  the  wind. 
Where  is  he  now  ? 

Oct  A.  My  lord,  in  Athens. 

CjES.  No,  my  moft  wronged  fifter  ;  Cleopatra 
Hath  nodded  him  to  her.     He  hath  given  his  empire 
Up  to  a  whore  ;  who  now  are  levying 
The  kings  o*  the  earth  for  war  :  He  hath  aflembled 
Eocchus,  the  king  of  Lybia  ;  Archelaus, 
Of  Cappadocia ;  Philadelphos,  king 
Of  Paphlagonia  j  the  Thracian  king,  Adallas : 
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\ing  Malchus  of  Arabia  ;  king  of  Pont ; 
Herod  of  Jewry  ;  Mithridates,  king 
DfComagene;  Polemon  and  Ainintas, 
rhe  kings  of  Mede,  and  Lycaonia,  with  a 
Aove  larger  lift  of  fcepters. 

OcTA.  Ah  me,  moft  wretched, 
That  have  my  heart  parted  betwixt  two  friends, 
Tiat  do  afflidl  each  other  ! 

C^s.  Welcome  hither : 
'^our  letters  did  withhold  our  breaking  forth  ; 
"ill  we  perceiv'd,  both  how  you  were  wrong  led. 
Old  we  in  negligent  danger.     C^eer  your  heart : 
e  you  not  troubled  with  the  time,  which  drives 
>'er  youf  content  thefe  ftrong  neceffities ; 
ut  let  determined  things  to  deftiny 
'old  unbewaiPd  their  way.     Welcome  to  Rome  : 
othing  more  dear  to  me.     You  are  abus'd 
eyond  the  mark  of  thought :  and  the  high  gods, 
o  do  you  juftice,  make  them  minifters 
f  us,  and  thofe  that  love  you.     Beft  of  comfort  ; 
nd  ever  welcome  to  us. 
yicR.  Welcome,  lady. 
Mec.  Welcome,  dear  madum. 
ich  heart  in  Rome  does  love  and  pity  you : 
tily  the  adulterous  Antony,  moft  large 
.  his  abominations,  turns  you  off; 
tid  gives  his  potent  regiment  to  a  trull, 
lat  noifes  it  againft  us. 
Oct  A.  Is  it  fo,  fir? 

C^s.  Moft  certain^     Sifter,  welcome  :  Fray  you, 
i  ever  known  to  patience:  My  deareft  fifter  !      [Exeunt. 

^ENE  Vlt.  An  ton  r's  Camp, riccir  the  Promontory  of A.(Xi\xm,^ 
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Enter  Cleopatra  arid  Enobarbus. 

Cleo.  I  will  be  even  with  thee,  doubt  it  not. 

Eno.   But  why,  why,  why  ? 

Cleo.  Thou  haft  forfpoke  my  being  in  thefe  wars; 
And  fay'ft,  it  is  not  fit. 

Eno.  Well,  is  it,  is  it? 

Cleo.  Is't  not?  Denounce againft  us, why  (houldnot' 
Be  there  in  perfon  ? 

Eno.  [Afide.^  Well,  I  could  reply : — 
If  we  ftiould  ferve  with  horfe  and  mares  together, 
The  horfe  were  merely  loft ;  the  mares  would  bear 
A  foldier,  and  his  horfe. 

Cleoa  What  is't  you  fay  ? 

Eno.  Your  prefence  needs  muft  puzzle  Antony ; 
Take  from  his  heart,  take  from  his  brain,  from  histim 
What  fhould  not  then  be  fparM.     He  is  already 
Traduc'd  for  levity  ;  and  'tis  faid  in  Rome, 
That  Photinus  an  eunuch,  and  your  maids, 
Manage  this  war. 

Cleo.  Sink  Rome  ;  and  their  tongues  rot. 
That  fpeak  againft  us !  A  charge  we  bear  i'  the  war, 
And,  as  the  prefident  of  my  kingdom,  will 
Appear  there  for  a  man.     Speak  not  againft  it ; 
I  will  not  ftay  behind. 

Eno.  Nay,  I  have  done : 
Here  comes  the  emperor. 

Entet  Antony  and  Canidius. 

Ant.  Is't  not  ftrange,  Canidius, 
That  from  Tarentum,  and  Brundufium, 
He  could  fo  quickly  cut  the  Ionian  fea. 
And  take  in  Toryne  ? — You  have  heard  on't,  fweet  ? 

Cleo.  Celerity  is  never  more  admir'd. 
Than  by  the  negligent.  ^ 
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Ant.  a  good  rebuke, 
Tiich  might  have  well  becom'd  the  beft  of  men, 

0  taunt  at  flacknefs Canidius,  we 

^ill  fight  with  him  by  fea. 
Cleo.  By  fea  !  What  elfe  ? 
Can.  Why  will  my  lord  do  fo  ? 
Ant.  For  he  dares  us  to^t. 

Eno.  So  hath  my  lord  dar'd  him  to  fingle  fight. 

Can.  Ay,  and  to  wage  this  battle  at  Pharfalia, 
Vhere  Caefar  fought  with  Pompey  :  But  thefe  offers, 
Vhich  ferve  not  for  his  Vantage,  he  fhakes  off; 
!bd  fo  fhould  you. 

Eno.  Your  (hips  are  not  well  mann'd  : 
Jour  mariners  are  muleteers,  reapers,  people 
bgrofs'd  by  fwift  imprefs ;  in  Ca&far's  fleet 
Are  thofe,  that  often  have  'gainft  Ponxpey  fought : 
Their  (hips  are  yare  ;  yours,  heavy.     No  difgrace 
Shall  fall  you  for  refufing  him  at  fea. 
Being  prepared  for  land. 

Ant.  By  fea,  by  fea. 

Eno.  Mofl  worthy  fir,  you  therein  throw  away 
The  abfolute  foldierftiip  you  have  by  land ; 
DiftraiSl  your  army,  which  doth  mofl  confifl 
Ofwar-mark'd  footmen;  leave  unexecuted 
5four  own  renowned  knowledge  ;  quite  forego 
The  way  which  promifes  affurance ;  and 
3ive  up  yourfelf  merely  to  chance  and  hazard, 
"rom  firm  fecurity. 

Ant.  ril  fight  at  fea. 

Cleo.  I  have  fixty  fails,  Caefar  none  better. 

Ant.  Our  overplus  of  fhipping  will  we  burn ; 
ind,  with  the  reft  full-mann'd,  from  the  head  of  Adium 
eat  the  approaching  Csefar.     But  if  we  fail, 
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Tenter  a  Messenger. 
We  then  can  do't  at  land. — Thy  bufinefs  ? 

Mes.  The  news  is  true,  my  lord ;  he  is  defcried; 
Caefar  has  taken  Toryne. 

jInt.  Can  he  be  there  in  perfon  ?  'tis  impoffible; 

Strange,  that  his  power  (hould  be Canidius, 

Our  nineteen  legions  thou  fhalt  hold  by  land. 

And  our  twelve  thoufand  horfe  : WeMl  to  our  fhip; 

Enter  a  Soldier. 
Kvf^Lj^  my  Thetis  ! — How  now,  worthy  foldier  ? 

Sold.  O  noble  emperor,  do  not  fight  by  fea ; 
Trull  not  to  rotten  planks  :  Do  you  mifdoubt 
This  fword,  and  thefe  my  wounds  ?  Let  the  Egyptians, 
And  the  Phoenicians,  go  a  ducking ;  we 
Have  usM  to  conquer,  ftanding  on  the  earth, 
And  fighting  foot  to  foot. 

JlNT.  Well,  well,  away. 

{^Exeunt  Antony,  Cleopatra,  and  ENOtAkBVt 

Sold.  By  Hercules,  I  think,  I  am  i'the  right. 

Can.  Soldier,  thou  art  :  but  his  whole  adion  grows 
Not  in  the  power  on*t :  So  our  leader's  led. 
And  we  are  women's  men. 

Sold.  You  keep  by  land 
The  legions  r^nd  the  horfe  whole,  do  you  not  ? 

QdN.  Marcus  Odavius,  Marcus  Jufteius, 
Publicola,  and  CaeUus,  are  for  fea  : 
But  we  keep  whole  by  land.     This  fpeed  of  Caefar^      i 
Carries  beyond  belief 

Sold.  While  he  was  yet  in  Rome, 
His  power  went  out  in  fuch  diftradions,  asi 
BeguiPd  all  fpies. 

Can.  Who's  his  lieutenant,  hear  you  ? 

Sof^D.  They  fay,  one  Taurus, 
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7^iv.  Well  I  know  the  man. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Mes.  The  emperor  calls  for  Canidius.  [forth, 

Ian.  With  news  the  time's  with  labour ;  and  throes 
ch  minute,  feme.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  mi.    ji  Plain  near  A^nm. 
Enter  CjesaRj  Taurus^  Officers^  and  Others. 
CjEs.  Taurus, — 
Taur.  My  lord. 

C^s.  Strike  not  by  land ;  keep  whole : 
ovoke  not  battle,  till  we  have  done  at  fea. 
>  not  exceed  the  prefcript  of  this  fcroU  : 
r  fortune  lies  upon  this  jump.  [Exeunt^ 

Enter  ^N  TO  NT  and  Enobarbus. 
dNT.  Set  we  our  fquadrons  on  yon'  fide  o'  the  loill, 
eye  of  Coefar's  battle ;  from  which  place 
I  may  the  number  of  the  fhips  behold, 
d  fo  proceed  accordingly.  [Exeunt, 

"er  Canidius^  marching  with  bis  land  army  one  way  over 
hejlage;  and  T^avrus^  the  lieutenant  o/'Caefar,  the  other 
'vay.    After  their  going  in,  is  heard  the  noife  ofafea-fight. 

Alarum.  Re-enter  Enobarbus. 
Eno.  Naught,  naught,  all  naught !  I  can  behold  no 
e  Anton iad,  the  Egyptian  admiral,  [longer: 

ith  all  their  fixty,  fly,  and  turn  the  rudder ; 
fee't,  mine  eyes  are  blafted. 

Enter  Scarus.^ 
Scar.  Gods,  and  goddefles, 
I  the  whole  fynod  of  them ! 
Eno.  What's  thy  paflion  ? 
kAR.  The  greater  cantle  of  the  world  is  loft 
th  very  ignorance  j  we  have  kifs'd  away 

Z  iijj 
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Kingdoms  and  provinces. 

jEa^o.  How  appears  the  fight  ? 

Scar.  On  our  fide  Hke  the  tokened  peftilence, 
Where  death  is  fure.     Yon'  ribald-rid  nag  of  Egypt, 
Whom  leprofy  o'^rtake !  i'  the  midfl  o'  the  fight,— 
When  Vantage  hke  a  pair  of  twins  appeared. 
Both  as  the  fame,  or  rather  ours  the  elder,—. 
The  brize  upon  her,  like  a  cow  in  June, 
Hoifl:s  fails,  and  flies. 

Eno.  That  I  beheld  :  mine  eyes 
Did  ficken  at  the  fight  on't,  and  could  not 
Endure  a  further  view. 

Scar.  She  once  being  loof 'd, 
The  noble  ruin  of  her  magick,  Antony, 
Claps  on  his  fea-wing,  and  like  a  doting  mallard, 
Leaving  the  fight  in  height,  flies  after  her : 
I  never  faw  an  adtion  of  fuch  (hame ; 
Experience,  manhood,  honour,  ne'er  before 
Did  violate  fo  itfelf. 

Eno.  Alack,  alack ! 

Enter  Canidius. 

Can.  Our  fortune  on  the  fea  is  out  of  breath. 
And  finks  mod  lamentably.     Had  our  general 
Been  what  he  knew  himfelf,  it  had  gone  well : 
O,  he  has  given  example  for  our  flight, 
Mofl:  grofsly,  by  his  own. 

Eno.  Ay,  are  you  thereabouts?  Why  then,  good  night 
Indeed.  [4*- 

Can.  Towards  Peloponnefus  are  they  fled. 

Scar.  'Tis  eafy  to't ;  and  there  I  will  attend 
What  further  comes. 

Can.  To  Caefar  will  I  render 
My  legions,  and  my  horfe  ;  fix  kings  ahready 
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low  me  the  way  of  yielding- 
Eno.  rU  yet  follow 

Tie  wounded  chance  of  Antony,  though  my  reafon 
its  in  the  wind  againft  me.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  IX.    Alexandria,    ji  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Antony,  and  Attendants. 

Ant.  Hark,  the  land  bids  me  tread  no  more  upon^t, 
:  is  afham'd  to  bear  me ! — Friends,  come  hither, 
am  fo  lated  in  the  world,  that  I 
lave  loft  my  way  for  ever  : — I  have  a  fhip 
^den  with  gold  ;  take  that,  divide  it ;  fly, 
Old  make  your  peace  with  Caefar. 

Jtt.  Fly !  not  we. 

Ant.  I  have  fled  myfelf ;  and  have  infl;ruded  cowards 
To  run,  and  fliow  their  flioulders — Friends,  be  gone  ; 

have  myfelf  refolv'd  upon  a  courfe, 
Which  has  no  need  of  you ;  be  gone  : 
My  treafure's  in  the  harbour,  take  it. — O, 
I  foUow'd  that  I  blufli  to  look  upon  : 
My  very  hairs  do  mutiny ;  for  the  white 
Reprove  the  brown  for  raftinefs,  and  they  them 
for  fear  and  doting. — Friends,  be  gone  ;  you  fliall 
Have  letters  from  me  to  fome  friends,  that  will 
Sweep  your  way  for  you.     Pray  you,  look  not  fad, 
Nor  make  replies  of  loathnefs :  take  the  hint 
Which  my  defpair  proclaims ;  let  that  be  left 
Which  leaves  itfelf :  to  the  fea  fide  ftraightway  : 
I  will  poflfefs  you  of  that  ftiip  and  treafure. 
^ve  me,  I  pray,  a  little  :  'pray  you  now : — 
Nay,  do  fo  ;  for,  indeed,  I  have  loft  command, 
therefore  I  pray  you  ; — Pll  fee  you  by  and  by. 

[Sits  down. 
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Enter  Eros,  and  Cleopatra^  Itdhy  Chjrnlian  and 

Iras. 

Eros.  Nay,  gentle  madam,  to  him  :— O>mfort  him. 

Iras.  Do,  moft  dear  queen. 

Char.  Do  !  Why,  what  elfe  ? 

Cl£0.  Let  me  fit  down.     O  Juno ! 

j4nt.  No,  no,  no,  no,  no. 

Eros.  See  you  here,  fir  ? 

j4nt.  O  fye,  fye,  fye. 

Char.  Madam, — 

Iras.  Madam  ;  O  good  emprefs  ! 

Eros.  Sir,  fir, — 

j4nt.  Yes,  my  lord,  yes ; — He,  at  Philippi,  kept 
His  fword  even  like  a  dancer  ;  while  I  ftruck 
The  lean  and  wrinkled  Cafllus ;  and  'twas  I, 
That  the  mad  Brutus  ended :  he  alone 
Dealt  on  lieutenantry,  and  no  pradice  had 
In  the  brave  fquarcs  of  war  :  Yet  now — ^No  matter* 

Cleo  Ah,  ftand  by. 

Eros.  The  queen,  my  lord,  the  queen. 

Iras.  Go  to  him,  madam,  fpeak  to  him  ; 
He  is  unqualitied  with  very  ihame. 

Cleo.  Well  then, — Suftain  me : — ^O  ! 

Eros.  Moft  noble  fir,  arife  ;  the  q^ieen  approaches; 
Her  head*s  declined,  and  death  will  feize  her  jbut 
Your  comfort  makes  the  refcue. 

^NT.  I  have  offended  reputation ; 
A  moft  unnoble  fwerving* 

Eros.  Sir,  the  queen. 

j4nt.  O,  whither  haft  thou  led  me^  Egypt  ?  Sec, 
How  I  convey  my  fhame  out  of  thine  eyes 
By  looking  back  on  what  I  have  left  behind 
'Stroy'd  in  diflionour. 
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Cleo.  O  my  lord,  my  lord  ! 
orgive  my  fearful  fails  !  I  little  thought, 
bu  would  have  followed. 

^NT.  Egypt,  thou  knew'ft  too  well, 
[y  heart  was  to  thy  rudder  tied  by  the  firings, 
.nd  thou  fhould'ft  tow  me  after  :  O'er  my  fpirit 
hy  full  fupremacy  thou  knew'ft ;  and  that 
hy  beck  might  from  the  bidding  of  the  gods 
ommand  me. 

Cleo.  O,  my  pardon, 

AvT.  Now  I  muft 

b  the  young  man  fend  humble  treaties,  dodge 
.nd  palter  in  the  fhifts  of  lownefs ;  who) 
Vith  half  the  bulk  o'  the  world  play'd  as  I  pleas'd, 
laking,  and  marring  fortunes.     You  did  know, 
low  much  you  were  my  conqueror ;  and  that 
^y  fword,  made  weak  by  my  affedtion,  would 
)bey  it  on  all  caufe., 

Cleo.  O  pardon,  pardon, 

Jnt.  Fall  not  a  tear,  I  fay ;  one  of  them  rates 
Ul  that  is  won  and  loft  :  Give  me  a  kifs  ; 
-ven  this  repays  me. — We  fent  our  fchoolmafter, 
s  he  come  back  ? — Love,  I  am  full  of  lead : —    [knows, 
iome  wine,  within  there,  and  our  viands  : — Fortune 
^Ve  fcorn  her  moft,  when  moft  fhe  ofiers  blows.    [Exeunt. 

I         ■  I  ■M>^B_  III! I  I        ■     •  ■  ^.^mm^mmm^ 

SCENE  X.  Cesar's  Camp inEgy^t. 
Enter  Cjesar^Dolabella^  Thtreus^  and  Others^ 
C^s.  Let  him  appear  that's  come  from  Antony-ir* 

^now  you  him  ? 
-DoL.  Caefar,  'tis  his  fchoolmafter : 

^  argument  that  he  is  pluck'd,  when  hither 

fe  fends  fo  poor  a  pinion  of  his  wing, 
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Which  had  fuperfluous  kings  for  meflengers. 
Not  many  moons  gone  by. 

Enter  Ambassador  from  Antony. 

Cass.  Approach,  and  fpeak. 

Amb.  Such  as  I  am,  I  come  from  Antony  : 
I  was  of  late  as  petty  to  his  ends. 
As  is  the  mom-dew  on  the  myrtle  leaf 
To  his  grand  fea. 

Cjes.  Be  it  fo ;  Declare  thine  office. 

Amb.  Lord  of  his  fortunes  he  falutes  thee,  and 
Requires  to  live  in  Egypt :  which  not  granted, 
He  leflens  his  requefts  ;  and  to  thee  fues 
To  let  him  breathe  between  the  heavens  and  earth, 
A  private  man  in  Athens  :  This  for  him. 
Next,  Cleopatra  does  confefs  thy  greatnefs ; 
Submits  her  to  thy  might ;  and  of  thee  craves 
The  circle  of  the  Ptolemies  for  her  heirs, 
Now  hazarded  to  thy  grace. 

Cjes.  For  Antony, 
I  have  no  ears  to  his  requeft:     The  queen 
Of  audience,  nor  defire,  fhall  fail^  fo  fhe 
From  Egypt  drive  her  all-difgraced  friend. 
Or  take  his  life  there  :  This  if  (he  perform. 
She  fhall  not  fue  unheard.     So  to  them  both. 

Amb.  Fortune  purfue  thee  I 

Cjes.  Bring  him  through  the  bands.        [Exit  Jmbjs. 
To  try  thy  eloquence,  now  'tis  time  :  Defpatch  ; 
From  Antony  win  Cleopatra  :  promife,       [to  THru^^- 
And  in  our  name,  what  fhe  requires  ;  add  more, 
From  thine  invention,  offers  :  women  are  not. 
In  their  befl  fortunes,  flrong  ;  but  want  will  perjure 
The  ne'er-touch'd  veflal :  Try  thy  cunning;  Thyrcus; 
Make  thine  own  edi(^  for  thy  pains,  which  we 
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T\\\  anfwer  as  a  law. 

Thyr.  Csefar,  I  go. 

Cjes.  Obferve  how  Antony  becomes  his  flaw ; 
nd  what  thou  think'ft  his  very  adion  fpeaks 
1  every  power  that  moves. 

Thtr.  Caefar,  I  fhall.  lE^eunt. 

SCENE  XL    Alexandria,    ji  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Enobarbus,  Charmian,  and 

Iras. 

Cleo.  What  (hall  we  do,  Enobarbus  ? 

Eno.  Think,  and  die. 

Cleo.  Is  Antony,  or  we,  in  fault  for  this  ? 

Eno.  Antony  only,  that  would  make  his  will 
^ord  of  his  reafon.     What  although  you  fled 
"rom  that  great  face  of  war,  whofe  feveral  ranges 
"righted  each  other  ?  why  fhould  he  follow  ? 
Hie  itch  of  his  affedlion  fhould  not  then 
iave  nick'd  his  captainfhip ;  at  fuch  a  point, 
iVhen  half  to  half  the  world  oppos'd,  he  being 
Hie  mered  queflion  :  'Twas  a  fhame  no  lefs 
Hian  was  his  lofs,  to  courfe  your  flying  flags, 
Vnd  leave  his  navy  gazing. 

Cleo.  Pr'ythee,  peace. 

Enter  Anton r  with  the  Ambassador. 

Ant.  Is  this  his  anfwer  ? 

Amb.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ant.  The  queen 
^liall  then  have  courtefy,  fo  fhe  will  yield 
iJs  up. 

Amb.  He  fays  fo. 

Ant.  Let  her  know  it. — 
To  the  boy  Csefar  fend  this  grizled  head, 
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And  he  will  fill  thy  wiflies  to  the  brim 
With  principalities. 

Cleo.  That  head,  my  lord  ? 
jInt.  To  him  again  ;  Tell  him,  he  wears  the  rofd 
Of  youth  upon  him ;  from  which,  the  world  fhould  note 
Something  particular :  his  coin,  fhips,  legions. 
May  be  a  coward's ;  whofe  minifters  would  prevail 
Under  the  fervice  of  a  child,"  as  foon 
As  i*  the  command  of  Caefar  :  I  dare  him  therefore 
To  lay  his  gay  comparifons  apart. 
And  anfwer  me  declined,  fword  againft  fword, 
Ourfelves  alone :  I'll  write  it  ;  follow  me, 

[Exeunt  Antont  and  Ambjs. 
Eno.  Yes,  like  enough,  high-battled  Caefar  will 
Unftate  his  happinefs,  and  be  ftag'd  to  the  {how, 
Againft  a  fworder.— I  fee,  men's  judgements  are 
A  parcel  of  their  fortunes  ;  and  things  outward 
Do  draw  the  inward  quality  after  them. 
To  fuffer  all  alike.     That  he  fhould  dream. 
Knowing  all  meafures,  the  full  Caefar  will 
Anfwer  his  emptinefs  I—Caefar,  thou  haft  fubdu^d 
His  judgement  too. 

Enter  an  AtrBNDANT. 
Art.  A  meflenger  from  Caefar. 
Cleo.  What,  no  more  ceremony  ?^See,  my  women!— 
Againft  the  blown  rofe  may  they  ftop  their  nofe. 
That  kneel'd  unto  the  buds — Admit  him,  fir. 

Eno.  Mine  honefty,  and  I,  begin  to  fquare.       [JJ^- 
The  loyalty,  well  held  to  fools,  does  make 
Our  faith  mere  folly : — Yet,  he,  that  can  endure 
To  follow  with  allegiance  a  fallen  lord, 
Does  conquer  him  that  did  his  mafter  conquer. 
And  earns  a  place  i'  the  ftory. 
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Enter  I'm r reus. 
^LEO.  Csefar's  will  ? 
^HYR.  Hear  it  apart. 
^LEO.  None  but  friends  ;  fay  boldly. 
^HYR.  So,  haply,  are  they  friends  to  Antony* 
'.NO.  He  needs  as  many,  fir,  as  Caefar  has ; 
needs  not  us.     If  Caefar  pleafe,  our  mafler 
11  leap  to  be  his  friend  :  Fpr  us,  you  know^ 
lofe  he  is,  we  are ;  and  that's,  Csfar's* 
^HrR.  So. — 

js  then,  thou  mofl  renowned ;  Caefar  entreats^ 
:  to  confider  in  what  cafe  thou  fland'fl, 
ther  than  he  is  Caefar. 
'leo.  Go  on :  Right  royal. 
^HYR.  He  knows,  that  you  embrace  not  Antony 
y^ou  did  love,  but  as  you  fear'd  him. 
^LEO.  O ! 

''htr.  The  fears  upon  your  honour,  therefore,  hq 
IS  pity,  as  conflrained  blemifhes, 
:  as  deferv'd. 

'leo.  He  is  a  god,  and  knows 
lat  is  mofl  right :  Mine  honour  was  not  yielded, 
conquered  merely. 

^.No.  To  be  furc  of  that,  [4fi^^- 

lU  afk  Antony.' — Sir,  fir,  thou'rt  fo  leaky. 
It  we  mufl  leave  thee  to  thy  finking,  for 
i  dearefl  quit  thee.  [£x/V  Enosarbus. 

^HTR.  Shall  I  fay  to  Caefar 
lat  you  require  of  him  ?  for  he  partly  begs 
be  defir'd  to  give.     It  much  would  pleafe  him, 
It  of  his  fortunes  you  fhould  make  a  flaflf 
lean  upon :  but  it  would  warm  his  fpirits^ 
hear  from  me  you  had  left  Antony, 
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And  put  yourfelf  under  his  {hrowd, 
The  univerfal  landlord. 

Clbo.  What's  your  name  ? 

T'htr.  My  name  is  Thyreus. 

Cleo.  Mofl  kind  meffenger. 
Say  to  great  Caefar  this,  In  difputation 
I  kifs  his  conquVing  hand :  tell  him,  I  am  prompt 
To  lay  my  crown  at  his  f?et,  and  there  to  kneel : 
Tell  him,  from  his  all-obeying  breath  I  hear 
The  doom  of  Egypt. 

TnrR.  'Tis  your  nobleft  courfe. 
Wifdom  and  fortune  combating  together. 
If  that  the  former  dare  but  what  it  can. 
No  chance  may  fhake  it.    Give  me  grace  to  lay 
My  duty  on  your  hand. 

Cleo.  Your  Caefar's  father 
Oft,  when  he  hath  mus'd  of  taking  kingdoms  in, 
Beftow'd  his  lips  on  that  unworthy  place. 
As  it  rain'd  kifles. 

Re-enter  Antony  and  Enobarbus. 

Ant.  Favours,  by  Jove  that  thunders  ! — . 
What  art  thou,  fellow  ? 

Thtr.  One,  that  but  performs 
The  bidding  of  the  fuUeft  man,  and  worthieft 
To  have  command  obeyed. 

Eno.  You  will  be  whipped.  [and  devils 

Ant.  Approach,  there; Ay,  you  kite! Now  god 

Authority  melts  from  me  :  Of  late,  when  I  cry*d,  &! 
Like  boys  unto  a  mufs,  kings  would  ftart  forth. 
And  cry.  Tour  will?  Have  you  no  ears  ?  I  am 

Enter  Attendants. 
Antony  yet.   Take  hence  this  Jack,  and  whip  him. 

Eno.  'Tis  better  playing  with  a  lion's  whelp, 

I 
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an  with  an  old  one  dying; 

Ant.  Moon  and  ftars  ! 

flip  him  : — ^Were't  twenty  of  the  grcateft  tributaries 

at  do  acknowledge  Caefar,  fhould  I  find  them 

faucy  with  the  hand  of  fhe  here^  (What's  her  hame, 

ce  fhe  was  Cleopatra  ?) — Whip  him,  fellows, 

1,  like  a  boy,  you  fee  him  cringe  his  face, 

d  whine  aloud  for  mercy :  Take  him  hence. 

^HrR.  Mark  Antony, 

iNT.  Tug  him  away  :  being  whipped, 

ng  him  again : — ^This  Jack  of  Caefar's  (hall 

r  us  an  errand  to  him —  {^Exeunt  Atr.  with  Thtreus. 

1  were  half  blailed  ere  I  knew  you  :— Ha  I 

7e  I  my  pillow  left  unprefs'd  in  Rome, 

borne  the  getting  of  a  lawful  race, 

d  by  a  gem  of  women;  to  be  abus'd 

one  that  looks  on  feeders  ? 

Ilbo.  Good  my  lord,, 

iNT.  You  have  been  a  boggier  ever  :— 

:  when  we  in  our  vicioufnefs  grow  hard, 

mifery  oft't !)  the  wife  gods  feel  our  eyes ; 

3ur  own  filth  drop  our  clear  judgements  ;  make  us" 

3re  our  errors  ;  laugh  at  us,  while  wc  ftrut 

our  confvrfion. 

^^LEO.  O,  is  it  come  to  this  ? 

Int.  I  found  you  as  a  morfel,  cold  upon 

id  Caefar's  triencher  :  riay,  you  were  a  fragment 

Cneius  Pompey's  ;  befides  what  hotter  hours, 

'egifter*^  in  vulgar  fame,  you  have 

:uriou(Iy  pick'd  out : — For,  I  am  fure, 

mgh  you  can  guefs  what  temperance  (hould  be/ 

I  know  hot  what  it  is. 

LEO.  Wherefore  is  this  ? 

OL.  V/  A  a 
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Ant.  To  let  a  fellow  that  will  take  rewards, 
And  fay,  God  quit  you  I  be  familiar  with 
My  playfellow,  your  hand  ;  this  kingly  feal. 
And  plighter  of  high  hearts ! — ^O,  that  I  were 
Upon  the  hill  of  Bafan,  to  outroar 
The  homed  herd !  for  I  have  favage  caufe ; 
And  to  proclaim  it  civilly,  were  like 
A  halter'd  neck,  which  does  the  hangman  thank 
For  being  yare  about  him. — Is  he  whipp'd  ? 

Re-enter  ArrENDANrs^  with  Thtreus. 

I  Att.  Soundly,  my  lord. 

Ant.  Cry'd  he  ?  and  begg'd  he  pardon  ? 

I  Jtt.  He  did  afk  favour. 

Ant.  If  that  thy  father  live,  let  him  repent 
Thou  waft  not  made  his  daughter  ;  and  be  thou  forry 
To  follow  Caefar  in  his  triumph,  fince 
Thou  haft  been  wh'ipp'd  for  following  him :  hencefbrtl 
The  white  hand  of  a  lady  fever  thee. 
Shake  thou  to  look  on*t — Get  thee  back  to  Caefar, 
Tell  him  thy  entertainment :  Look,  thou  fay, 
He  makes  me  angry  with  him  :  for  he  feems 
Proud  and  difdainful ;  harping  on  what  I  am, 
Not  what  he  knew  I  was  :  He  makes  me  angry ; 
And  at  this  time  moft  eafy  'tis  to  do't ; 
AVhen  my  good  ftars,  that  were  my  former  guides, 
Have  empty  left  their  orbs,  and  ftiot  their  fires 
Into  the  abifm  of  hell.    If  he  miflike 
My  fpeech,  and  what  is  done  ;  tell  him,  he  has 
Hipparchus,  my  enfranchised  bondnjian,  whom 
He  may  at  pleafure  whip,  or  hang,  or  torture. 
As  he  ftiall  like,  to  quit  me :  Urge  it  thou  : 
Hence  with  thy  ftripes,  begone.  [Exit  jHrxE 

Cleo.  Have  you  done  yet  ? 
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Ant.  Alack,  our  terrene  moon 
Is  now  eclipsed ;  and  it  portends  alone 
The  fall  of  Antony  ! 

Cleg.  I  muft  flay  his  time. 
Ant.  To  flatter  Caefar,  would  you  mingle  eyes 
"With  one  that  ties  his  points  ? 
Cleo.  Not  know  me  yet  ? 
Ant.  Cold-hearted  toward  me  ? 
Cleo.  Ah,  dear,  if  I  be  fo, 
From  my  cold  heart  let  heaven  engender  hail. 
And  poifon  it  in  the  fource ;  and  the  firft  ftone 
Drop  in  my  neck  :  as  it  determines,  fo 
Diflblve  my  life  !  The  next  Caefarion  fmite  ! 
Till,  by  degrees,  the  memory  of  my  womb, 
Together  with  my  brave  Egyptians  all, 
%  the  difcandying  of  this  pelleted  ftorm, 
lie  gravelefs ;  till  the  flies  and  gnats  of  Nile 
Have  buried  them  for  prey  ! 

Ant.  I  am  fatisfied. 
Caefar  fits  down  in  Alexandria ;  where 
1  will  oppofe  his  fate.     Our  force  by  land 
^th  nobly  held ;  our  fever 'd  navy  too 
Have  knit  again,  and  fleet,  threatening  mofl:  fea-like. 
'^ere  haft  thou  been,  my  heart  .^ — ^Doft  thou  hear,  lady? 
Xf  from  tht  field  I  fliall  return  once  more 
TTo  kifs  thefe  lips,  I  will  appear  in  blood ; 
*  and  my  fword  will  earn  our  chronicle ; 
TTiere  is  hope  in  it  yet. 

Cleo.  That's  my  brave  lord ! 
Ant.  I  will  be  treble-fine w'd,  hearted,  breath'd, 
/^Ind  fight  malicioufly :  for  when  mine  hours 
Wiere  nice  and  lucky,  men  did  ranfom  lives 
KXmt  for  jcfts;  but  now,  I'll  fet  my  teeth, 

A  a  ij 
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And  fend  to  darknefs  all  that  ftop  me.— Comet 
Let's  have  one  other  gaudy  night ;  call  to  me 
All  my  fad  captains,  fill  our  bowls ;  once  more 
Let's  mock  the  midnight  bell. 

Cleo.  It  is  my  birth-day : 
I  had  thought  to  have  held  it  poor ;  but,  fince  my  lord 
Is  Antony  again,  I  will  be  Cleopatra. 

Ant.  Well  yet  do  well. 

Cleo.  Call  all  his  noble  captains  to  my  lord. 

Ant.  Do  fo,  we'll  fpeak  to  them;  and  to-night  TU  fiwtc 
The  wine  peep  through  their  fears — Come  on,^y  queen; 
There's  fap  in't  yet.     The  next  time  I  do  fight, 
I'll  make  death  love  me ;  for  I  will  contend 
Even  with  his  peftilent  fcythe. 

[Exeunt  Antony^  Cleopatra,  amd  Attendants. 

Eno.  Now  he'll  out-ftare  the  lightning.  To  be  furioii, 
Is,  to  be  frighted  out  of  fear  :  and  in  that  mood, 
The  dove  will  peck  the  eftridge ;  and  I  fee  ftill^ 
A  diminution  in  our  captain's  brain 
Reflores  his  heart :  When  valour  preys  on  reafon, 
It  eats  the  fword  it  fights  with.     I  will  feek 
Some  way  ta  leave  him.  [fiA 

ACr  IF. 
SCENE  I.   Ca£sar's  Camp  at  Alexandria. 
Enter  C^sar^  reading  a  letter;  Agrippa^  MEQMHih 

and  Otters. 

Cjes.  He  calls  me  boy ;  and  chides,  as  he  bad  powtf 
To  beat  me  out  of  Egypt :  my  meilenger 
He  hath  whipp'd  with  rods;  dares  me  to  perfonal  oombitf 
Caefar  to  Antony  :  Let  the  old  ruffian  know» 
I  have  many  other  ways  to  die  y  mean  time,. 
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Ugh  at  his  challenge. 

Mec.  Csefar  muft  think, 

hen  one  fo  great  begins  to  rage,  he*8  hunted 

en  to  falling.     Give  him  no  breath,  but  now 

.ke  boot  of  his  diftradion :  Never  anger 

ide  good  guard  for  itfelf. 

Cjss.  Let  our  beft  heads 

ow,  that  to-morrow  the  laft  of  many  battles 

e  mean  to  fight : — Within  our  files  there  are 

thofe  that  ferv'd  Mark  Antony  but  late, 

ough  to  fetch  him  in.     See  it  be  done  ; 

id  feaft  the  army :  we  have  llore  to  do't, 

id  they  have  eam'd  the  wafte.  Poor  Antony !    [Exeunt. 

SCENE  11.  Alexandria.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  An  ton  r,  Cleopatra,  Enobarbus,  Char- 

MIAN,  Iras,  Alex  as,  and  Others. 
Ant.  He  will  not  fight  with  me,  Domitius. 
Eno.  No. 

Ant.  Why  fhould  he  not  ? 

Eno.  He  thinks,  being  twenty  times  of  better  fortune^ 
e  is  twenty  men  to  one. 
Ant.  To-morrow,  foldier, 
J  fea  and  land  1*11  fight :  or  I  will  live, 
r  bathe  my  dying  honour  in  the  blood 
lall  make  it  live  again.     Woo't  thou  fight  well  ? 
Eno.  ril  ftrike  ;  and  cry.  Take  all. 
Ant.  Well  faid ;  come  on. — 
all  forth  my  houfehold  fervants  ;  let's  to-night 

Enter  Serfants. 
I  bounteous  at  our  meal — Give  me  thy  hand, 
liou  haft  been  rightly  honeft  ; — fo  haft  thou  ; —  [well, 
[ul  thoU|    and  thou,«--and  thou : — ^you  have  ferv*d  me 
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And  kings  have  been  your  fellows. 
Cleo.  What  means  this  ? 
Eno.  'Tis  one  of  thofe  odd  tricks,  which  forrow  I 

[- 

Out  of  the  mind. 

jiNT.  And  thou  art  honeft  too. 
I  wifh,  I  could  be  made  fo  many  men ; 
And  all  of  you  clapp'd  up  together  in 
An  Antony ;  that  I  might  do  you  fervice, 
So  good  as  you  have  done. 

Serf.  The  gods  forbid  ! 

jiNT.  Well,  my  good  fellows,  wait  on  me  to-nigl 
Scant  not  my  cups  ;  and  make  as  much  of  me, 
As  when  mine  empire  was  your  fellow  too. 
And  fuflfer'd  my  command. 

Cleo.  What  does  he  mean  ? 

Eno.  To  make  his  followers  weep. 

j4nt.  Tend  me  to-night ; 
May  be,  it  is  the  period  of  your  duty  : 
Haply,  you  {hall  not  fee  me  more ;  or  if, 
A  mangled  fhadow  :  perchance,  to-morrow 
You'll  ferve  another  mafter.     I  look  on  you, 
As  one  that  takes  his  leave.     Mine  honeft  friends, 
I  turn  you  not  away ;  but,  like  a  mafter 
Married  to  your  good  fervice,  ftay  till  death  : 
Tend  me  to-night  two  hours,  I  aik  no  more. 
And  the  gods  yield  you  for't ! 

Eno.  What  mean  you,  fir, 
To  give  them  this  difcomfort  ?  Look,  they  weep ; 
And  I,  an  afs,  am  onion- ey'dj  for  ftiame. 
Transform  us  not  to  women. 

Ant.  Ho,  ho,  ho ! 
J^ow  the  witqh  take  me,  if  I  meant  it  thus  ! 
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I  grow  where  thofe  drops  fall !  My  hearty  friends, 
ake  me  in  too  dolorous  a  fenfe : 
:e  to  you  for  your  comfort :  did  defire  you 
irn  this  night  with  torches  :  Know,  my  hearts, 
e  well  of  to-morrow  ;  and  will  lead  you, 
e  rather  Y\\  exped  vidorious  life, 
death  and  honour.     Let's  to  fupper  ;  come, 
irown  confideration.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.    T'be/ame.    Before  the  Palace. 
Enter  two  Soldiers^  to  their  guard. 
OLD.  Brother,  good  night :  to-morrow  is  the  day. 
OLD.  It  will  determine  one  way :  fare  you  welL 
i  you  of  nothing  flrange  about  the  ftreets  ? 
'old.  Nothing  :  What  news  ? 
'old.  Belike,  'tis  but  a  rumour  : 

night  to  you. 
)OLD.  Well,  fir,  good  night. 

Enter  tu^o  other  Soldi  Efts. 
)OLD.  Soldiers, 

careful  watch, 
)OLD.  And  you  :  Good  night,  good  night. 

\T^befirJl  two  place  them/elves  at  their  pofts. 
SoijD.  Here  we:  [T'hey  take  their  po/isJ]  and  if  to-mor- 
navy  thrive,  I  have  an  abfolute  hope  [row 

landmen  will  (land  up. 
Sold.  'Tis  a  brave  army, 

full  of  purpofe.      [Mujick  of  hautboys  under  thejlage. 

Sold.  Peace,  what  noife  ? 

Sold.  Lift,  lift ! 

Sold.  Hark ! 

Sold.  Mufick  i'  the  air. 

Sold.  Under  the  earth. 

A  a  iiij 
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4  Soip.  It  figns  well, 
Poes  it  not  ? 
3  Sold.  No. 

1  Sold.  Peace,  I  fay.     What  (hould  this  mean? 

2  Sold.  ' Tis  the  god  Hercules,  whom  Antony  lov'd^ 
Now  leaves  him. 

1  Sold.  Walk ;  let's  fee  if  other  watchmen 

Po  hear  what  we  do.  ['I'^y  advance  to  anotberpdji. 

2  Sold.  How  now,  mafters  ? 
Sold.  How  now  ? 

flow  now  ?  do  you  hear  this  ?    [Sltveral^eaiif^  together. 
I  Sold.  Ay  ;  Is't  not  ftrange  ? 

3  Sold.  Do  you  hear,  mafters  ?  do  you  hear  ? 

I  Sold.  Follow  the  noife  fo  far  as  we  have  quarter; 
Let's  fee  how't  will  give  off. 

Sold.  [Several /peaking.}  Content:  'Tis ftrange.  [£»mf. 

— ' —  ■■   1 

SCENE  IK    I'befame.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  An  TON  r^  and  Cleopatra  i  CBARMiAN^aad 
Others^  attending. 

Ant.  Erqs  !  mine  armour,  Eros ! 

Cleo.  Slqep  a  little. 

Ant.  No,  my  chuck — Eros,  come ;  mine  armour,  Eroi} 
Enter  Eros^  with  armour. 
Come,  my  good  fellow,  put  thine  iron  on :— 
Jf  fortune  be  not  ours  to-day,  it  is 
Becaufe  we  brave  her. — Ck>me. 

Cleo.  Nay,  Til  help  too* 
What's  this  for  ? 

Ant.  Ah,  let  be,  let  be  !  thou  art 
The  armourer  of  my  heart  :._Falfe,  falfe  ;  this,  this. 

Cleo.  Sooth,  la,  V\\  help  :  Thus  it  muft  be. 

Ant.  Well,  well; 


AHrONT  AND  CLEOPATRA^  377 

Vt  (hall  thrive  now. — Seeft  thou,  my  good  fellow  ? 
Jo,  put  on  thy  defences. 

Ekos.  Briefly,  fir. 

Cleo.  Is  not  this  buckled  well  ? 

jtNT.  Rarely,  rarely : 
le  that  unbuckles  this,  till  we  do  pleafc 
o  dofiPt  for  our  repofe,  fhall  hear  a  ftorm. — 
Tiou  fumbled,  Eros ;  and  my  queen*s  a  fquire 
lore  tight  at  this,  than  thou :  Defpatch — ^O  love, 
liat  thou  could'ft  fee  my  wars  to-day,  and  knew'ft 
The  royal  occupation  !  thou  fhould*fl  fee 
Enter  an  Officer^  armed. 

K  workman  in*t Good  morrow  to  thee  ;  welcome  j 

rhou  look'ft  like  him  that  knows  a  warlike  charge : 
To  bufine($  that  we  love,  we  rife  betime. 
And  go  to  it  with  delight. 

1  Off.  a  thoufand,  fir, 

Early  though  it  be,  have  on  their  riveted  trim. 
And  at  the  port  expeft  you.     [Shout.  Trumpets.  Fhur^. 
Enter  other  Officers,  and  SolSers. 

2  Off.  The  mom  is  fair. — Good  niorrow,  general. 
Jll.  Good  morrow,  general, 

jInt.  *Tis  well  blown,  lads;. 
This  morning,  like  the  fpirit  of  a  youth 
That  mjqans  to  be  of  note,  begins  betimes.— 
So,  fo ;  come,  give  me  that :  this  way ;  well  faid, 
Pare  thee  well,  dame,  whatever  becomes  of  me  : 
rhis  is  a  foldier's  kifs  :  rebukable,  [iiffes  ber^ 

(bd  worthy  fhameful  check  it  were,  to  (land 
)d  more  niechanick  compliment ;  FU  leave  thee 
fow,  like  a  man  of  fteel — You,  that  will  fight, 
pllow  me  clofc  j  FU  Bring  you  to't. — Adieu* 

[Exeunt  Ant.  Eros,  Officers,  and  Soldici^^ 


378  JiNTONT  AND  CLEOPATRA. 

Char.  Pleafe  you,  retire  to  your  chamber  ? 

Cleo.  Lead  me. 
He  goes  forth  gallantly.     That  he  and  Caefar  might 
Determine  this  great  war  in  finglc  fight ! 
Then,  Antony, — But  now, — Well,  on.  \Exmt 

SCENE  V.     ANTONr^s  Camp  near  Alexandria, 
Trumpets  found.    Enter  An  ton  r  and  Eros;  a  Soldimi 

meeting  them., 

SoiD.  The  gods  make  this  a  happy  day  to  Antony !     J 

-^^Arr/Would,thou  and  thofe  thy  fcarshadonceprevail'd  I 
To  make  me  fight  at  land  !  I 

Sold.  Had'fl:  thou  done  fo. 
The  kings  that  have  revolted,  and  the  foldier 
That  has  this  morning  left  thee,  would  have  ftill 
Followed  thy  heels. 

Ant.  Who's  gone  this  morning  ? 

Sold.  Who  ? 
One  ever  near  thee  :  Call  for  Enobarbus, 
He  (hall  not  hear  thee  ;  or  from  Caelar's  camp 
Say,  /  am  none  of  thine. 

Ant.  What  fay 'ft  thou  ? 

Sold.  Sir, 
He  is  with  Caefar. 

Eros.  Sir,  his  chefts  and  treafure 
He  has  not  with  him.  ^ 

Ant.  Is  he  gone  ?  \ 

Sold.  Moft  certain. 

Ant.  Go,  Eros,  fend  his  treafure  after  ;  do  it  j 
Detain  no  jot,  I  charge  thee  :  write  to  him 
(I  will  fubfcribe)  gentle  adieus,  and  greetings  : 
Say,  that  I  wifli  he  never  find  more  caufe 
To  change  a  matter. — O,  my  fortunes  hav? 
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>rrapted  honeft  men  : — Eros,  defpatch.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI.    Cmsak^s  Camp  before  Alexandria. 
Tlourijh.    Enter  Cjssar,  with  Agrippa,  Enobarbus, 

and  Others. 

C^s.  CJo  forth,  Agrippa,  and  begin  the  fi^ht : 
Our  will  is,  Antony  be  took  alive ; 
Make  it  fo  known. 

Agr.  Caefar,  I  fhall.  [Exit  Agrippa. 

C^s.  The  time  of  univerfal  peace  is  near  : 
Prove  this  a  profperous  day,  the  three-nook'd  world 
Jhall  bear  the  olive  freely. 

Enter  a  Messenger, 

Mes.  Antony 
I  come  into  the  field, 

Cjes.  Go,  charge  Agrippa 
lant  thofe  that  ha\x  revolted  in  the  van, 
liat  Antony  may  feem  to  fpend  his  fury 
Jpon  himfelf.  [Exeunt  Cjesar  and  his  T'rain. 

Eno.  Alexas  did  revolt ;  and  went  to  Jewry, 
\  affairs  of  Antony  ;  there  did  perfuade 
Great  Herod  to  incline  himfelf  to  Caefar,      "', 
And  leave  hjs  mafter  Antony :  for  this  pains, 
fefar  hath  hang'd  him.     Canidius,  and  the  reft 
Fhat  fell  away,  have  entertainment,  but 
fc.  honourable  truft.     I  have  done  ill ; 
)f  which  I  do  accvife  myfelf  fo  forely, 
fhat  I  will  joy  no  more. 

Enter  a  Soldier  o/C^sar^s, 

Sold,  ^plnobarbus,  Antony 
lath  after  thee  fent  all  thy  treafure,  with 
fis  bounty  overplus :  The  meflenger 
VBPLt  on  my  guard  ;  .and  at  thy  tent  is  now. 


Uontinues  Itill  a  Jove.  {Exit 

End.  I  am  alone  the  villain  of  the  earth. 
And  feel  I  am  fo  moft.     O  Antony, 
Thou  mine  of  bounty,  how  would'ft  thou  have 
My  better  fervice,  when  my  turpitude 
Thou  doft  fo  crown  with  gold !  This  blows  my 
If  fwift  thought  break  it  not,  a  fwifter  mean 
Shall  outftrike  thought :  but  thought  will  do*t, 
I  fight  againft  thee ! — No  :  I  will  go  feek 
Some  ditch,  wherein  to  die ;  the  foul*ft  beft  fib 
My  latter  part  of  life. 

SCENE  VII .    Field  of  Battle  between  the  Ca 
Alarum.     Drums  and  T'rumpets.     Enter  Aqrii 

Others. 
Agr.  Retire,  we  have  engagM  ourfelves  too  £ 
Csefar  himfelf  has  work,  and  our  oppreffion 
Exceeds  what  we  expedited. 

Alarum.     Enter  An  ton  r  and  Scjrus,  won 
Scar.  O  my  brave  emperor,  this  is  fought  in 
Had  we  done  fo  at  firfl,  we  had  driven  them  h< 
With  clouts  about  their  heads. 
><vr.  Thou  hleed*ft  anarft. 
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for  fix  fcotches  more. 

Enter  Eros. 
>5.  They  are  beaten,  fir ;  and  our  advantage  ferves 
fair  vidory. 

R.  Let  us  fcore  their  backs, 
natch  'em  up,  as  we  take  hares,  behind ; 
)ort  to  maul  a  runner, 
r.  I  will  reward  thee 
for  thy  fpritely  comfort,  and  ten-fold 
y  good  valour.    Come  thee  on. 
R.  rU  halt  after.  [Exeunt. 

iCENEVIIL    Under  the  walls  of  Altxsindnz. 
n.   Enter  Antony,  marching;  Scarvs,  and  Forces. 
T.  We  have  beat  him  to  his  camp:  Run  one  before, 
et  the  queen  know  of  our  guefts. — ^To-morrow, 
I  the  fun  ihall  fee  us,  we'll  fpill  the  blood 
lias  to-day  efcap'd.    I  thank  you  all ; 
oughty-handed  are  you ;  and  have  fought 
s  you  ferv'd  the  caufe,  but  as  it  had  been 
man's  like  mine ;  you  have  fhown  all  Hedors. 
the  city,  clip  your  wives,  your  friends, 
hem  your  feats ;  whilft  they  with  joyful  tears 
the  congealment  from  your  wounds,  and  kifs 
u>nour'd  gafhes  whole — Give  me  thy  hand ; 

[7i  ScjRus. 
Enter  Cleopatra,  attended. 
is  great  fairy  PU  commend  thy  ads, 
her  thanks  blefs  thee. — O  thou  day  o'  the  worlds 
mine  arm'd  neck ;  leap  thou,  attire  and  all, 
igh  proof  of  hamefs  to  my  heart,  and  tkere^ 
Dn  the  pants  triumphing. 
ro.  Lord  of  lords ! 
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O  infinite  virtue !  com'ft  thou  fmiling  from 
The  world's  great  fnare  uncaught  ? 

Ant.  My  nightingale,  [gr 

We  have  beat  them  to  their  beds.    What,  girl  ?  thouj 
Do  fomething  mingle  with  our  brown ;  yet  have  we 
A  brain  that  nourifhes  our  nerves,  and  can 
Get  goal  for  goal  of  youth.    Behold  this  man ; 
Commend  unto  his  lips  thy  favouring  hand ; — 
Kifs  it,  my  warrior : — He  hath  fought  to-day. 
As  if  a  god,  in  hate  of  mankind,  had 
Deftroy'd  in  fuch  a  fhape. 

Cleo.  ril  give  thee,  friend, 
An  armour  all  of  gold :  it  was  a  king's. 

Ant.  He  has  deferv'd  it,  were  it  carbuncled 
Like  holy  Phoebus'  car. — Give  me  thy  hand ; — 
Through  Alexandria  make  a  jolly  march ; 
Bear  our  hacked  targets  like  the  men  that  owe  them : 
Had  our  great  palace  the  capacity 
To  camp  this  hoft,  we  all  would  fup  together ; 
And  drink  caroufes  to  the  next  day's  fate. 

Which  promifes  royal  peril ^Trumpeters, 

With  brazen  din  blaft  you  the  city's  ear ; 

Make  mingle  with  our  rattling  tabourines ; 

That  heaven  and  earth  may  ftrike  their  founds  togethci 

Applauding  our  approach.  [ExeuM 

SCENE  IX.    Cjisar's  Camp. 
Sentinels  on  their  pojl.    Enter  Enobarbus. 

1  Sold.  If  we  be  not  reliev'd  within  this  hour^ 
We  muft  return  to  the  court  of  guard :  The  night 
Is  fhiny  ;  and,  they  fay,  we  fhall  embattle 

By  the  fecond  hour  i'  the  mom. 

2  Sold.  This  lafl  dav  was 
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L  flirewd  one  to  us. 
End.  O,  bear  me  witnefs,  night, — 
3  Sold.  What  man  is  this  ? 

2  Sold.  Stand  clofe,  and  lift  to  him. 

Eno.  Be  witnefs  to  me,  O  thou  blefled  moon, 
Vhen  men  revoked  fhall  upon  record 
tear  hateful  memory,  poor  Enobarbus  did 
tefore  thy  face  repent ! — 

1  Sold.  Enobarbus ! 

3  Sold.  Peace ; 
lark  further. 

Eno.  O  fovereign  miftrefs  of  true  melancholy, 
The  poifonous  damp  of  night  difpunge  upon  me ; 
^t  life,  a  very  rebel  to  my  will, 
4ay  hang  no  longer  on  me :  Throw  my  heart 
Lgainft  the  flint  and  hardnefs  of  my  fault ; 
Vhich,  being  dried  with  grief,  will  break  to  powder, 
^d  finifh  all  foul  thoughts.    O  Antony, 
^^obler  than  my  revolt  is  infamous, 
forgive  me  in  thine  own  particular ; 
But  let  the  world  rank  me  in  regifter 
A  matter-leaver,  and  a  fugitive : 
0 Antony!  O  Antony!  {dies. 

2  Sold.  Let's  fpeak 
To  him. 

I  Sold.  Let's  hear  him,  for  the  things  he  fpeaks 
May  concern  Caefar. 

3  Sold.  Let's  do  fo.    But  he  fleeps. 

1  Sold.  Swoons  rather  ;  for  fo  bad  a  prayer  as  his 
Wm  never  yet  for  fleeping. 

2  Sold.  Go  we  to  him. 

3  Sold.  Awake,  awake,  fir;  fpeak  to  us. 
a  Sold.  Hear  you,  fir  ? 
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I  Sold.  The  hand  of  death  hath  raught  him.    Hark 
the  drums  [Drums  c^ar  of. 

Demurely  wake  the  fleepers.  Let  us  bear  him 
To  the  court  of  guard  j  he  is  of  note :  our  hour 
Is  fully  out. 

3  Sold  Come  on  then  ; 
He  may  recover  yet.  \Exeunt  with  the  bodf. 

SCENE  X.    Between  the  two  Camps. 

Enter  Antony  and  Scarus^  with  forces^  marcbvsg. 

Ant.  Their  preparation  is  to-day  by  fea ; 
We  pleafe  them  not  by  land. 

Scar.  For  both,  my  lord. 

Ant.  I  would,  they'd  fight  i'  the  fire,  or  in  the  air; 
We'd  fight  there  too.    But  this  it  is ;  Our  foot 
Upon  the  hills  adjoining  to  the  city. 
Shall  flay  with  us :  order  for  fea  is  given ; 
They  have  put  forth  the  haven :  Further  on. 
Where  their  appointment  we  may  beft  difcover, 
And  look  on  their  endeavour.  [Exast 

Enter  Cjes  A  Rj  and  bis  forces^  marching. 

Cjes.  But  being  charged,  wc  will  be  ftiH  by  land, 
Which,  as  I  take't,  we  fhall ;  for  his  beft  force 
Is  forth  to  man  his  gallies.    To  the  vales. 
And  hold  our  beft  advantage.  \Ixadi 

Re-enter  Antony  and  Scarus. 

ANt.  Yet  they're  not  join'd :  Where  jondtr  pine 
ftand, 

1  iliall  difcover  all :  111  bring  thee  word 
Straight,  how  'tis  like  to  go.  [£*. 

Scar.  Swallows  have  built 
In  Cleopatra's  fails  their  nefts :  the  augureSrs 
Say,  they  know  not, — they  cannot  tell  i— look  gntdj 
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id  dare  not  fpeak  their  knotrledge.    Antony 
valiant,  and  dejeded  j  and,  by  ftarts, 
5  fretted  fortunes  give  him  hope,  and  fear, 
what  he  has,  and  has  noti 

Alarum  afar  off ,  as  at  afea-jigbt. 
Re-enter  Antony. 
Ant.  All  is  loft  ; 

is  foul  Egyptian  hath  betrayed  me  \ 
^  fleet  hath  yielded  to  the  foe ;  and  yonder 
cfy  caft  their  t:aps  up,  and  caroufe  together 
:e  friends  long  loft — Triple-turn'd  whore !  *tis  thou 
ft  fold  me  to  this  noviee ;  and  my  heart 
kes  only  wars  on  thee.— ^Bid  them  all  fly  j 
•  when  I  am  reveng'd  upon  my  charm, 
ive  done  all:---Bid  them  all  fly,  be  gone.  {ExitScAKVS* 
un,  thy  uprife  ftiall  I  fee  no  more : 
tune  and  Antony  part  here ;  even  here 
we  ftiake  hands. — All  come  to  this? — The  hearts 
It  fpaniel'd  me  at  heels,  to  whdm  I  gave 
dr  wiflies,  do  difcandy,  melt  their  fweets 
bloflbming  Caefar;  and  this  pine  is  bark'd, 
Lt  overtopped  them  all.    Betray'd  I  am  : 
lis  falfe  foul  of  Egypt !  this  grave  charm,— 
ofe  eye  beck'd  forth  my  wars,  and  call'd  them  home  j 
.ofe  bofom  was  my  crownet,  my  chief  end, 
e  a  right  gipfy^  hath,  at  faft  and  loofe, 
iiil'd  me  to  the  very  heart  of  lofs..:— 
tat,  Eros,  Eros ! 

Enter  Cleopatra. 
,  thou  fpell !  Avaunt. 

*XjBO.  Why  is  my  lord  enrag'd  againlt  his  love  ? 
Int.  Vanifli ;  or  I  fliall  give  thee  thy  deferving, 
i  blemifli  Cloefar's  triumph.    Let  him  take  thee, 
'oL.  V.  B  b 
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And  hoift  thee  up  to  the  {homing  Plebeians : 

Follow  his  chariot,  like  the  greateft  ^pot 

Of  all  thy  fex ;  moft  monfter-like,  be  fhown 

For  poor*ft  diminutives,  to  dolts ;  and  let 

Patient  OcStavia  plough  thy  vifage  lUp 

With  her  prepared  nails.  [^Exit  Cleo.']  'Tis  well  thoi 

gone, 
If  it  be  well  to  live  :  But  better  'twere 
Thou  feirft  into  my  fury,  for  one  death 
Might  have  prevented  many — Eros,  ho  !-^ 
The  fliirt  of  NefTus  is  upon  me  :  Teach  me, 
Alcides,  thou  mine  anceftor,  thy  rage  : 
Let  me  lodge  Lichas  on  the  horns  o'  the  moon ; 
And  with  thofe  hands,  that  grafp'd  the  heavieft  club, 
Subdue  my  worth  left  felf.     The  witch  fhall  die ; 
To  the  Roman  boy  fhe  hath  fold  me,  and  I  fell 
Under  this  plot :  fhe  dies  for't.  — Eros,  ho  !  \l 

SCENE  XL    Alexandria.    ^  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Mardl 

Cleo.  Help  me,  my  women  !  O,  he  is  more  mad 
Than  Telamon  for  his  fhield  ;  the  boar  of  Theflaly 
Was  never  fo  embofs'd. 
,     Char.  To  the  monument ; 
There  lock  yourfelf,  and  fend  him  word  you  arc  dea 
The  foul  and  body  rive  not  more  in  parting. 
Than  greatnefs  going  off. 

Cleo.  To  the  monument : — 
Mardian,  go  tell  him  I  have  (lain  my  felf ; 
Say,  that  the  laft  I  fpoke  was,  Antony, 
And  word  it,  pr'ythee,  piteoufly :  Hence, 
Mardian  ;  and  bring  me  how  he  takes  my  death.— 
To  the  monument.  [£« 
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SCENE  XII.    the  fame.    Another  Room. 
Enter  Antony  and  Eros. 
Ant.  Eros,  thou  yet  behold'ft  me  ? 
Eros.  Ay,  noble  lord. 

Ant.  Sometime,  we  fee  a  cloud  that's  dragonifh ; 
vapour,  fometime,  like  a  bear,  or  lion, 
towered  citadel,  a  pendant  rock, 
forked  mountain,  or  blue  promontory 
ith  trees  upon't,  that  nod  unto  the  world, 
id  mock  our  eyes  with  air :  Thou  haft  feen  thefe  figns; 
ley  are  black  vefper's  pageants. 
Eros.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ant.  That,  which  is  now  a  horfe,  even  with  a  thought, 
le  rack  diflimns  ;  and  makes  it  indiftind, 
;  water  is  in  water. 
Eros.  It  does,  my  lord. 

Ant.  My  good  knave,  Eros,  now  thy  captain  is 
sren  fuch  a  body :  here  I  am  Antony ; 
II  cannot  hold  this  vifible  (hape,  my  knave, 
made  thefe  wars  for  Egypt ;  and  the  queen, — 
rhofe  heart,  I  thought,  I  had,  for  (he  had  mine ; 
/Tiich,  whilft  it  was  mine,  had  annex'd  unto't 
.  million  more,  now  loft, — flie,  Eros,  has 
ack'd  cards  with  Caefar,  and  falfe  play'd  my  glory 
nto  an  enemy's  triumph — 
fay,  weep  not,  gentle  Eros  ;  there  is  left  us 
•urfelves  to  end  ourfelves — O,  thy  vile  lady  ! 

Enter  Mardian. 
be  has  robb'd  me  of  my  fword. 
Mar.  No,  Antony ; 

[y  miilrefs  lov'd  thee,  and  her  fortunes  mingled 
^ith  thine  entirely. 

Bbij 
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j^NT.  Hence,  faucy  eunuch ;  peace  ; 
She  hath  betray'd  me,  and  fhall  die  the  death. 

Mar.  Death  of  one  perfon  can  be  paid  but  once; 
And  that  fhe  has  difcharg'd  5  What  thou  would'ft  do, 
Is  done  unto  thy  hand ;  the  laft  (he  fpake 
Was,  Antony  !  moft  noble  Antony  ! 
Then  in  the  midft  a  tearing  groan  did  break 
The  name  of  Antony  ;  it  was  divided 
Between  her  heart  and  Hps  :  flie  rendered  life, 
Thy  name  fo  buried  in  her. 

Ant.  Dead  then  ? 

Mar.  Dead- 

jInt.  Eros,  unarm  ;  the  long  day's  ta(k  is  done^ 
And  we  muft  fleep : — That  thou  departed  hence  fafe, 

Does  pay  thy  labour  richly  j  Go Off,  pluck  oflf;— 

iExit  MarduVi 
The  feven-fold  fhield  of  Ajax  cannot  keep 
The  battery  from  my  heart.     O,  cleave,  my  fides ! 
Heart,  once  be  flronger  than  thy  continent. 
Crack  thy  frail  cafe  ! — Apace,  Eros,  apace. — 
No  more  a  foldier  : — Bruifed  pieces,  go  ; 
You  have  been  nobly  borne. — From  me  a  while. — 

[Exit  Em 
I  will  overtake  thee,  Cleopatra,  and 
Weep  for  my  pardon.     So  it  muft  be,  for  now 
All  length  is  torture  : — Since  the  torch  is  out. 
Lie  down,  and  ft  ray  no  further;  Now  all  labour 
Mars  what  it  does ;  yea,  very  force  entangles 

Itfelf  with  ftrcngth  :  Seal  then,  and  all  is  done 

Ilfos  ! — I  come,  my  queen  : — Eros  ! — Stay  for  me: 
AVhcre  fouls  do  couch  on  flowers,  we'll  hand  in  han4 
And  with  our  fpritcly  port  make  the  ghofts  gaze : 
Dido  and  lier  /Eneas  ftiuU  want  troops. 
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id  all  the  haunt  but  ours. — Come,  Eros,  Eros ! 

Re-enter  Eros. 
Eros.  What  would  my  lord  ? 
Ant.  Since  Cleopatra  died, 
lave  liv'd  in  fuch  difhonour,  that  the  gods 
teft  my  bafenefs.     I,  that  with  my  fword 
larter'd  the  world,  and  o'er  green  Neptune's  back 
ith  fhips  made  cities,  condemn  myfelf,  to  lack 
lie  courage  of  a  woman ;  lefs  noble  mind 
ban  fhe,  which,  by  her  death,  our  Cafar  tells, 
am  cqnqueror  of  myfelf.     Thou  art  fwom,  Eros, 
hat,  when  the  exigent  fhould  come,  (which  now 
come,  indeed,)  when  I  (hould  fee  behind  me 
he  inevitable  profecution  of 
tfgrace  and  horror,  that,  on  my  command, 
hou  then  would'ft  kill  me  :  do't ;  the  time  is  come  : 
hou  ftrik'ft  not  me,  'tis  Caefar  thou  defeat'ft, 
at  colour  in  thy  cheek. 
Eros.  The  gods  withhold  me !       / 
lall  I  do  that,  which  all  the  Parthian  darts, 
hqugh  enemy,  loft  aim,  and  could  not  ? 
Ant.  Eros, 

^ould'ft  thou  be  window'd  in  great  Rome,  and  fee 
by  mafter  thus  with  pleach'd  arms,  bending  down 
is  corrigible  neck,  his  face  fubdued 
0  penetrative  (hame ;  whilft  the  wheePd  feat 
f  fortunate  Caefar,  drawn  before  him,  branded 
is  bafenefs  that  enfued  ? 
Eros.  I  would  not  fee't. 

Ant.  Come  then  ;  for  with  a  wound  I  muft  be  cur'd^ 
raw  that  thy  honeft  fword,  which  thou  haft  worn 
[oft  ufeful  for  thy  country. 
Eros.  O,  fir,  pardon  me, 

B  b  ii] 
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jiNT.  Then  let  it  do  at  once 
The  thing  why  thou  haft  drawn  it. 

Eros.  My  dear  matter, 
My  captain,  and  my  emperor  I  let  me  fay, 
Before  I  ftrike  this  bloody  ftroke,  farewell. 

j!^nt.  Tis  faid,  man  ; — and  farewell. 

Eros.  Farewell,  great  chief.     Shall  I  flrike  no 

jiNT.  Now,  Eros. 

Eros.  Why,  there  then :  [Fails  orf  bis/word.']  T 
efcape  the  forrow 
Of  Antony's  death. 

jiNT.  Thrice  nobler  than  myfelf ! 
Thou  teacheft  me,  O  valian;  Eros,  what 
I  fhould,  and  thou  could'ft  not.     My  queen  and 
^Have,  by  their  brave  inftrudtion,  got  upon  me 
A  noblenefs  in  record  :  But  I  will  be 
A  bridegroom  in  my  death,  and  run  into't 
As  to  a  lover's  bed.     Come  then  ;  and,  Eros, 
Thy  mafter  dies  thy  fcholar  j  to  do  thus 

[Falling  on  k 
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have  begun. 

>.  The  ftar  is  fallen. 

).  And  time  is  at  his  period. 

las,  and  woe  ! 

et  him  that  loves  me,  ftrike  me  dead. 

3.  Not  I. 

).  Nor  I. 

3.  Nor  any  one.  [Exeunt  Guard. 

hy  death  and  fortunes  bid  thy  followers  fly. 

i  but  fhown  to  Caefar,  with  this  tidings, 

r  me  with  him. 

Fjiter  DiOMEDES. 
here's  Antony  ^ 
here,  Diomed,  there, 
ves  he  ? 

not  anfwer,  man  ?  [Exit  Dercetas. 

rt  thou  there,  Diomed  ?  Draw  thy  fword,  and 
[Irokes  for  death.  [give  me 

oft  abfolute  lord, 
:fs  Cleopatra  fent  me  to  thee, 
^hen  did  fhe  fend  thee  ? 
Dw,  my  lord. 

V^here  is  fhe  ?  [fear 

►ck'd  in  htt  monument.  She  had  a  prophefying 
lath  come  to  pafs :  for  when  fhe  faw 
ever  fhall  be  found,)  you  did  fufped 
ifpos'd  with  Caefar,  and  that  your  rage 
It  be  purg'd,  fhe  fent  you  word  fhe  was  dead ; 
jg  fince  how  it  might  work,  hath  fent 
•claim  the  truth  ;  and  I  am  come, 
)o  late. 

Too  late,  good  Diomed: — Call  my  guarcj,  I 
pr*ythc€f 

B  b  iiij   . 
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Dio.  What,  ho !    the  emperor's  guard !    The  guard, 
Come,  your  lord  calls.  [what,  ho! 

EHterfomeoftbe  Guard. 

Ant,  Bear  me,  good  friends,  where  Cleopatra  bides ; 
*Tis  the  laft  fervice  that  I  (hall  command  you. 

I  Guard.  Woe  are  we,  fir,  you  may  not  live  to  wear 
All  your  true  followers  outt 

All.  Mod  heavy  day  ! 

Ant.  Nay,  good  my  fellows,  do  not  pleafe  (harp  fate 
To  grace  it  with  your  forrows :  bid  that  welcome 
^Vllich  comes  to  punifh  us,  and  we  punifh  it 
Seeming  to  bear  it  lightly.     Take  me  up  : 
I  have  led  you  oft ;  carry  me  now,  good  friends. 
And  have  my  thanks  for  all.     [Exeunt^  bearif^g  Antost. 

SCENE  XIIL    rtbefame.    A  Monument. 

Enter  above,  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  and Ira9, 

Cleo.  O  Charmian,  I  will  never  go  from  hence. 

Char.  Be  comforted,  dear  madam, 

Cleo.  No,  I  will  not : 
All  flrange  and  terrible  events  are  welcome. 
But  comforts  we  defpife ;  our  fize  of  forrow^ 
Proportioned  to  our  caufe,  mufl  be  as  great 

Enter  Diomedes. 
^s  that  which  makes  it — How  now ?  is  he  dead? 

Dio.  His  death-s  upon  him,  but  not  dead. 
Look  out  o'  the  other  fide  your  monument. 
His  guard  have  brought  him  thither. 

Enter  An  tony^  borne  by  the  Guard. 

Cleo.  O  thou  fun, 

Burn  the  great  fphere  thou  mov'fl  in  ! darkling  ibffii 

The  varying  fhore  o'  the  world  ! — O  Antony ! 
Antony,  Antony  ! — Charmian,  help  j  help,  Iras ; 
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Help,  friends  below ;  let's  draw  him  hither. 

Ant.  Peace : 
Not  Caefar's  valour  hath  o'erthrown  Antony, 
But  Antony's  hath  triumphed  on  itfelf. 

Cleo.  So  it  fhould  be,  that  none  but  Antony 
Should  conquer  Antony  ;  but  woe  'tis  fo  ! 

^NT.  I  am  dying,  Egypt,  dying  ;  only 
I  here  importune  death  a  while,  until  j 
Of  many  thoufand  kifles  the  poor  laft 
I  lay  upon  thy  lips 

Cleo.  I  dare  not,  dear, 
(Dear  my  lord,  pardon,)  I  dare  not, 
Xeft  I  be  taken  :  not  the  imperious  ftiow 
Of  the  full-fortun'd  Caefar  ever  (hall 
Be  brooch'd  with  me  j  if  knife,  drugs,  ferpents,  have 
£dge,  iling,  or  operation,  I  am  fafe  : 
Your  wife  Odavia,  with  her  modell  eyes, 
.^\nd  ilill  conclufion,  fhall  acquire  no  honour 
IDemuring  upon  me.— But  come,  come,  Antony,— 
Help  me,  my  women, — ^we  muft  draw  thee  up ;— ? 
Affift,  good  friends. 

jdNT.  O,  quick,  or  I  am  gone. 

CiEO.  Here's  fport,  indeed !— How  heavy  weighs  my 
lord ! 
Our  flrength  is  all  gone  into  heavinefs, 
xTiat  makes  the  weight ;  Had  I  great  Juno's  power, 
"X*hc  ftrong-wing'd  Mercury  Ihould  fetch  thee  up. 
And  fct  thee  by  Jove's  fide.    Yet  come  a  little, — 
M^ilhers  were  ever  fools  ;— rO,  come,  come,  come ; 

[T'bey  draw  Antony  up^ 
And  welcome,  welcome  !  die,  where  thou  haft  liv'd : 
^^icken  with  kiifing  ;  had  my  lips  that  power^ 
*lius  would  I  wear  them  out. 
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All.  a  heavy  fight ! 

Ant.  I  am  dying,  Egypt,  dying  : 
Give  me  fome  wine,  and  let  me  fpeak  a  little. 

Cleo.  No,  let  me  fpeak ;  and  let  me  rail  fo  high. 
That  the"  falfe  houfewife  Fortune  break  her  wheel, 
Provok'd  by  my  offence. 

Ant.  One  word,  fweet  queen  : 
Of  Caefar  feek  your  honour,  with  your  fafety. 0 ! 

Cleo.  They  do  not  go  together. 

Ant,  Gentle,  hear  me  : 
None  about  Caefar  trufl,  but  Proculeius. 

Cleo.  My  refolution,  and  my  hands,  PU  tnift; 
None  about  Ca&far. 

Ant.  The  miferable  change  now  at  my  end, 
Lament  nor  forrow  at :  but  pleafe  your  thoughts. 
In  feeding  them  with  thofe  my  former  fortunes 
Wherein  I  liv'd,  the  greateft  prince  o'  the  world, 
The  nobleft  :  and  do  now  not  bafely  die. 
Nor  cowardly  ;  put  off  my  helmet  to 
My  countryman,  a  Roman,  by  a  Roman 
Valiantly  vanquifh'd.     Now,  my  fpirit  is  going  j 
I  can  no  more,  \ii 

Cleo.  Nobleft  of  men,  woo't  die  .> 
Haft  thou  no  care  of  me  ?  fliall  I  abide   # 
In  this  dull  world,  which  in  thy  abfence  is 
No  better  than  a  ftye  ? — O,  fee,  my  women. 

The  crown  o'  the  earth  doth  melt  : — My  lord  ! 

O,  withered  is  the  garland  of  the  war. 

The  foldier's  pole  is  fallen ;  young  boys,  and  girls, 

Are  level  now  with  men  :  the  odds  is  gone, 

And  there  is  nothing  left  remarkable 

Beneath  the  vifiting  moon.  [Sbejdfi^ 

Char.  O,  quietnefs,  lady  ! 
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Iras.  She  is  dead  too,  our  fovereiga. 

Char.  Lady, — 

Iras.  Madam, 

Char.  O  madam,  madam,  madam  ! 

Iras.  Royal  Egypt ! 
Emprefs ! 

Char.  Peace,  peace,  Iras. 

Cleo.  No  more,  but  e'en  a  woman ;  and  commanded 
3y  fuch  poor  paflion  as  the  maid  that  milks, 

\nd  does  the  meaneft  chares ^It  were  for  me 

To  throw  my  fcepter  at  the  injurious  gods ; 

To  tell  them,  that  this  world  did  equal  theirs. 

Till  they  had  ftolen  our  jewel.    All's  but  naught ; 

^atience  is  fottifti ;  and  impatience  does 

iecome  a  dog  that's  mad :  Th^n  is  it  fin, 

?o  nifh  into  the  fecret  houfe  of  death, 

Lre  death  dare  come  to  us  ? — How  do  you,  women  ? 

Vhat,  what  ?  good  cheer !  Why,  how  now,  Charmian  ? 

4y  noble  girls ! — Ah,  women,  women  !  look, 

)ur  lamp  is  fpent,  it's  out : — ^Good  firs,  take  heart : — 

[to  the  guard  below. 
Ve'll  bury  him  :  and  then,  what's  brave,  what's  noble, 
-et's  do  it  after  the  high  Roman  faftiion, 
Ind  make  death  proud  to  take  us.    Come,  away  : 
This  cafe  of  that  huge  fpirit  now  is  cold. 
Ui,  women,  women  I  come  ;  we  have  no  friend 
tut  refolution,  and  the  briefefl  end. 

[Exeunt;  thofe  above  bearing  off  Antonyms  body. 

Acr  V. 

SC^NE  L    Cje  sar^s  Camp  before  Alexandria. 

JEff/^r  Cjssar,  Acrippa,  Dolabella^  M^cjsnas^ 

Callus,  ProculeiuSj  and  Qfbrrs. 
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C^s.  Go  to  him,  Dolabella,  bid  him  yield ; 
Being  fo  fruflrate,  tell  him,  he  mocks  us  by 
The  paufes  that  he  makes. 

DoL.  Caefar,  I  (hall.  [Exit  Dolabella. 

Enter  Dercetas,  with  the /word  of  Antony. 

Cjes.  Wherefore  is  that  ?  and  what  art  thou,  that  dar'ft 
Appear  thus  to  us  ? 

Der.  I  am  caird  Dercetas ; 
Mark  Antony  I  fervM,  who  beft  was  worthy 
Bed  to  be  fervid  :  whilft  he  flood  up,  and  fpokc. 
He  was  my  mafter ;  and  I  wore  my  Ufe, 
To  fpend  upon  his  haters  :  If  thou  pleafe 
To  take  me  to  thee,  as  I  was  to  him 
%         I'll  be  to  Casfar  ;  if  thou  pleafeft  not, 
I  yield  tliee  up  my  life, 

C^s.  What  is't  thou  fay'ft  ? 

Der.  I  fay,  O  Csefar,  Antony  is  dead. 

Cjes.  The  breaking  of  fo  great  a  thing  (hould  make 
A  greater  crack  :  The  round  world  fhould  have  fhook  ' 
Lions  into  civil  ftreets. 

And  citizens  to  their  dens : — The  death  of  Antony 
Is  not  a  fingle  doom  ;  in  the  name  lay 
A  moiety  of  the  world. 

Der.  He  is  dead,  Csefar ; 
Not  by  a  publick  minifter  of  juftice,  -L 

Nor  by  a  hired  knife  ;  but  that  felf  hand. 
Which  writ  his  honour  in  the^adls  it  did. 
Hath,  with  the  courage  which  the  heqirt  did  lend  it, 

Spiitted  the  heart This  is  his  fword, 

I  robb'd  his  wound  of  it ;  behold  it  ftain'd 
With  his  moft  noble  blood. 

Cms,  Look  you  fad,  friends  ? 
The  gods  rebulsie  me,  but  it  is  a  tidings 
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vafh  the  eyes  of  kings. 
GR.  And  (Irange  it  is,  \ 

t  nature  muft  compel  us  to  lament 
mod  perfifted  deeds. 

^EC.  His  taints  and  honours  ' 

jed  equal  with  him. 
GR.  A  rarer  fpirit  never 
fleer  humanity  :  but  ydu,  gods,  will  give  us 
e  faults  to  make  us  men.    Caefar  is  touch'd. 
Iec.  When  fuch  a  fpacious  mirror's  fet  before  him, 
leeds  muft  fee  himfelf. 
£s.  O  Antony  ! 

ve  followed  thee  to  this ; — But  we  do  lance 
afes  in  our  bodies :  I  muft  perforce 
e  fhown  to  thee  fuch  a  declining  day, 
ook  on  thine  ;  we  could  not  ftall  together 
le  whole  world  :  But  yet  let  me  lament, 
h  tears  as  fovereign  as  the  blood  of  hearts, 
t  thou,  my  brother,  my  competitor 
jp  of  all  defign,  my  mate  in  empire, 
nd  and  companion  in  the  front  of  war, 
arm  of  mine  own  body,  and  the  heart 
^re  mine  his  thoughts  did  kindle,— that  our  ftars^ 
econciliable,  fhould  divide 
equalnefs  to  this — Hear  me,  good  friends, — 

I  will  tell  you  at  fome  meeter  feafon ; 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
bufinefs  of  this  man  looks  out  of  him, 

II  hear  him  what  he  fays. — .Whence  are  you  ? 

^ES.  A  poor  Egyptttn  yet.    The  queen  my  miftrefs, 

in'd  in  all  (he  has,  her  monument, 

^y  intents  defires  inftrudion ; 

:  fhe  preparedly  may  frame  herfelf 
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To  the  way  flie's  forc'd  to. 

.  Cjes.  Bid  her  have  good  heart ; 
She  foon  fhall  know  of  us,  by  fome  of  ours. 
How  honourable  and  how  kindly  we 
Determine  for  her :  for  Caefar  cannot  live 
To  be  ungentle. 

Mes.  So  the  gods  preferve  thee  !  [Ex 

C^s.  Come  hither,  Proculeius  ;  Go,  and  fay. 
We  purpofe  her  no  fliame  :  give  her  what  comforts 
The  quality  of  her  paflion  (hall  require  ; 
Left,  in  her  greatnefs,  by  fome  mortal  ftroke 
She  do  defeat  us  :  for  her  life  in  Rome 
Would  be  eternal  in  our  triumph  :  Go, 
And,  with  your  fpeedieft,  bring  us  what  flic  fays, 
And  how  you  find  of  her. 

Pro.  Caefar,  I  (hall.  [Emt  PROCULim 

CjEs.  Gallus,  go  you  along.— Where's  Dolabella, 
To  fecond  Proculeius  ?  [Exit  GAim 

Agr.  Mec.  Dolabella ! 

CjEs.  Let  him  alone,  for  I  remember  now 
How  he's  employ'd  ;  he  fliall  in  time  be  ready. 
Go  with  me  to  my  tent ;  where  you  fliall  fee 
Hqw  hardly  I  was  drawn  into  this  war  ; 
How  calm  and  gentle  I  proceeded  ftill 
In  all  my  writings :  Go  with  me,  and  fee 
What  I  can  ftiow  in  this.  [Exm 

SCENE  11.    Alexandria.    A  Room  in  the  Monument. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  and  Iras. 
Cleo.  My  defolation  does  begin  to  make 
A  better  life  :  'Tis  paltry  to  be  Caefar ; 
Not  being  fortune,  he's  but  fortune's  knave, 
A  minifter  of  her  will ;  And  it  is  great 
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do  that  thing  that  ends  all  other  deeds ; 

ich  {hackles  accidents,  and  bolts  up  change ; 

ich  fleeps,  and  never  palates  more  the  dung, 

:  beggar's  nurfe  and  Caefar's. 

Enter  y  to  the  gates  of  the  Monument ,  Proculejus^ 

Gallus,  and  Soldiers. 
^RO.  Caefar  fends  greeting  to  the  queen  of  Egypt ; 
i  bids  thee  ftudy  on  what  fair  demands 
)u  mean'ft  to  have  him  grant  thee. 
"leo.  [Within.^  What's  thy  name  ? 
^RO.  My  name  is  Proculeius. 
Ileo.  \Witbin.^  Antony 
i  tell  me  of  you,  bade  me  truft  you  ;  but 
)  not  greatly  care  to  be  deceiv'd, 
It  have  no  ufe  for  trufting.    If  your  mafter 
uld  have  a  queen  his  beggar,  you  muft  tell  him, 
It  majefly,  to  keep  decorum,  muft 
lefs  beg  than  a  kingdom  :  if  he  pleafe 
give  me  conquer'd  Egypt  for  my  fon, 
gives  me  fo  much  of  mine  own,  as  I 
11  kneel  to  him  with  thanks, 
^RO.  Be  of  good  cheer  j 

1  are  fallen  into  a  princely  hand,  fear  nothing  : 
ke  your  full  reference  freely  to  my  lord, 

10  is  fo  full  of  grace,  that  it  flows  over 
all  that  need :  Let  me  report  to  him 
ir  fweet  dependancy ;  and  you  fliall  find 
ronqueror,  that  will  pray  in  aid  for  kindnefs, 
lere  he  for  grace  is  kneel'd  to. 
Uleo.  [Witbin.l^  Pray  you,  tell  him 
n  his  fortune's  vaflal,  and  I  fend  him 

2  greatnefs  he  has  got.    I  hourly  learn 
lo<5trine  of  obedience ;  and  would  gladly 

I 
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Look  him  i'  the  face. 

Pko.  This  ril  report,  dear  lady. 
Have  comfort ;  for,  I  know,  your  plight  is  pity'd 
Of  him  that  caus'd  it. 

Gal.  You  fee  how  eafily  flie  may  be  furpriz'd ; 
Here  Proculeius,  and  two  of  the  guard,  afcendthe 
nument  by  a  ladder  placed  againjl  a  window,  and  I 
ing  defcended,  come  behind  Cleopatra.    Some  oj 
guard  nnbar  and  open  the  gates. 
Guard  her  till  Caefar  come. 

\to  Proculeius  and  the  guard.     Exit  Gall 
Iras.  Royal  queen ! 

Char.  O  Cleopatra !  thou  art  taken,  queen  ! — 
Cleo.  Quick,  quick,  good  hands,      [driving  a  dagg 
Pro.  Hold,  worthy  lady,  hold  :  [feizes  and  difarmsb 
Do  not  yourfelf  fuch  wrong,  who  are  in  this 
Relieved,  but  not  betray'd. 

Cleo.  What,  of  death  too. 
That  rids  our  dogs  of  languifh  ? 

Pro.  Cleopatra, 
Do  not  abufe  my  mafter's  bounty,  by 
The  undoing  of  yourfelf :  let  the  world  fee! 
His  noblenefs  well  aded,  which  your  death 
Will  never  let  come  forth. 

Cleo.  Where  art  thou^  death  ? 
Come  hither,  come !  come,  come,  and  take  a  queen 
Worth  many  babes  and  beggars ! 
Pro.  O,  temperance,  lady  !  . 
Cleo.  Sir,  I  will  eat  no  meat,  Til  not  drink,  fir ; 
If  idle  talk  will  once  be  neceflary, 
1 11  not  fleep  neither  :  This  mortal  houfe  TU  ruin, 
Do  Cxfar  what  he  can.     Know,  fir,  that  I 
Will  not  wait  pinion'd  at  your  mafler*s  court ; 
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nee  be  chaftis'd  with  the  fober  eye 
II  Odavia,     Shall  they  hoift  me  up, 
how  me  to  the  ftiouting  varletry 
ifuring  Rome  ?  Rather  a  ditch  in  Egypt 
ntle  grave  to  me  !  rather  on  Nil  us'  mud 
ae  (lark  naked,  and  let  the  water-flies 
me  into  abhorring !  rather  make 
)untry's  high  pyramides  my  gibbet, 
lang  me  up  in  chains  ! 
1.  You  do  extend 

thoughts  of  horror  further  than  you  (hall 
caufe  in  Caefar, 

Enter  Dolabella. 
L.  Proculeius, 

thou  haft  done  thy  mafter  Caefar  knows,, 
le  hath  fent  for  thee  :  as  for  the  queen, 
ce  her  to  my  guard. 
0.  So,  Dolabella, 

11  content  me  beft  :  be  gentle  to  her. — 
^far  I  will  fpeak  what  you  fhall  pleafe,  [to  Cleopatra. 
I'll  employ  me  to  him. 

so.  Say,  I  would  die.  [Exeunt  Proculeius  ,  and  Soldiers. 
L.  Moft  noble  emprefs,  you  have  heard  of  me  ? 
so.  I  cannot  tell. 
L.  Afluredly,  you  know  me. 
BO.  No  matter,  fir,  what  I  have  heard,  or  known, 
iaugh,  when  boys,  or  women,  tell  their  dreams ; 
ot  your  trick  ? 

»£•  I  underftand  not,  madam. 
EO.  I  dream'd,  there  was  an  emperor  Antony  j— 
ch  another  fleep,  that  I  might  fee 
jch  another  man ! 
)L.  If  it  might  pleafe  you,— 
)L.  V.  C  c 
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Clbo.  His  face  was  as  the  heavens ;  and  therein  ftuck 
A  fun,  and  moon  ;  which  kept  their  courfe,  and  lighted 
The  little  O,  the  earth. . 

DoL.  Moft  fovereign  creature, — 

Cleo.  His  legs  beftrid  the  ocean :  his  reared  arm 
Crefled  the  wof Id :  his  voice  was  propertied 
As  all  the  tuned  fpheres,  and  that  to  friends  ; 
But  when  he  meant  to  quail  and  fhake  the  orb» 
He  was  as  rattling  thunder.     For  his  bounty. 
There  was  no  winter  in't ;  an  autumn  *twas. 
That  grew  the  more  by  reaping  :  His  delights 
Were  dolphin-like  ;  they  (how'd  his  back  above 
The  element  they  liv'd  in  :  In  his  livery 
Walk'd  crowns,  and  crownets ;  realms  aiid  iflands  were 
As  plates  droppM  from  his  pocket. 

DoL.  Cleopatra, — 

Cleo.  Think  you,  there  was,  or  might  be,  fuch  ainan 
As  this  I  dream'd  of  ? 

DoL.  Gentle  madam,  no. 
*   Cleo.  You  lie,  up  to  the  hearing  of  the  gods. 
But,  if  there  be,  or  ever  were  one  fuch. 
It's  pail  the  (ize  of  dreaming  :  Nature  wants  ftuff 
To  vie  ftrange  forms  with  fancy ;  yet,  to  imagine 
An  Antony,  were  nature's  piece  'gainft  fancy, 
Condemning  fhadows  quite. 

DoL.  Hear  me,  good  madam  : 
Your  lofs  is  as  yourfelf,  great ;  and  you  bear  it 
As  anfwering  to  the  weight :  ^Would  I  might  never 
Overtake  purfu'd  fuccefs,  but  I  do  feel. 
By  the  rebound  of  yours,  a  grief  that  flioots 
My  very  heart  at  root. 

Cleo.  I  thank  you,  fir. 
Know  you,  what  Caefar  means  to  do  with  mc  ? 
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DoL.  I  am  loath  to  tell  you  what  I  would  you  knew. 

Cleo.  Nay,  pray  you,  fir, — ' 

DoL.  TTiough  he  be  honourable, — 

Cleo.  He'll  lead  me  then  in  triumph  ? 

DoL.  Madam,  he  will ; 
[  know  it. 

Within.  Make  way  there, — Csefan 

Enter  Cjesar^  Callus,  Proculsius,  Mecjbnas^ 
Seleucus,  and  Attendants. 

Cjes.  Which  is  the  queen 
Of  Egypt? 

DoL.  'Tis  the  emperor,  madam.       [Cleopatra  kneels. 

C^s.  Arife, 

You  (hall  not  kneel  : 

I  pray  you,  rife  ;  rife,  Egypt. 

Cleo.  Sir,  the  gods 
Will  have  it  thus ;  my  m  after  and  my  lord 
I  muft  obey. 

Cjes.  Take  to  you  no  hard  thoughts  : 
ITie  record  of  what  injuries  you  did  us. 
Though  written  in  our  fleih,  we  fhall  remember 
As  things  but  done  by  chance. 

Cleo.  Sole  fir  o'  the  world, 
I  cannot  projed  mine  own  caufe  fo  well 
To  make  it  clear ;  but  do  confefs,  I  have 
Been  laden  with  like  frailties,  which  before 
Eiave  often  (ham'd  our  fex. 

C^s.  Cleopatra,  know, 
We  will  extenuate  rather  than  enforce  : 
If  you  apply  yourfelf  to  our  intents, 
(Which  towards  you  are  moft  gentle,)  you  fliall  find 
A  benefit  in  this  change  ;  but  if  you  feek 
To  lay  on  me  a  cruelty,  by  taking 

Ccij 
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Antony's  courfe,  you  fhall  bereave  yourfclf 

Of  my  good  purpofes,  and  put  your  children 

To  that  deflrudion  which  Til  guard  them  from. 

If  thereon  you  fely.     Fll  take  my  leave.  [we 

Cleo.  And  may,  through  all  the  world  :  'tis  yours  ;  and 
Your  Tcutcheons,  and  your  figns  of  conqueft,  fhall 
Hang  in  what  place  you  pleafe.     Here,  my  good  lord. 

C^s.  You  fhall  advife  me  in  all  for  Cleopatra. 

Cleo.  This  is  the  brief  of  money,  plate,  and  jewels, 
I  am  pofTefs'd  of:  'tis  exadly  valued; 
Not  petty  things  admitted. Where's  Seleucus  ? 

Sel.  Here,  midam. 

Cleo.  This  is  my  treafurer  ;  let  him  fpeak,  my  lord, 
Upon  his  peril,  that  I  have  referv'd 
To  myfelf  nothing.     Speak  the  truth,  Seleucus. 

Sel.  Madam, 
I  had  rather  feel  my  lips,  than,  to  my  peril, 
Speak  that  which  is  not. 

Cleo.  What  have  I  kept  back  ? 

Sel.  Enough  to  purchafe  what  you  have  made  known. 

CjEs.  Nay,  blufli  not,  Cleopatra  ;  I  approve 
Your  wifdom  in  the  deed. 

Cleo.  See,  Caefar !  O,  behold, 
How  pomp  is  foUow'd  !  mine  will  now  be  yours ; 
And,  fhould  we  fhift  eflates,  yours  would  be  mine. 
The  ingratitude  of  this  Seleucus  does 
Even  make  me  wild  : — O  flave,  of  no  more  trufl     [fhak 
Than  love  that's  hir'd  ! — What,  goefl  thou  back  ?   thou 
Go  back,  I  warrant  thee ;  but  I'll  catch  thine  eyes. 
Though  they  had  wings  :  Slave,  fouUefs  villain,  dog ! 
O  rarely  bafe  ! 

Cjes.  Good  queen,  let  us  entreat  you. 

Cleo.  O  Cxfar,  what  a  wounding  fhame  is  this ; 
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That  thou,  vouchfafing  here  to  vifit  me, 

Doing  the  honour  of  thy  lordlinefs 

To  one  fo  meek,  that  mine  own  fervant  (hould 

Parcel  the  fum  of  my  difgraces  by 

Addition  of  his  envy  !  Say,  good  Caefar, 

That  I  fome  lady  trifles  have  referv'd, 

Immoment  toys,  things  of  fuch  dignity 

As  we  greet  modern  friends  withal ;  and  fay, 

Some  nobler  token  I  have  kept  apart 

For  Li  via,  and  Odtavia,  to  induce 

Their  mediation ;  muft  I  be  unfolded 

With  one  that  I  have  bred  ?  The  gods  !  It  fmites  me 

Beneath  the  fall  I  have.    Pr'ythee,  go  hence  ;   [To  Ssleuc. 

Or  I  fliall  fliow  the  cinders  of  my  fpirits 

Through  the  afhes  of  my  chance  : — Wert  thou  a  man. 

Thou  would'ft  have  mercy  on  me. 

C^s.  Forbear,  Seleucus.  [Exit  Seleucus. 

Cleo.  Be  it  known,  that  we,  the  greatefl,  are  mis- 
For  things  that  others  do  ;  and,  when  we  fall,    [thought 
We  anfwer  others'  merits  in  our  name. 
Are  therefore  to  be  pitied. 

Cjes.  Cleopatra, 
Not  what  you  have  refervM,  nor  what  acknowledged, 
Put  we  i*  the  roll  of  conqueft  :  ftill  be  it  yours, 
Beftow  it  at  your  pleafure ;  and  believe, 
Cspfar's  no  merchant,  to  make  prize  with  you 
Of  things  that  merchants  fold.     Therefore  be  cheered  j 
Make  not  your  thoughts  your  prifons  :  no,  dear  queen  j 
For  we  intend  fo  to  difpofe  you,  as 
Yourfelf  fljall  give  us  counfel.     Feed,  and  fleep  : 
Our  care  and  pity  is  fo  much  upon  you. 
That  we  remain  your  friend  ;  And  fo  adieu. 

Cleo.  My  maiicr,  and  my  lord ! 
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C^s.  Not  fo :  Adieu.         [Exeunt  Casak  and  his  train. 

Cleo.  He  words  me,  girls,  he  words  me,  that  I  fhould 
Be  noble  to  myfelf :  but  hark  thee,  Charmian.  [not 

[Wbijpers  Cbakmian. 

Iras.  Finifh,  good  lady  ;  the  bright  day  is  dooe. 
And  we  are  for  the  dark. 

Cleo.  Hie  thee  again  : 
I  have  fpoke  already,  and  it  is  provided ; 
jGo,  put  it  to  the  hafte. 

Char.  Madam,  I  will. 

Re-enter  Dolabella, 

DoL.  Where  is  the  queen  ? 

Char.  Behold,  fir.  [Exit  Charmuw. 

Cleo.  Dolabella  ? 
"  DoL.  Madam,  as  thereto  fwom  by  your  command^ 
Which  my  love  makes  religion  to  obey, 
I  tell  you  this  :   Caefar  through  Syria 
Intends' his  journey  ;  and,  within  three  days. 
You  with  your  children  will  he  fend  before  : 
Make  your  bell  ufe  of  this  :  I  have  performed 
Your  pleafure,  and  my  promife. 

Cleo.  Dolabella, 
I  fhall  remain  your  debtor. 

DoL.  I  your  fejrvant. 
Adieu,  good  queen  ;  I  mufl  attend  on  Caefar. 

Cleo.  Farewell,  and  thanks.  [Exit  Dola.'\  Now,  Iras, 
what  think'ft  thou  ? 
Thou,  an  Egyptian  puppet,  (halt  be  ihown 
In  Rome,  as  well  as  I :  mechanick  flave« 
With  greafy  aprons,  rules,  and  hammers,  (hall 
Uplift  us  to  the  view ;  in  their  thick  breaths. 
Rank  of  grofs  diet,  fhall  we  be  enclouded, 
And  forc'd  to  drink  their  vapour^ 
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Iras.  The  gods  forbid  ! 

Cleo.  Nay,  'tis  moft  certain,  Iras  :  Saucy  lidors 
N'lM  catch* at  us,  like  ftrumpets ;  and  fcald  rhymers 
kllad  us  out  o'  tune  :  the  quick  comedians 
^temporally  will  ftage  us,  and  prefent 
)ur  Alexandrian  tevels  ;  Antony 
Jhall  be  brought  drunken  forth,  and  I  fhall  fee 
lome  fqueaking  Cleopatra  boy  my  greatnefs 
'  the  pofture  of  a  whore. 

Iras.  O  the  good  gods  ! 

Cleo.  Nay,  that  is  certain. 

Iras.  FU  never  fee  it ;  for,  I  am  fure,  my  nails 
\jtt  ftronger  than  mine  eyes.   \ 

Cleo.  Why,  that's  the  way 
To  fool  their  preparation,  and  to  conquer 
rheir  moft  abfurd  intents. — Now,  Charmian  ?— 

Enter  Charmian. 
5how  me,  my  women,  like  a  queen  ; — Go  fetch 
My  beft  attires ; — I  am  again  for  Cydnus, 
To  meet  Mark  Antony  : — Sirrah,  Iras,  go- 
Mow,  noble  Charmian,  we'll  defpatch  indeed : 
And,  when  thou  haft  done  this  chare,  I'll  give  thee  leave 
To  play  till  dooms-day. — Bring  our  crown  and  all. 
llJ^hercfore's  this  noife  ?  [^Exit  Iras.    A  noifc  within. 

Enter  one  of  the  Guard. 

Guard.  Here  is  a  rural  fellow, 
rhat  will  not  be  deny'd  your  highnefs'  prefence ; 
ile  brings  you  figs. 

Cleo.  Let  him  come  in.    How  poor  an  inftrument 

{Exit  Guard. 
Mby  do  a  noble  deed  !  he  brings  me  liberty. 
^y  refolution's  plac'd,  and  I  have  nothing 
X  woman  in  me  :  Now  from  head  to  foot 
*  ^\,  C  c  nij 
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I  am  marble-conftant :  now  the  fleeting  moon 
No  planet  is  of  mine. 

Re-enter  Guard,  with  a  Clown  bringif^  a  bqfket. 
Guard.  This  is  the  man. 

Cleo.  Avoid,  and  leave  him.  lExit  GuJU 

Haft  thou  the  pretty  worm  of  Nilus  tHere, 
That  kills  and  pains  not  ? 

Clown.  Truly  I  have  him :  but  I  would  not  be  th 
party  that  fliould  defire  you  to  touch  him,  for  his  biUD 
is  immortal ;  thofe,  that  do  die  of  it,  do  feldom  or  nev< 
recover. 

Cleo.  Remember'ft  thou  any  that  have  died  on't  ? 
Clown.  Very  many,  men  and  women  too.    I  hcai 
of  one  of  them  no  longer  than  yefterday :  a  very  hone 
woman,  but  fomething  given  to  lie ;  as  a  woman  ihou 
not  do,  but  in  the  way  of  honefty  :  how  flie  died  of  d 
biting  of  it,  what  pain  flie  felt, — ^Truly,  fhe  makes 
very  good  report  o'  the  worm :  But  he  that  will  bcto 
all  that  they  fay,  Ihall  never  be  faved  by  half  that  dw 
do :  But  this  is  moft  falUble,  the  worm's  an  odd  warn 
Cleo.  Get  thee  hence ;  farewell. 
Clown.  I  wifh  you  all  joy  of  the  worm. 
Cleo.  Farewell,  [Clown  fets  down  the  A^< 

Clown.  You  muft  think  this,  look  you,  that  the  ww 
will  do  his  kind. 

Cleo.  Ay,  ay ;  farewell. 

Clowx.  Look  you,  the  worm  is  not  to  be  truftcd,  b 
in  the  keeping  of  wife  people  ;  for,  indeed,  there  isi 
gxHxinels  in  the  worm. 

CiEO.  Take  thou  no  care  ;  it  fhall  be  heeded. 
Clowx^  Very  good  ;  give  it  nothing,  I  pray  you,  i 
ix  h  not  wonh  the  feeding. 
Cut\  Will  it  eat  me  ? 
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Clown.  You  muft  not  think  I  am  fo  fimple,  but  I 
know  the  devil  himfelf  will  not  eat  a  woman  :  I  know, 
that  a  woman  is  a  difli  for  the  gods,  if  the  devil  drefs 
her  not.  But,  truly,  thefe  fame  whorefon  devils  do  the 
gods  great  harm  in  their  women  ;  for  in  every  ten  that 
they  make,  the  devils  mar  five. 

Cleo.  Well,  get  thee  gone  ;  farewell. 

Clown.  Yes,  forfooth;  I  wifli  you  joy  of  the  worm.  [Exit. 
Re-enter  Iras^  with  a  robe^  crown ^  &c. 

Cleo.  Give  me  my  robe,  put  on  my  crown ;  I  have 
Immortal  longings  in  me  :  Now  no  more 

The  juice  of  Egypt's  grape  Ihall  moift  this  lip ; 

Yare,  yare,  good  Iras  ;  quick — Methinks,  I  hear 
Antony  call ;  I  fee  him  roufe  himfelf 
To  praife  my  noble  ad  ;  I  hear  him  mock 
Hie  luck  of  Caefar,  which  the  gods  give  men 
To  excufe  their  after  wrath :  Hufband,  I  come  i 
Now  to  that  name  my  courage  prove  my  title ! 
I  am  fire,  and  air  ;  my  other  elements 
I  give  to  bafer  life. — So, — ^have  you  done  ? 
Come  then,  and  take  the  laft  warmth  of  my  lips. 
Farewell,  kin^  Charmian ; — Iras,  long  farewelL 

[  KiJ/es  them.    Iras  falls  an4  dies. 
Have  I  the  afpick  in  my  lips  ?  Doft  fall  ? 
If  thou  and  nature  can  fo  gently  part. 
The  ftroke  of  death  is  as  a  lover's  pinch. 
Which  hurts,  and  is  defir'd.    Doft  thou  lie  ftill  ? 
If  thus  thou  vanifheft,  thou  tell'ft  the  world 
It  is  not  worth  leave-taking. 

Char.  DiflTolve,  thick  cloud,  and  rainj  that  I  may  fay. 
The  gods  themfelves  do  weep  ! 

Cleo.  This  proves  me  bafe  : 
If  Ihe  firft  meet  the  curled  Antony, 
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Hell  make  demand  of  her ;  and  fpend  that  ki(s. 
Which  is  my  heaven  to  have. — Come,  mortal  wretch, 

[7i  the  q/p^  which  Jbe  applies  to  her  hrea^. 
With  thy  (harp  teeth  this  knot  intrinficate 
Of  life  at  once  untie  :  poor  venomous  fool. 
Be  angry,  and  defpatch.     O,  could'ft  ihou  fpeak ! 
That  I  might  hear  thee  call  great  Csefar,  als 
Unpolicied ! 

Chak.  O  eaftem  ftar  ! 

Cleo,  Peace,  peace  I 
Doft  thou  not  fee  my  baby  at  my  breafl. 
That  fucks  the  nurfe  afleep  ? 

Chak.  Q,  break  !  O,  break  ! 

Cleo.  As  fweet  as  balm,  as  foft  as  air,  as  gentle,«— 
O  Antony  ! — ^Nay,  I  will  take  thee  too  :_ 

{Applying  another  ajp  to  her  amu  ? 
What,  fhould  I  flay— —  [FaUs  on  a  bed,  and  dies. 

Char.  In  this  wild  world  ? — So,  fare  thee  well*— 
Now  boaft  thee,  death  !  in  thy  poilefGon  lies 
A  lafs  unparallePd. — Downy  windows,  clofe  ; 
And  golden  Phoebus  never  be  beheld 
Of  eyes  again  fo  royal!  Your  crown's  awry  j 
rU  mend  it,  and  then  play. 

Enter  the  Guard,  ru/bing  in. 

I  Guard.  Where  is  the  queen  ? 

Char.  Speak  foftly,  wake  her  not. 

I  Guard.  Csefar  hath  fent — 

Char.  Too  flow  a  meflenger.  {Applies  tbetj^ 

O,  come ;  apace,  defpatch :  I  partly  feel  thee.       [guiTl 

1  Guard.  Approach,  ho !    All's  not  well :  Caefar'sbe-; 

2  Guard.  There's  DolabcUa  fent  from  Caefar ;— caB 

him.  [done? 

I  Guard.  What  work  is  here  ? — Charmian,  is  thisvdl 
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Char.  It  is  well  done,  and  fitting  iot  a  princefs 

tefcended  of  fo  many  royal  kings. 

h,  foldier!  [Dies. 

Enter  Dolabelia. 
DoL.  How  goes  it  here  ? 
2  Guard.  All  dead. 
DoL.  Caefar,  thy  thoughts 
3uch  their  effedb  in  this :  Thyfelf  art  coining 
5  fee  performed  .the  dreaded  ad,  which  thou 
>  fought'ft  to  hinder* 
Within.  A  way  there,  way  for  Caefar  ! 

Enter  Cjesar,  and  Attendants. 
DoL.  O,  fir,  you  are  too  fure  an  augurer ; 
hat  you  did  fear,  is  done. 
Cass.  Brav'ft  at  the  laft  : 
ic  leveird  at  our  purpofes,  and,  being  royaJ, 
00k  her  own  way. — ^The  manner  of  their  deaths  ? 
do  not  fee  them  bleed.  ^ 

DoL.  Who  was  laft  with  them  ^ 
I  Guard.  A  fimple  countryman,  that  brought  her  figs; 
his  was  his  bafket. 
C^s.  Poifon'd  then. 
I  Guard.  O  Caefar, 

his  Charmian  liv'd  but  now  ;  (he  flood,  and  fpake : 
found  her  trimming  up  the  diadem 
a  her  dead  miftrefs ;  tremblingly  fhe  floods 
ad  on  the  fudden  dropp'd. 
Cass.  O  noble  weaknefs  ! — 
they  had  fwallow'd  poifon,  'twould  appear 
^  external  fwelling :  but  fhe  looks  like  fleep, 
( flie  would  catch  another  Antony 
her  flrong  toil  of  grace. 
J)qi,  Here,  on  her  breaft, 
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There  is  a  vent  of  blood,  and  fomething  blown : 
The  like  is  on  her  arm. 

I  Guard.  This  is  an  afpick's  trail :  and  thefe  fig-lcs 
Have  flime  upon  them,  fuch  as  the  afpick  leaves 
Upon  the  caves  of  Nile. 

Cjbs.  Moft  probable. 
That  fo  fhe  died ;  for  her  phyfician  tells  me, 
She  hath  purfu'd  conclufions  infinite 
Of  eafy  ways  to  die. — ^Take  up  her  bed ; 
And  bear  her  women  from  the  monument : 
She  (hall  be  buried  by  her  Antony  : 
No  grave  upon  the  earth  (hall  clip  in  it 
A  pair  fo  famous.     High  events  as  thefe 
Strike  thofe  that  make  them  :  and  their  ftory  is 
No  lefs  in  pity,  than  his  glory,  which 
Brought  them  to  be  lamentefd.     Our  army  fhall, 
In  folemn  fhow,  attend  this  funeral ; 
And  then  to  Rome. — Come,  Dolabella,  fee 
High  order  in  this  great  folemnity.  [lte» 
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Perfons  reprefented. 

Cjonbeline,  King  ^Britain. 
Cloten,y&/i  to  the  Queen,  by  a  former  hujband. 
Leonatus  Pofthumus,  a  gentleman^  hujband  to  Imogen. 
Belarius,  a  banijhed  lord^  dijguifed  under  the  name  of  Wy[^ 
Guiderius,  "^    difguifed  under  the  names  of  Polydore(fli/ 
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Arviragus,  5  Cai&'^2X,fuppofedfons  to  Belarius, 

Vhihixio^  friend  to  Pofthumus,  1 

I^chimOf  friend  to  Philario,     j 

j4  French  Gentleman,  friend  to  Philario. 

Caius  Lucius,  General  of  the  Komaxiforces. 

A  Roman  Captain.     T'wo  Britifh  Captains. 

TifamOy  fervant  to  Pofthumus. 

Cornelius,  a  Fbyfician. 

Two  Gentlemen. 

Two  Gaolers. 

Queen,  wife  to  Cymbeline, 

Imogen,  daughter  to  Cymbeline  by  a  former  queen. 

Helen,  woman  to  Imogen, 

Lords,  Ladies,  Roman  Senators,  I'ribunes,  Apparitions^ 
Soothfayer,  a  Dutch  Gentleman,  a  Spanifh  Gentk^ 
Mujicians,  Officers,  Captains^  Soldiers^  Mejfengers,  ^ 
other  Attendants. 

SCENE^fometimes  in  Britain ;  fometimes  in  Italy. 
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ACt  I. 
^CENEI.    Britain.    Tie  Garden  behind  Cymbelinj^s 

Palace. 
Enter  two  Gisntismen. 

1  Gent.Yovl  donot  meet  a  man,  but  frowns :  our  bloods 

0  more  obey  the  heavens,  than  our  courtiers ; 
in  feem,  as  does  the  king's. 

2  Gent.  But  what's  the  matter  ?  [whom 

1  Gent.  His  daughter,  and  the  heir  of  his  kingdom^ 
e  purposed  to  his  wife's  fole  fon,  (a  widow, 

lat  late  he  married)  hath  referred  herfelf 
wo  a  poor,  but  worthy,  gentleman :  She's  wedded ; 
;r  hufband  bani(h'd  ;  fhe  imprifon'd :  all 
outward  forrow ;  though,  I  think,  the  king 
touch'd  at  very  beart. 

2  Gent.  None  but  the  king  ? 

1  Gent.  He,  that  hath  loft  her,  too :  fo  is  the  queen, 
lat  moft  defir'd  the  match  :  But  not  a  courtier, 
though  they  wear  their  feces  to  the  bent 

'the  king's  looks,  hath  a  heart  that  is  not 
ad  at  the  thing  they  fcowl  at, 

2  Gent.  And  why  fo  ? 

I  Gent.  He  that  hath  mifs'd  the  princefs,  is  a  thing 
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Too  bad  for  bad  report  :  and  he  that  hath  her, 
(I  mean,  that  married  her, — alack,  good  man  !— 
And  therefore  banifh'd,)  is  a  creature  fuch 
As,  to  feek  through  the  regions  of  the  earth 
For  one  his  like,  there  would  be  fomething  failing 
In  him  that  fhould  compare.     I  do  not  think. 
So  fair  an  outward,  and  fuch  fluff  within, 
Endows  a  man  but  he. 

2  Gent.  You  fpeak  him  far. 

1  Gent.  I  do  extend  him,  fir,  within  himfelf ; 
Crufli  him  together,  rather  than  imfold 

His  meafure  duly. 

2  Gent.  What's  his  name,  and  birth  ? 

I  Gent.  I  cannot  delve  him  to  the  root :  His  father 
Was  caird  Sicilius,  who  did  join  his  honour, 
Againfl  the  Romans,  with  Caffibelan ; 
But  had  his  titles  by  Tenantius,  whom 
He  ferv'd  with  glory  and  admir'd  fuccefs ; 
So  gain'd  the  fur- addition,  Leonatus  : 
And  had,  befides  this  gentleman  in  queflion. 
Two  other  fons  ;  who,  in  the  wars  o'the  time, 
Died  with  their  fwords  in  hand  ;  for  which,  their  fath 
(Then  old  and  fond  of  ifTue,)  took  fuch  forrow, 
That  he  quit  being ;  and  his  gentle  lady. 
Big  of  this  gentleman,  our  theme,  deceased 
As  he  was  born.     The  king,  he  takes  the  babe 
To  his  protedUon ;  calls  him  Poflhumus  ; 
Breeds  him,  and  makes  him  of  his  bed-chamber : 
Puts  to  him  all  the  learnings  that  his  time 
Could  make  him  the  receiver  of;  which  he  took, 
As  we  do  air,  fafl  as  'twas  minifler'd ;  and 
In  his  fpring  became  a  harvefl :  Liv'd  in  court, 
(Which  rare  it  is  to  do,)  mofl  prais*d,  mofl  lov'd: 
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fample  to  the  youngeft ;  to  the  more  mature, 

glafs  that  feated  them ;  and  to  the  graver, 

child  that  guided  dotards :  to  his  miftrefs, 

r  whom  he  now  is  banifh'd, — ^her  own  price 

)claims  how  flie  efteem'd  him  and  his  virtue ; 

her  eledion  may  be  truly  read, 

3at  kind  of  man  he  is, 

I  Gent.  I  honour  him 

211  out  of  your  report.    But,  'pray  you,  tell  me, 

he  fole  child  to  the  king  ? 

[  Gent.  His  only  child. 

had  two  fons,  (if  this  be  worth  your  hearing, 

rk  it,)  the  eldeft  of  them  at  three  years  old, 

he  fwathing  clothes  the  other,  from  their  nurfery 

ire  ftolen ;  and  to  this  hour,  no  guefs  in  knowledge 

lich  way  they  went. 

;  Gent.  How  long  is  this  ago  ? 

Gent.  Some  twenty  years, 

:  Gent.  That  a  king's  children  fhould  be  fo  conveyed  I 
(lackly  guarded  I  And  the  fearch  fo  flow. 
It  could  not  trace  them ! 

Gent.  Howfoe'er  'tis  ftrange, 
that  the  negligence  may  well  be  laugh'd  at, 

is  it  true,  fir. 

Gent.  I  do  well  believe  you. 

Gent.  We  mufl:  forbear:  Here  comes  the  gentleman^, 
5  queen,  and  princefs.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II.    Tie  fame. 
Enter  the  ^een,  Posthumus^  and  Imogen. 
>UEEN.  No,  be  aflfur'd,  you  fhall  not  find  me,  daughter, 
er  the  flander  of  mofl:  ftep-mothers, 
l-ey'd  unto  you :  you  are  my  prifoner,  but 
'OL.V.  »  P  d  . 
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Your  gaoler  Ihall  deliver  you  the  keys 
That  lock  up  your  reftraint.    For  you,  Pofthumus, 
So  foon  as  I  can  win  the  offended  king, 
I  will  be  known  your  advocate :  marry,  yet 
^The  fire  of  rage  is  in  him ;  and  'twere  good. 
You  lean'd  unto  his  fentence,  with  what  patience 
Your  wifdom  may  inform  you. . 

Fosr.  Pleafe  your  highnefs, 
I  will  from  hence  to-day. 

^E£N.  You  know  the  peril : — 
I'll  fetch  a  turn  about  the  garden,  pitying 
The  pangs  of  barr'd  affedions ;  though  the  king 
Hath  charg'd  you  fhoUld  not  fpeak  together. 

[Exit  ^ee: 

Imo.  O 
Dillembling  courtefy !  How  fine  this  tyrant 
Can  tickle  where  fhe  wounds ! — My  dearefl  hufband, 
I  fomething  fear  my  father's  wrath  ;  but  nothings 
(Always  referv'd  my  holy  duty,)  what 
His  rage  can  do  on  me :  You  mufl  be  gone ; 
And  I  fhall  here  abide  the  hourly  fhot 
Of  angry  eyes  ;  not  comforted  to  live, 
But  that  there  is  this  jewel  in  the  world. 
That  I  may  fee  again. 

Post.  My  queen !  my  miftrefs ! 
O,  lady,  weep  no  more  ;  lefl  I  give  caufe 
To  be  fufpeded  of  more  tendemefs 
Than  doth  become  a  man  !  I  will  remain 
The  loyaPft  hufband  that  did  e'er  plight  troth. 
My  refidence  in  Rome,  at  one  Philario's ; 
Who  to  my  father  was  a  friend,  to  me 
Known  but  by  letter :  thither  write,  my  queen, 
And  with  mine  eyes  I'll  drink  the  words  you  fend, 
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Tiough  ink  be  made  of  gall. 

Re-enter  ^eek. 

^EEN.  Be  brief,  I  pray  you  : 
?"  the  king  come,  I  fhall  incur  I  know  not 
[ow  much  of  his  difpleafure : — ^Yet  I'll  move  him  {^Aftde. 
o  walk  this  way :  I  never  do  him  wrong, 
iut  he  does  buy  my  injuries,  to  be  friends ; 
'ays  dear  for  my  offences.  [Exit. 

Post.  Should  we  be  taking  leave 
^  long  a  term  as  yet  we  have  to  live, 
^e  loathnefs  to  depart  would  grow  :  Adieu ! 

Imo.  Nay,  flay  a  little  : 
ft^ere  you  but  riding  forth  to  air  yourfelf, 
mch  parting  were  too  petty.    Look  here,  love ; 
rhis  diamond  was  my  mother^s  :  take  it,  heart  j 
But  keep  it  till  you  woo  another  wife, 
When  Imogen  is  dead. 

Post.  How  !  how  !  another  ? — 
lou  gentle  gods,  give  me  but  this  I  have, 
And  fear  up  my  embracements  from  a  next 
Vith  bonds  of  death! — Remain,  remain  thou  here 

[Putting  on  the  ring. 
^ile  fenfe  can  keep  it  on !  And  fweetefl,  fairefl, 
As  I  my  poor  felf  did  exchange  for  you, 
To  your  fo  infinite  lofs ;  fo,  in  our  trifles 

ftill  win  of  you  :  Fot  my  fake,  wear  this  ; 
t  is  a  manacle  of  love  ;  Til  place  it 
•Jpon  this  fairefl  prifoner.   [Putti?ig  a  bracelet  on  her  arm. 

Imo.  0>  the  gods  ! 
^en  fhall  we  fee  again  ? 

Enter  Ctmbeline,  and  Lords* 

fosr.  Alack,  the  king ! 

CrM.  Thou  bafefl  thing,  avoid !  hence,  from  my  fight! 

Ddij 
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If,  after  this  command,  thou  fraught  the  court 
With  thy  unworthinefs,  thou  died :  Away  ! 
Thou  art  pbifon  to  my  blood. 

Post.  The  gods  proted  you ! 
And  blefs  the  good  remainders  of  the  court! 
I  am  gone.  [I 

Imo.  There  cannot  be  a  pinch  in  death 
More  (harp  than  this  is. 

CrM.  O  difloyal  thing. 
That  fhould'ft  repair  my  youth ;  thou  heapeft 
A  year's  age  on  me ! 

Imo.  I  befeech  you,  fir. 
Harm  not  yourfelf  with  your  vexation ;  I 
Am  fenfelefs  of  your  wrath  ;  a  touch  more  rare 
Subdues  all  pangs,  all  fears. 

CrM.  Paft  grace  ?  obedience  ? 

Imo.  Paft  hope,  and  in  defpair ;  that  way,  paft  grac 

CrM.  That  mightft  have  had  the  fole  fon  of  my  que( 

Imo.  O  blefs'd,  that  I  might  not !  I  chofe  an  eagle, 
And  did  avoid  a  puttock.  [thrc 

CrM.  Thou  took'ft  a  beggar ;  would'ft  have  made  i 
A  feat  for  bafenefs. 

Imo.  No  ;  I  rather  added 
A  luftre  to  it. 

CrM.  O  thou  vile  one  ! 

Imo.  Sir, 
It  is  your  fault  that  I  have  lov'd  Pofthumus  ; 
You  bred  him  as  my  play-fellow ;  and  he  is 
A  man,  worth  any  woman  ;  overbuys  me 
Almoft  the  fum  he  pays. 

CrM.  What ! — art  thou  mad  ? 

/flfo.  Almoft,  fir :  Heaven  reftore. me! ^Wouldlivc 

A  neatherd's  daughter  !  and  my  Leonatus 
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►ur  neighbour  fhepherd's  fon  ! 

Re-enter  ^ben. 

Crut.  Thou  foolifli  thing ! 

hey  were  again  together :  you  have  done  [7c?  the  ^een. 
ot  after  our  command.     Away  with  her, 
nd  pen  her  up. 

^ebn.  'Befeech  your  patience  : — Peace, 
tear  lady  daughter,  peace  ; — Sweet  fovereign, 
eave  us  to  ourfelves  ;  and  make  yourfelf  fome  comfort 
>ut  of  your  beft  advice. 

CrM.  Nay,  let  her  languifli 
L  drop  of  blood  a  day  ;  and,  being  aged, 
)ie  of  this  folly  !  {Exit. 

Enter  Pisanio. 

^een.  Fie  ! — you  mud  give  way : 
lere  is  your  fervant. — How  now,  fir  ?  What  news  ? 

Pis.  My  lord  your  fon  drew  on  my  matter. 

^EEN.  Ha  ! 
[o  harm,  I  truft,  is  done  ? 

Pis.  There  might  have  been, 
Dt  that  my  mafter  rather  play'd  than  fought, 
nd  had  no  help  of  anger :  they  were  parted 
jr  gentlemen  at  hand. 

^EEN.  I  am  very  glad  on't. 

Imo.  Your  fon's  my  father's  friend;  he  takes  his  part.— 

0  draw  upon  an  exile ! — ^O  brave  fir  ! — 

irould  they  were  in  Africk  both  together ; 

yfelf  by  with  a  needle,  that  I  might  prick 

be  goer  back. — Why  came  you  from  your  mafter  ? 

Pis.  On  his  command  :  He  would  not  fufFer  me 

3  bring  him  to  the  haven  :  left  thefe  notes 

f  what  commands  I  fiiould  be  fubjed  to, 

Ticn  it  pleas'd  you  to  employ  me. 

D  d  iij 
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^EEi^.  This  hath  been 
Your  faithful  fervant ;  I  dare  lay  mine  honour, 
He  will  remain  fo. 

Pis.  I  humbly  thank  your  highnefs. 

^EEX.  Pray,  walk  a  while. 

ImOs  About  fome  half  hour  hence, 
I  pray  you,  fpeak  with  me :  you  (hall,  at  leaft. 
Go  fee  my  lord  aboard  :  for  this  time,  leave  me.    [ExeuJit, 

SCENE  III.    ApublickPlace. 
Enter  Clot  en  and  two  Lords, 

1  Lord.  Sir,  I  would  advife  you  to  fhift  a  fhirt ;  the 
violence  of  adlion  hath  made  you  reek  as  a  facrifice: 
Where  air  comes  out,  air  comes  in :  there*s  none  abroad 
fo  whole  fome  as  that  you  vent. 

Clo.  If  my  fhirt  were  bloody,  then  to  fliift  it — Have 
I  hurt  him  ? 

2  Lord.  No,  faith ;  not  fo  much  as  his  patience.  [Jfidt. 

1  Lord.  Hurt  him  ?  his  body's  a  paflable  carcafs,  if  he 
be  not  hurt :  it  is  a  thoroughfare  for  fteel,  if  it  be  not  hurt, 

2  Lord.  His  fteel  was  in  debt ;  it  went  the  backfide 
the  town.  [Jjidit, 

Clo.  The  villain  would  not  ftand  me. 
2  Lord.  No  ;  but  he   fled  forward  ftill,  toward  your 
face.  IJfiie. 

1  Lord.  Stand  you  !  You  have  land  enough  of  your 
own  :  but  he  added  to  your  having ;  gave  you  fome 
ground. 

2  Lord.  As  many  inches  as  you  have  oceans :  Pujh 
pies !  [Jfiie, 

Clo.  I  would,  they  had  not  come  between  us. 
2  Lord.  So  would  I,  till  you  had  me^fured  how  loqg 
a  fool  you  were  upon  the  ground.  [Afidi* 
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Clo.  And  that  (he  fhould  love  this  fellow,  and  refufe 
ne  ! 

a  Lord.  If  it  be  a  fm  to  make  a  true  eledion,  (he  is 
iamn'd.  [^^Af. 

1  Lord.  Sir,  as  I  told  you  always,  her  beauty  and  her 
>rain  go  not  together :  She*s  a  good  fign,  but  I  have 
sen  fmall  refledlion  of  her  wit, 

2  Lord.  She  (hines  not  upon  fools,  left  the  refledtion 
hould  hurt  her.  [AJide. 

Clo.  Come,  I'll  to  my  chamber  :  *Would  there  had 
been  fome  hurt  done  ! 

2  Lord.  I  wi(h  not  fo ;  unlefs  it  had  been  the  fall  of 
an  afs,  which  is  no  great  hurt.  {^/IJide. 

Clo.  You'll  go  with  us  ? 

1  Lord.  Til  attend  your  lordfhip. 
Clo.  Nay,  come,  let's  go  together, 

2  Lord.  Well,  my  lord.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IF.    A  Room  in  Ctmbeljne's Palace. 
Enter  Imogen  and  Pisanio. 

Imo.  I  would  thou  grew'ft  unto  the  ftiores  o'  the  haven, 
Lnd  queftion'dft  every  fail :  if  he  fhould  write, 
ind  I  not  have  it,  'twere  a  paper  loft 
,s  oflfer'd  mercy  i^.     What  was  the  laft 
Tiat  he  fpake  to  thee  ? 

Pjs.  Twas,  His  queen ^  his  queen  ! 

Imo.  Then  wav'd  his  handkerchief? 

Pis.  And  kifs'd  it,  madam, 

Imo.  Senfelefs  linen  I  happier  therein  than  I ! — 
ind  that  was  all  ? 

Pis.  No,  madam  ;  for  fo  long 
lS  he  could  make  me  with  this  eye  or  ear 
>iftinguilh  him  from  others,  he  did  keep 

D  d  iiij 
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The  deck,  with  glove,  or  hat,  or  handkerchief; 
Still  waving,  as  the  fits  and  flirs  of  his  mind 
Could  befl  exprefs  how  flow  his  foul  faiPd  on. 
How  fwift  his  fhip. 

Imo.  Thou  fhould*fl  hive  made  him 
As  little  as  a  crow,  or  lefs,  ere  left 
To  after-eye  him. 

Pis.  Madam,  fo  I  did.  [them,  but 

Imo.  I  would  have  broke  mine  eye-fb:ings;  cracW 
To  look  upon  him  ;  till  the  diminution 
Of  fpace  had  pointed  him  fharp  as  my  needle  : 
Nay,  foUow'd  him,  till  he  had  melted  from 
The  fmallnefs  of  a  gnat  to  air ;  and  then 
Have  turn'd  mine  eye,  and  wept.— But,  good  Pifanio, 
When  fhall  we  hear  from  him  ? 

Pis.  Be  aflur-d,  madam, 
With  his  next  Vantage. 

Imo.  I  did  not  take  my  leave  of  him,  but  had 
Mod  pretty  things  to  fay :  ere  I  could  tell  him. 
How  I  would  think  on  him,  at  certain  hours. 
Such  thoughts,  and  fuch  ;  or  I  could  make  him  fwear 
The  fhes  of  Italy  fhould  not  betray 
Mine  interefl,  and  his  honour  ;  or  have  charg'd  him, 
At  the  fixth  hour  of  morn,  at  noon,  at  midnight, 
To  encounter  me  with  orifons,  for  then 
I  am'  in  heaven  for  him  ;  or  ere  I  could 
Give  him  that  parting  kifs,  which  I  had  fet 
Betwixt  two  charming  words,  comes  in  my  father, 
And,  like  the  tyrannous  breathing  of  the  north, 
Shakes  all  our  buds  from  growing. 

Enter  a  Lady. 

Lady.  The  queen,  madam. 
Defiles  your  highnefs'  company. 
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Imo.  Thofc  things  I  bid  you  do,  get  them  defpatchU — 
will  attend  the  queen. 
Pis.  Madam,  I  fhalL  [Exeunt. 

^CENE  V.    Rome,    uin  apartment  in  Philario^s  Houfe. 

Enter  Philario,  Iachimo,  a  Frenchman,  a 

Dutchman,  and  a  Spaniard. 

Iach.  Believe  it,  fir  :  I.  have  feen  him  in  Britain  :  he 
ras  then  of  a  crefcent  note  ;  expeded  to  prove  fo  wor- 
hy,  as  fince  he  hath  been  allowfed  the  name  of:  but  I 
ould  then  have  looked  on  him  without  the  help  of  ad- 
airation ;  though  the  catalogue  of  his  endowments  had 
)ecn  tabled  by  his  fide,  and  I  to  perufe  him  by  items. 

Phi.  You  fpeak  of  him  when  he  was  lefs  furnifh'd,  than 
low  he  is,  with  that  which  makes  him  both  without  and 
«rithin. 

French.  I  have  feen  him  in  France  :  we  had  very 
inany  there,  could  behold  the  fun  with  as  firm  eyes  as  he. 

Iach.  This  matter  of  marrying  his  king's  daughter, 
(wherein  he  mufl;  be  weigh'd  rather  by  her  value,  than 
his  own,)  words  him,  I  doubt  not,  a  great  deal  from  the 
Daatter. 

French.  And  then  his  banifhment : 

Iach.  Ay,  and  the  approbation  of  thofe,  that  weep  this 
amentable  divorce,  under  her  colours,  are  wonderfully 
0 extend  him ;  be  it  but  to  fortify  her  judgement,  which 
Ife  an  eafy  battery  might  lay  flat,  for  taking  a  beggar 
rithout  more  quality.  But  how  comes  it,  he  is  to  fojourn 
mh  you  ?  How  creeps  acquaintance  ? 

Phi.  His  father  and  I  were  foldiers  together ;  to  whom 

have  been  often  bound  for  ho  lefs  than  my  life : 

Enter  Posthumus. 
lere  comes  the  Briton :   Let  him  be  fo  entertained 
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amongft  you,  as  fuits,  with  gentlemen  of  your  knowing 

to  a  ftranger  of  his  quality I  befeech  you  ail,  bebette 

known  to  this  gentleman ;  whom  I  commend  to  you,  2 
a  noble  friend  of  mine :  How  worthy  he  is,  1  will  leave  t 
appear  hereafter,  rather  than  ftory  him  in  his  own  hearing 

French.  Sir,  we  have  known  together  in  Orleans. 

l^osr.  Since  when  I  have  been  debtor  to  you  forcour 
tefies,  which  I  will  be  ever  to  pay,  and  yet  pay  ftill. 

French.  Sir,  you  o'er-rate  my  poor  kindnefs :  I  w 
glad  I  did  atone  my  countryman  and  you ;  it  had  been 
pity,  you  fliould  have  been  put  together  with  fo  mortal 
a  purpofe,  as  then  each  bore,  upon  importance  of  ft 
flight  and  trivial  a  nature. 

FosT.  By  your  pardon,  fir,  I  was  then  a  young  travel- 
ler ;  rather  fhunn'd  to  go  even  with  what  I  heard,  than 
in  my  every  adion  tp  be  guided  by  others'  experiences; 
but,  upon  my  mended  judgement,  (if  I  offend  not  tola; 
it  is  mended),  my  quarrel  was  not  altogether  flight. 

French.  'Faith,  yes,  to  be  put  to  the  arbitrement  of  I 
fwords ;  and  by  fuch  too,  that  would,  by  all  likelihood 
have  confounded  one^  the  other,  or  have  fallen  both. 

Ijch.  Can  we,  with  manners,  afk  what  was  the  di^ 
ference  ? 

French.  Safely,  I  think  :  'twas  a  contention  in  pnb* 
lick,  which  may,  without  contradidion,  fuflfer  the  it* 
port.  It  was  much  like  an  argument  that  fell  out  w 
night,  where  each  of  us  fell  in  praife  of  our  counHj? 
mifirefTcs :  This  gentleman  at  that  time  vouching,  {w* 
upon  warrant  of  bloody  affirmation,)  his  to  be  nxo* 
iuir,  virtuous,  wife,  chafte,  conftant-qualified,  andk»- 
uttemptible,  than  any  the  rareft  of  our  ladies  in  FrancCi 

I^CH.  That  lady  is  not  now  living  j  or  this  gentlemanV 
ppinion,  by  this,  worn  out. 
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^osr.  She  holds  her  virtue  Hill,  and  I  my  mind. 
"ach.  You  mull  not  fo  far  prefer  her  'fore  ours  of 

y- 

^05 r.  Being  fo  far  provoked  as  I  was  in  France,  I  would 
te  her  nothing ;  though  I  profefs  myfeif  her  adorer, 
her  friend, 

'ach.  As  fair,  and  as  good,  (a  kind  of  hand-in-hand 
iparifon,)  had  been  fomething  too  fair,  and  too  good, 
any  lady  in  Britany.  If  fhe  went  before  others  I  have 
a,  as  that  diamond  of  yours  outluftres  many  I  have 
leld,  I  could  not  but  believe  fhe  excelled  many :  but 
ave  not  feen  the  moft  precious  diamond  that  is,  nor 
1  the  lady. 

Post.  I  prais'd  her,  as  I  rated  her  :  fo  do  I  my  ftone. 
Iach.  What  do  you  efteem  it  at  ? 
Post.  More  than  the  world  enjoys. 
Iach.  Either  your  unparagon'd  miftrefs  is  dead,  or  (he's 
^prized  by  a  trifle. 

Post.  You  are  miftaken  :  the  one  may  be  fold,  or  gi- 
a ;  if  there  were  wealth  enough  for  the  purchafe,  or 
irit  for  the  gift :  the  other  is  not  a  thing  for  fale,  and 
ly  the  gift  of  the  gods. 
Iach.  Which  the  gods  have  given  you  ? 
J^osT.  Which,  by  their  graces,  I  will  keep, 
IdCH.  You  may  wear  her  in  title  yours :  but,  you 
«>w,  ftrange  fowl  light  upon  neighbouring  ponds.  Your 
^g  may  be  ftolen  too :  fo,  of  your  brace  of  unprizeable 
fixations,  the  one  is  but  frail,  and  the  other  cafual  j  a 
^Stoing  thief,  or  a  that- way-accomphfh'd  courtier,  would 
*&rd  the  winning  both  of  firft  and  laft. 
fosT.  Your  Italy  contains  none  fo  accompUfh'd  a  cour-* 
Br,  to  convince  the  honour  of  my  miflrefs ;  if,  in  the 
lUing  or  lofs  of  that,  you  term  her  frail    I  do  nothing 
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doubt,  you  have  (lore  of  thieves ;  notwithftanding,  I  fbr 
not  my  ring. 

Phi.  Let  us  leave  here,  gentlemen. 

Post.  Sir,  with  all  my  heart.  This  worthy  fignior,  I 
thank  him,  makes  no  (Iranger  of  me ;  we  are  familiar  at 
firft. 

JjICH.  With  five  times  fo  much  conver£ation,  I  fhouU 
get  ground  of  your  fair  miftrefs :  make  her  go  back,  even 
to  the  yi^ding ;  had  I  admittance,  and  opportunity  to 
friend. 

Post.  No,  no. 

Ijch.  I  dare,  thereupon,  pawn  the  moiety  of  my  eftatc 
to  your  ring ;  which,  in  my  opinion,  overvalues  it  fome- 
thing :  But  I  make  my  wager  rather  againft  your  confi- 
dence, than  her  reputation :  and,  to  bar  your  oScoct ' 
herein  too,  I  durft  attempt  it  againft  any  lady  in  the  , 
world. 

Post.  You  are  a  great  deal  abufed  in  too  bold  a  pcr- 
fuafion ;  and  I  doubt  not  you  fuftain  what  you're  wordiy 
of,  by  your  attempt. 

Ijch.  What's  that  ? 

Post.  A  repulfe :  Though  your  attempt,  as  you  call  it, 
deferve  more  ;  a  punifhment  too. 

Phi.  Gentlemen,  enough  of  this  :  it  came  in  too  fud- 
denly  ;  let  it  die  as  it  was  born,  and,  I  pray  you,  be  bet- 
ter acquainted. 

JjCH.  'Would  I  had  put  my  eftate,  and  my  neighbour^ 
on  the  approbation  of  what  I  have  fpoke. 

Post.  What  lady  would  you  choofe  to  aflail  ? 

Ijch.  Yours  ;  whom  in  conftancy,  you  think,  Randi 
fo  fafe.  I  will  lay  you  ten  thoufand  ducats  to  your  ringi 
that,  commend  me  to  the  court  where  your  lady  is,iwtk 
no  more  advantage  than  the  opportunity  of  a  kcooi- 
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conference,  and  I  will  bring  from  thence  that  honour 
of  hers,  which  you  imagine  fo  referved. 

Post.  I  will  wage  againft  your  gold,  gold  to  it :  my 
ring  I  hold  dear  as  my  finger ;  *tis  part  oi  it. 

Iach.  You  are  a  friend,  and  therein  the  wifer.  If  you 
buy  ladies'  flefli  at  a  million  a  dram,  you  cannot  pre- 
ferve  it  from  tainting  :  But,  I  fee,  you  have  fome  reli- 
gion in  you,  that  you  fear. 

Post.  This  is  but  a  cuftom  in  your  tongue ;  you  bear 
a  graver  purpofe,  I  hope. 

Iach.  I  am  the  matter  of  my  fpeeches;  and  would  un- 
dergo what's  fpoken,  I  fwear. 

Post.  Will  you  ? — ^I  fhall  but  lend  my  diamond  till 

your  return  : — Let  there  be  covenants  drawn  between 

us :  My  miftrefs  exceeds  in  goodnefs  the  hugenefs  of 

.  your  unworthy  thinking :  I  dare  you  to  this  match : 

here's  my  ring. 

Phi.  I  will  have  it  no  lay. 

Iach.  By  the  gods  it  is  one  : — If  I  bring  you  no  fuf- 
ficient  teftimony  that  I  have  enjoy'd  the  deareft  bodily 
part  of  your  miftrefs,  my  ten  thoufand  ducats  are  yours; 
fo  is  your  diamond  too.  If  I  come  off,  and  leave  her  in 
luch  honour  as  you  have  truft  in,  fhe  your  jewel,  this 
your  jewel,  and  my  gold  are  yours  .--.-provided,  I  have 
"  your  commendation,  for  my  more  free  entertainment. 

PosT.'l  embrace  thefe  conditions;  let  us  have  articles 
betwixt  us : — only,  thus  far  you  fhall  anfwer.  If  you 
make  your  voyage  upon  her,  and  give  me  diredlly  to 
imderftand  you  have  prevail'd,  I  am  no  further  your 
enemy,  Ihe  is  not  worth  our  debate  :  if  fhe  remain  un- 
feduced,  (you  not  making  it  appear  otherwife,)  for  your 
Bl  opinion,  and  the  aflault  you  have  made  to  hey  chaftity^ 
you  fhall  anfvrer  me  with  your  fword. 
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Iach.  Your  hand ;  a  covenant :  We  will  have  theft 
things  fet  down  by  lawful  counfel,  and  ftraight  away  for 
Britain  ;  left  the  bargain  ftiould  catch  cold,  and  ftarve:  I 
will  fetch  my  gold,  and  have  our  two  wagers  recorded. 

Post.  Agreed.  [Exeunt  Posthumus  and  Iachimo. 

French.  Will  this  hold,  thyik  you  ? 

Phi.  Signior  Iachimo  will  not  from  it.  Pray,  let  us 
follow  'em,  [Exeunt 

SCENE  f^L    Britain.    j4  Room  in  Ctmbeline's  Palace. 
Enter  ^een,  Ladies,  and  Cornelius. 

^EEN.  Whiles  yet  the  dew's  on  ground,  gather  thofc 
Make  hafte  :  Who  has  the  note  of  them  ?  [flowen; 

I  Ladt.  I  madam. 

^EEN.  Defpatch [Exeunt  Ladies. 

Now,  mafter  dodor;  have  you  brought  thofe  drugs? 

Cor.  Pleafeth  your  highnefs,  ay:  here  they  are,  madam: 

[Prefenting  a /mail  box* 
But  I  befeech  your  grace,  (without  offence  ; 
My  confcience  bids  me  afk ;)  wherefore  you  have 
Commanded  of  me  thefe  moft  poifonous  compounds, 
Which  are  the  movers  of  a  languifhing  death  ; 
But,  though  flow,  deadly. 

^EEN.  I  drt  wonder,  dodor. 
Thou  afk'ft  me  fuch  a  queftion  :  Have  I  not  been 
Thy  pupil  long  ?  Haft  thou  not  leam'd  me  how 
To  make  perfumes  ?  diftill  ?  preferve  ?  yea,  fo. 
That  our  great  king  himfelf  doth  woo  me  oft 
For  my  confedions  ?  Having  thus  far  proceeded, 
(Unlefs  thou  think'ft  me  devilifti,)  is't  not  meet 
That  I  did  amplify  my  judgement  in 
Other  cojiclufions  ?  I  will  try  the  forces 
Of  thefe  thy  compounds  on  fuch  creatures  as 
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count  not  worth  the  hanging,  (but  none  human,) 
try  the  vigour  of  them,  and  apply 
lyments  to  their  ad  ;  and  by  them  gather 
rir  feveral  virtues,  and  efFedts. 
'or.  Your  highnefs 

11  from  this  praftice  but  make  hard  your  heart : 
!des,  the  feeing  thefe  efFeds  will  be 
h  noifome  and  infedious. 

>UEEN.  O,  content  thee 

Enter  Pisanio. 
e  comes  a  flattering  rafcal ;  upon  him  \Afide. 

11  I  firft  work  :  he's  for  his  mafter, 

d  enemy  to  my  fon, How  now,  Pifanio  ? 

flor,  your  fervice  for  this  time  is  ended  ; 

LC  your  own  way. 

loR.  I  do  fufped  you,  madam  ; 

:  you  fhall  do  no  harm.  \,Afide. 

^EEN.  Hark  thee,  a  word —  [To  Pisanio. 

7oR.  [JIfide.']  I  do  not  like  her.  She  doth  think,  fhe  has 

mge  lingering  poifons :  I  do  know  her  fpirit, 

d  will  not  truft  one  of  her  malice  with 

irug  of  fuch  damn'd  nature  :  Thofe,  fhe  has, 

11  ftupify  and  dull  the  fenfe  a  while  : 

lich  firft,  perchance,  fheUl  prove  on  cats,  and  dogs ; 

en  afterwards  up  higher  :  ^  but  there  is 

danger  in  what  fhow  of  death  it  makes, 
Te  than  the  locking  up  the  fpirits  a  time, 

be  more  frefli,  reviving.     She  is  fooPd 
th  a  moft  falfe  efFed  j  and  I  the  truer, 
to  be  falfe  with  her. 
\uBEN.  No  further  fervice,  dodor, 
til  I  fend  for  thee. 

^QR.  I  humbly  take  my  leave.  [Exit. 
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!^BBN.  Weeps  flie  ftill,  fay'ft  thou?  Doft  thou  thi 
in  time 
She  will  not  quench ;  and  let  inftrudUons  cuter 
Where  folly  now  poflefles  ?  Do  thou  work  : 
When  thou  (halt  bring  me  word,  fhe  loves  my  fon, 
I'll  tell  thee,  on  the  inftant,  thou  art  then 
As  great  as  is  thy  matter :  greater  ;  for 
His  fortunes  all  lie  fpeechlefs,  and  his  name 
Is  at  laft  gafp  :  Return  he  cannot,  nor 
Continue  where  he  is :  to  fhift  his  being. 
Is  to  exchange  one  mifery  with  another ; 
And  every  day,  that  comes,  comes  to  decay 
A  day's  work  in  him  :  What  fhalt  thou  exped. 
To  be  depender  on  a  thing  that  leans  ? 
Who  cannot  be  new  built ;  nor  has  no  friends, 

{T*be  ^EBN  drops  a  box :  Pisanio  takes  it  % 
So  much  as  but  to  prop  him  ? — ^Thou  tak'ft  up 
Thou  know'ft  not  what ;  but  take  it  for  thy  labour: 
It  is  a  thing  I  made,  which  hath  the  king 
Five  times  redeemed  from  death  :  I  do  not  know 
What  is  more  cordial : — Nay,  I  pry'thee,  take  it ; 
It  is  an  eameft  of  a  further  good 
That  I  mean  to  thee.    Tell  thy  miftrefs  how 
The  cafe  ftands  with  her ;  do't,  as  from  thyfelf. 
Think  what  a  chance  thou  changeft  on ;  but  think 
Thou  haft  thy  miftrefs  ftill ;  to  boot,  my  fon. 
Who  fliall  take  notice  of  thee :  Fll  move  the  king 
To  any  ftiape  of  thy  preferment,  fuch 
As  thou'lt  defire ;  atid  then  myfelf,  I  chiefly. 
That  fet  thee  on  to  this  defert,  am  bound 
To  load  thy  merit  richly.  Call  my  women:  [kna^ 

Think  on  my  words.  [Exit  PisA.I — A  fly  and  conita 
i^ot  to  be  ftiak!d  :  the  agent  for  his  matter ; 


CrMBBLINB.  433 

fid  th6  remembrancer  of  her,  to  hold 
le  hand  fall  to  her  lord. — I  have  given  him  that, 
Tiich,  if  he  take,  (hall  quite  unpeople  her 
r  leigers  for  her  fweet ;  and  which  fhe,  after, 
ccept  fhe  bend  her  humour,  fhall  be  aflur'd 
Re-enter  Pisanio^  and  Ladies. 
0  taftc  of  too. — So,  fo  ; — ^well  done,  well  done  : 
be  violets,  cowflips,  and  the  primrofes, 
2ar  to  my  clofet : — Fare  thee  well,  Pifanio ; 
hink  on  my  words.  [Exeunt  ^een,  and  Ladies. 

Pis.  And  fhall  do : 

ut  when  to  my  good  lord  I, prove  untrue, 
11  choke  myfelf :  there's  all  I'll  do  for  you,  [Exit. 

SCENE  VIL    jinotber  Room  in  the  fame. 
Enter  Imogen. 

Imo.  a  father  cruel,  and  a  flep-dame  falfe ; 
L  foolifh  fuitor  to  a  wedded  lady, 
hat  hath  her  hufband  banifh'd  ; — ^O,  that  hufband ! 
[y  fupreme  crown  of  grief !  and  thofe  repeated 
exations  of  it !  Had  I  been  thief-flolen, 
s  my  two  brothers,  happy !  but  mofl  miferable 

the  defire  that's  glorious :  BlefTed  be  thofe, 
[ow  mean  foe'er,  that  have  their  honefl  wills, 

^hich  feafons  comfort ^Who  may  this  be  ?  Fie  ! 

Enter  Pisanio  and  Iachimo. 

Pis.  Madam,  a  noble  gentleman  of  Rome  ; 
omes  from  my  lord  with  letters. 

Iach.  Change  you,  madam  ? 
he  worthy  Leonatus  is  in  fafety. 
Old  greets  your  highnefs  dearly.  [Pre/ents  a  letter. 

Imo.  Thanks,  good  fir; 
"ou  are  kindly  welcome. 

Vol.  V.  E  c 
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Iach.  All  of  hef,  that  is  out  of  door,  moll  rich  I  [j 
If  (he  be  fumiftiM  with  a  mind  fo  rare. 
She  is  alone  the  Arabian  bird ;  and  I 
Have  loft  the  wager.     Boldnefs  be  my  friend ! 
Arm  me,  audacity,  from  head  to  foot ! 
Or,  like  the  Parthian,  I  Ihall  flying  fight ; 
Rather,  diredly  fly. 

Imo.  [Reads.] — He  is  one  of  the  nobleji  note^  to  wbqfe  i 
nejjes  I  am  mojl  infinitely  tied.  RefleEt  upon  bim  ace 
ingly^  as  you  value  your  truejl  Leon  J 

So  far  I  read  aloud  : 
But  even  the  very  middle  of  my  heart 

Is  warm'd  by  the  reft,  and  takes  it  thankfully 

You  are  as  welcome,  worthy  fir,  as  I 

Have  words  to  bid  you ;  and  fliall  find  it  fo. 

In  all  that  I  can  do. 

Iach.  Thanks,  faireft  lady. — 
What !  are  men  mad  ?  Hath  nature  given  them  eyes 
To  fee  this  Vaxilted  arch,  and  the  rich  crop 
Of  fea  and  land,  which  can  diftinguifli  *twixt 
The  fiery  orbs  above,  and  the  twinn*d  ftones 
Upon  the  numbered  beach  ?  and  can  we  not 
Partition  make  with  fpedacles  fo  precious 
'Twixt  fair  and  foul  ? 

Imo.  What  make?  your  admiration  ? 

Iach.  It  cannot  be  i'  the  eye  ;  for  apes  and  monke 
•Twixt  two  fuch  flies,  would,  chatter  this  way,  and 
Contemn  with  mowes  the  other  :  Nor  i'the  judgema 
For  idiots,  in  this  cafe  of  favour,  would 
Be  wifely  definite  :  Nor  i'the  appetite  ; 
Sluttery,  to  fuch  neat  excellence  opposed. 
Should  make  defire  vomit  emptinefs. 
Not  10  allur'd  to  feed. 
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MO.  What  is  the  matter,  trow  ? 

4CH.  The  cloyed  will, 

at  fatiate  yet  unfatisfied  defire, 

t  tub  both  fill'd  and  running,)  ravening  firft 

lamb,  longs  after  for  the  garbage, 
ifo.  What,  dear  fir, 
IS  raps  you  ?  Are  you  well  ? 

iCH.  Thanks,  madam;  well : — 'Befeech,  you,  fir,  defire 

[to  Pis  AN  10. 
man's  abode  where  I  did  leave  him :  he 
range  and  peevifli. 
IS.  I  was  going,  fir, 

jive  him  welcome.  [Exit  Pis  an  10. 

40.  Continues  well  my  lord?  His  health,  'befeech  you? 
\CH.  Well,  madam. 

10.  Is  he  difpos'd  to  mirth  ?  I  hope,  he  is. 
\CH.  Exceeding  pleafant ;  none  a  ftranger  there 
lerry  and  fo  gamefome  :  he  is  caird 

Briton  reveller. 

fO.  When  he  was  here, 

lid  incline  to  fadnefs ;  and  oft-times 

knowing  why. 

en.  I  never  faw  him  fad. 

•e  is  a  Frenchman  his  companion,  one 

inainent  monfieur,  that,  it  feems,  much  loves 

allian  girl  at  home  :  he  furnaces 

thick  fighs  from  him ;  whiles  the  joUy  Briton 

ir  lord,  I  mean,)  laughs  from's  free  lungs,  cries,  0 ! 

ny  fides  bold,  to  think,  that  many — who  knows 

\ftory,  report,  or  bis  own  proof, 

woman  is,  yea,  wbatjbe  cqinnot  cboofe 
nuft  he^ — will  his  free  hours  languijhfor 
ed  bondage  ? 

Eeij 


43^  CTMEELINB. 

Imo.  Will  my  lord  fay  fo  ? 

Iach.  Ay,  madam;  with  his  eyes  in  flood  with  laugl 
It  is  a  recreation  to  be  by. 

And  hear  him  mock  the  Frenchman:  But,  heavens  ki 
Some  men  are  much  to  blame, 

Imo.  Not  he,  I  hope.  [in 

Iach.  Not  he :  But  yet  heaven's  bounty  towards 
Be  us'd  more  thankfully.     In  himfelf,  *tis  much  ; 

In  you, — ^which  I  count  his,  beyond  all  talents^ 

Whilft  I  am  bound  to  wonder,  I  am  bound 
To  pity  too, 

Imo.  What  do  you  pity,  fir  ? 

Iach.  Two  creatures,  heartily. 

Imo.  Am  I  one,  fir  ? 
You  look  on  me ;  What  wreck  difcern  you  in  me, 
Deferves  your  pity  ? 

Iach.  Lamentable !  What ! 
To  hide  me  from  the  radiant  fun,  and  folace 
Tthe  dungeon  by  a  fnufF? 

Imo.  I  pray  yoU,  fir, 
DeUver  with  more  opennefs  your  anfwers 
To  my  demands.     Why  do  you  pity  me  ? 

Iach.  That  others  do, 

I  was  about  to  fay,  enjoy  your But 

It  is  an  office  of  the  gods  to  venge  it. 
Not  mine  to  fpeak  on't, 

Imo  You  do  feem  to  know 
Something  of  me,  or  what  concerns  me  ;  'Pray  yo», 
(Since  doubting  things  go  ill,  often  hurts  more 
Than  to  be  fure  they  do :  For  certainties 
Either  are  paft  remedies ;  or,  timely  knowing, 
The  remedy  then  bom,)  difcover  to  me 
What  both  you  fpur  and  flop. 
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Iach.  Had  I  this  cheek 
To  bathe  my  Hps  upon ;  this  hand,  whofe  touch, 
iVhofe  every  touch,  would  force  the  feeler's  foul 
To  the  oath  of  loyalty  ;  this  objed,  which 
Takes  prifoner  the  wild  motion  of  mine  eye, 
rixing  it  only  here  :  fhould  I  (damn'd  then) 
Slaver  with  lips  as  common  as  the  (lairs 
That  mount  the  Capitol ;  join  gripes  with  hands 
i^ade  hard  with  hourly  falfehood  (falfehood,  as 
iiVith  labour ;)  then  lie  peeping  in  an  eye, 
3afe  and  unluftrous  as  the  fmoky  light 
rhat's  fed  with  (linking  tallow ;  it  were  fit, 
rhat  all  the  plagues  of  hell  (hould  at  one  time 
Encounter  fuch  revolt. 

Imo.  My  lord,  I  fear. 
Has  forgot  Britain. 

Iach.  And  himfelf.     Not  I, 
Inclin'd  to  this  intelligence,  pronounce 
rhe  beggary  of  his  change  ;  but  'tis  your  graces 
rhat,  from  my  muted  confcience,  to  my  tongue, 
Charms  this  report  out. 

Imo.  Let  me  hear  no  more. 

IjiCH.  O  deared  foul !  yourcaufe  doth  (Irike  my  heart 
iV'ith  pity,  that  doth  make  me  (ick.     A  lady 
!o  fair,  and  faften'd  to  an  empery, 
iVould  make  the  great'd  king  double  !  to  be  partnered 
rVith  tomboys,  hir'd  with  that  felf-exhibition 
Vhich  your  own  coffers  yield  !  with  difeas'd  ventures, 
rhat  play  with  all  infirmities  for  gold 
A^ich  rottennefs  can  lend  nature  !  fuch  boil'd  ftuff, 
Vs  well  might  poifon  poifon  !  Be  reveng'd; 
3r  (he,  that  bore  you,  was  no  queen,  and  you 
(.ecoil  from  your  great  dock, 

E  eii] 
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Imo.  Reveng'd  ! 
How  fliould  I  be  revenged  ?  If  this  be  true, 
(As  I  have  fuch  a  heart,  that  both  mine  ears 
Muft  not  in  hafte  abufe,)  if  it  be  true^ 
How  (hould  I  be  reveng'd  ? 

Iach.  Should  he  make  me 
Live  Hke  Diana's  prieft,  betwixt  cold  iheets ; 
Whiles  he  is  vaulting  variable  ramps. 
In  your  defpite,  upon  your  purfe  ?  Revenge  it. 
I  dedicate  myfelf  to  your  fweet  pleafure  ; 
More  noble  than  that  runagate  to  your  bed ; 
And  will  continue  faft  to  your  aflfedion. 
Still  clofe,  as  fure, 

Jmo.  What  ho,  Pifanio  ! 

Iach.  Let  me  my  fervice  tender  on  your  lips. 

Imo.  Away  ! — I  do  condemn  mine  ears,  that  have 
So  long  attended  thee — ^If  thou  wert  honourable, 
Thou  would'ft  have  told  this  tale  for  virtue,  not 
For  fuch  an  end  thou  feek'ft  ;  as  bafe,  as  flaange. 
Thou  wrong'ft  a  gentleman,  who  is  as  far 
From  thy  report,  as  thou  from  honour  j  and 
Solicit'ft  here  a  lady,  that  difdains 
Thee  and  the  devil  alike. — What  ho,  Pifanio  ! — 
The  king  my  father  (hall  be  made  acquainted 
Of  thy  aflault :  if  he  Ihall  think  it  fit, 
A  faucy  ftranger,  in  his  court,  to  mart 
As  in  a  Romifh  flew,  and  to  expound 
His  beaflly  mind  to  us ;  he  hath  a  court 
He  little  cares  for,  and  a  daughter  whom 
He  not  refpeds  at  all— What  ho,  Pifanio  !_ 

Iach.  O  happy  Leonatus  !  I  may  fay  ; 
The  credit,  that  thy  lady  hath  of  thee, 
Deferves  thy  trufl ;  and  thy  mofl  perfedk  goodaefs 
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^er  affur'd  credit ! — Blefled  live  you  long  ! 

\  lady  to  the  worthieft  fir,  that  ever 

l^ountry  caird  his  !  and  you  his  miftrefs,  only        ^ 

"or  the  mod  worthieft  fit !  Give  me  your  pardon. 

have  fpoke  this,  to  know  if  your  affiance 
^ere  deeply  rooted  ;  and  Ihall  make  your  lord, 
rhat  which  he  is,  new  o'er  :  And  he  is  one 
['he  trueft  mannered ;  fuch  a  holy  witch, 
rhat  he  enchants  focieties  unto  him : 
■lalf  all  men's  hearts  are  his. 

Imo.  You  make  amends. 

Iach.  He  fits  'mongft  men,  like  a  defcended  god  : 
le  hath  a  kind  of  honour  fets  him  off, 
tfore  than  a  mortal  feeming.     Be  not  angry, 
tfoft  mighty  princefs,  that  I  have  adventured 
To  try  your  taking  a  falfe  report ;  which  hath 
ionour'd  with  confirmation  your  great  judgement 
n  the  eledion  of  a  fir  fo  rare, 
^ich  you  know,  cannot  err  :  The  love  I  bear  him 
^ade  me  to  fan  you  thus ;  but  the  gods  made  you, 
Jnlike  all  others,  chafflefs.  Pray,  your  pardon,     [yours. 

Imo.  Alps  well,  fir :  Take  my  power  i'  the  court  for 

Iach.  My  humble  thanks.     I  had  almoft  forgot 
^o  entreat  your  grace  but  in  a  fmall  requeft, 
Lnd  yet  of  moment  too,  for  it  concerijs 
"our  lord ;  myfelf,  and  other  noble  friends, 
u-e  partners  in  the  bufinefs. 

Imo.  Pray,  what  is't  ? 

Iach.  Some  dozen  Romans  of  us,  and  your  lord, 
The  beft  feather  of  our  wing)  have  mingled  fums, 
^o  buy  a  prefent  for  the  emperor ; 
Vliich  I,  the  fador  for  the  red,  have  done 
a  France  :  'Tis  plate,  of  rare  device ;  and  jewels, 

E  e  iiij 
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Of  rich  and  exquifite  form  ;  their  values  great ; 
And  I  am  fomething  curious,  being  ilrange. 
To  have  them  in  fafe  ftowage  j  May  it  pleafe  you 
To  take  them  in  protedion  ? 

Imo.  WiUingly ; 
And  pawn  mine  honour  for  their  fafety :  fince 
My  lord  hath  intereft  in  them,  I  will  keep  them 
In  my  bed-chamber. 

Iach.  They  are  in  a  trunk, 
Attended  by  my  men :  I  will  make  bold 
To  fend  them  to  you,  only  for  this  night ; 
I  muft  aboard  to-morrow. 

Imo.  O,  no,  no. 

Iach.  Yes,  I  befeech  ;  or  I  flball  fhort  my  word, 
By  lengthening  my  return.     From  Gallia 
I  crofs'd  the  feas  on  purpofe,  and  on  promife 
To  fee  your  grace. 

Imo.  I  thank  you  for  your  pains ; 
But  not  away  to-morrow  ? 

Iach.  O,  I  muft,  madam  : 
Therefore,  I  fliall  befeech  you,  if  you  pleafe 
To  greet  your  lord  with  writing,  do't  to-night : 
I  have  outftood  my  time  ;  which  is  material 
To  the  tender  of  our  prefent. 

Imo.  I  will  write. 
Send  your  trunk  to  me ;  it  fhall  fafe  be  kept, 
And  truly  yielded  you :  You  are  very  welcome.    [£«* 


ACT  IL 
SCENE  I.    Court  before  Ctmbelinb^s  Palace. 
Enter  Clotejv,  and  two  Lords. 

Clo.  Was  there  ever  man  had  fuch  luck !  when 
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the  jack  upon  an  up-caft,  to  be  hit  away  !  I  had  a 
red  pound  on't :  And  then  a  whorefon  jackanapes 
take  me  up  for  fwearing ;  as  if  I  borrowed  mine 
of  him,  and  might  not  fpend  them  at  my  pleafurew 
.ORD.  What  got  he  by  that  ?  You  have  broke  his 
with  your  bowl. 

-o-RJD.  If  his  wit  had  been  like  him  that  broke  it,  it 
i  have  run  all  out.  [^Jide. 

0.  When  a  gentleman  is  difpofed  to  fwear,  it  is  not 
ly  ftanders-fby  to  curtail  his  oaths :  Ha  ? 
jOrd.  No,  my  lord ;  nor  [AJideJ^  crop  the  ears  of 

.  Whorefon  dog ! — I  give  him  fatisfadion?  'Would, 
d  been  one  of  my  rank ! 

[sORD.  To  have  fmelt  like  a  fool.  [Afide^ 

0.  I  am  not  more  vex'd  at  any  thing  in  the  earth, — 
X  on't !  I  had  rather  not  be  fo  noble  as  I  am  ;  they 
not  fight  with  me,  becaufe  of  the  queen  my  mo-i 

every  jack-flave  hath  his  belly  full  of  fighting,  and 
il  go  up  and  down  Hke  a  cock  that  no  body  can 
ti. 
\oRD.  You  are  cock  and  capon  too  j  and  you  crow, 

with  your  comb  on.  [^AJidc. 

0.  Sayeft  thou  ? 
\0RD.  It  is  not  fit,  your  lordfhip  fhould  imdertake 

companion  that  you  give  offence  to. 
0.  No,  I  know  that :  but  it  is  fit,  I  fliould  commit 
:e  to  my  inferiors. 

\0RD.  Ay,  it  is  fit  for  your  lordfhip  only. 
3.  Why,  fo  I  fay. 
\0RD.  Did  you  hear  of  a  ftranger,  that's  come  to 

to-night  ? 
%  A  ftranger  !  and  I  not  know  on't ! 
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2  Lord.  He's  a  flrange  fellow  himfelf,  and  knows  it 
not.  [/ijide. 

I  Lord.  There's  an  Italian  come ;  and,  'tis  thought, 
one  of  Leonatus'  friends. 

Clo.  Leonatus  !  a  banifh'd  rafcal ;  and  he's  another, 
whatfoever  he  be.     Who  told  you  of  this  flranger  ? 

I  Lord.  One  of  your  lordfhip's  pages. 

Clo.  Is  it  fit,  I  went  to  look  upon  him  ?  Is  there  no 
derogation  in't  ? 

1  Lord.  You  cannot  derogate,  my  lord. 
Clo.  Not  eafily,  I  think. 

2  Lord.  You  are  a  fool  granted ;  therefore  your  iffuci 
being  foolifh,  do  not  derogate.  [Af^ 

Clo.  Come,  Til  go  fee  this  Italian :  What  I  have  loft 
to-day  at  bowls,  Til  win  to-night  of  him.     Come,  go. 

2  Lord.  Til  attend  your  lordfliip.-  [Ex.  CLO.andiLou^ 
That  fuch  a  crafty  devil  as  is  his  mother 
Should  yield  the  world  this  afs  !  a  woman,  that 
Bears  all  down  with  her  brain  ;  and  this  her  fon 
Cannot  take  two  from  twenty  for  his  heart. 
And  leave  eighteen.     Alas,  poor  princefs. 
Thou  divine  Imogen,  what  thou  endur'ft  ! 
Betwixt  a  father  by  thy  ftep-dame  govem'd  ; 
A  mother  hourly  coining  plots ;  a  wooer. 
More  hateful  than  the  foul  expulfion  is 
Of  thy  dear  hufband,  than  that  horrid  ad 
Of  the  divorce  he'd  make !  The  heavens  hold  firm 
The  walls  of  thy  dear  honour ;  keep  unihak'd 
That  temple,  thy  fair  mind  ;  that  thou  may 'ft  (land,* 
To  enjoy  thy  banifh'd  lord,  and  this  great  land !    [jEw/. 


^ 


SCENE  II.    A  Bed-chamber  ;  in  one  part  of  it  a  fru^k. 
Imogen  rtading  in  her  bedi  a  Ljtpr  attauiim^ 


. 


CYMBELINE.  443 

Imo.  Who's  there  ?  my  woman  Helen  ? 

Lady.  Pleafe  you,  madam. 

Imo.  What  hour  is  it  ? 

Lady.  Almoft  midnight,  madam.  [weak : — 

Imo.  I  have  read  three  hours  then :   mine  eyes  are 
'old  down  the  leaf  where  I  have  left  :  To  bed : 
Hake  not  away  the  taper,  leave  it  burning ; 
^d  if  thou  canft  awake  by  four  o'  the  clock, 
pr'ythee,  call  me.     Sleep  hath  feiz'd  me  wholly. 

{Exit  Lady. 
To  your  protedion  I  commend  me,  gods  ! 
rrom  fairies,  and  the  tempters  of  the  night, 
ij^uard  me,  befeech  ye  !     {Sleeps.  lACHiMO^from  the  trunk. 

Iach.  The  crickets  fing,  and  man's  o'er-labour'd  fenfe 
Repairs  itfelf  by  reft  :  Our  Tarquin  thus 
Did  foftly  prefs  the  rufhes,  ere  he  waken*d 
rhe  chaftity  he  wounded — Cytherea, 
low  bravely  thou  becom'ft  thy  bed  !  frefh  lily ! 
Vnd  whiter  than  the  fheets  !  That  I  might  touch  ! 
Jut  kifs ;  one  kifs ! — ^Rubies  unparagon'd, 
low  dearly  they  do't ! — 'Tis  her  breathing  that 
Vrfumes  the  chamber  thus :  The  flame  o'the  taper 
lows  toward  her  ;  and  would  under-peep  her  lids, 
^o  fee  the  enclofed  lights,  now  canopied 
Jnder  thefe  windows  :  White  and  azure,  lac'd 

Vith  blue  of  heaven's  own  tindl But  my  defign  ? 

^o  note  the  chamber  : I  will  write  all  down  : — 

iuch,  and  fuch,  pidures  ; — There  the  window : Such 

the  adornment  of  her  bed ; — The  arras,  figures, 
iVhy,  fuch,  and  fuch  :t— And  the  contents  o'the  ftory, — 
\h,  but  fome  natural  notes  about  her  body, 
Ibove  ten  thoufand  meaner  moveables 
^ould  teftify,to  enrich  mine  inventory : 
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O  fleep,  thou  ape  of  death,  lie  dull  upon  her  ! 

And  be  her  fenfe  but  as  a  monument. 

Thus  in  a  chapel  lying  ! — Come  off,  come  off  ;-«- 

[Taiin^  offber  bracek 
As  flippery,  as  the  Gordian  knot  was  hard ! — 
Tis  mine  ;  and  this  will  witnefs  outwardly. 
As  ftrongly  as  the  confcience  docs  within. 
To  the  madding  of  her  lord.     On  her  left  bread 
A  mole  cinque-fpotted,  like  the  crimfon  drops 
I'the  bottom  of  a  cowflip :  Here's  a  voucher. 
Stronger  than  ever  law  could  make  :  this  fecret 
Will  force  him  think  I  have  picked  the  lock,  and  ta'cn 
The  treafure  of  her  honour.     No  more._To  what  end! 
Why  fhould  I  write  this  down,  that's  riveted, 
Screw'd  to  my  memory  !  She  hath  been  reading  kte 
The  tale  of  Tereus ;  here  the  leaTs  tum'd  down, 
Where  Philomel  gave  up ; — I  have  enough : 
To  the  trunk  again,  and  (hut  the  fpring  of  it. 
Swift,  fwift,  you  dragons  of  the  night! — ^that  dawning 
May  bare  the  raven's  eye :  I  lodge  in  fear  ; 
Though  this  a  heavenly  angel,  hell  is  here.  {Clock  Jlriku 
One,  two,  three, — Time,  time ! 

{Goes  into  the  trunk,     Tbefcene  cbfa 

SCENE  IIJ.   An  Antecbamher  adjoining  Imogen's 

Apartment. 

Enter  Cioten  and  Lords. 

I  Lord.  Your  lordfliip  is  the  mod  patient  man  inkA 

the  moft  coldeft  that  ever  tum'd  up  ace. 

Clo.  It  would  make  any  man  cold  to  lofe.  i 

T  Lord.  But  not  every  man  patient  after  the  nohfc 

temper  of  your  lordfhip ;  You  are  moft  hot,  and  furio* 

y^hen  you  win. 
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Clo.  Winning  will  put  any  man  into  courage  :    If  I 
could  get  this  foolifh  Imogen,  I  fhould  have  gold  enough: 
It's  almoll  morning,  is't  not  ? 
I  Lord.  Day,  my  lord. 

Clo.  I  would  this  mufick  would  come  :  I  am  advifed 
to  give  her  mufick  o'  mornings ;  they  fay,  it  will  pene- 
trate. 

Enter  Muficians. 
Come  on ;  tune :  If  you  can  penetrate  her  with  your 
fingering,  fo  ;  we'll  try  with  tongue  too  :  if  none  will 
do,  let  her  remain  ;  but  I'll  never  give  o'er.  Firft,  a 
very  excellent  good-conceited  thing  ;  after,  a  wonderful 
jp^eet  air,  with  admirable  rich  words  to  it, — and  then  let 
Lcr  confider. 

SONG. 
Hark  !  bark  !  the  lark  at  beaverfs  gatejings^ 

And  Pbabus  ^gins  arife, 
Hisjleeds  to  water  at  tbofefprings 
On  cbalic*d  flowers  tbat  lies ; 
And  winking  Mary^buds  begin 

To  ope  their  golden  eyes ;  .     ^ 

With  every  thing  that  pretty  bin : 
My  ladyjweety  arife  ; 
Arife^  arife. 
So,  get  you  gone  :  If  this  penetrate,  I  will  confider  your 
tnujQck  the  better :    if  it  do  not,  it  is  a  vice  in  her  ears, 
which  horfe-hairs,  and  cats-guts,  nor  the  voice  of  un- 
|»aved  eunuch  to  boot,  can  never  amend. 

\Exeunt  Muficians, 
Enter  Ctmbeline  and  Severn. 
a  Lord.  Here  comes  the  king. 

Clo.  I  am  glad,  I  was  up  fo  late  ;  for  that's  the  reafon 
I  was  up  fo  early :  He  cannot  choofe  but  take  this  fcr- 
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vice  I  have  done,  fatherly. — Good  morrow  to  your  ma- 
jefty,  and  to  my  gracious  mother. 

CrM.  Attend  you  here  the  door  of  our  flcm  daughter? 
Will  fhe  not  forth  ? 

Clo.  I  have  aflail'd  her  with  muiick,  but  fhe  vouch- 
fafes  no  notice. 

CrM.  The  exile  of  her  minion  is  too  new ; 
She  hath  not  yet  forgot  him  :  fome  more  time 
Mud  wear  the  print  of  his  remembrance  out. 
And  then  fhe's  yours. 

^EEN.  You  are  nioft  bound  to  the  king ; 
Who  lets  go  by  no  Vantages,  that  may 
Prefer  you  to  his  daughter  :  Frame  yourfelf 
To  orderly  folicits  ;  and  be  friended 
With  aptnefs  of  the  feafon  :  make  denials 
Increafe  your  fervices  :  So  feem,  as  if 
You  were  infpir'd  to  do  thofe  duties  which 
You  tender  to  her  ;  that  you  in  all  obey  her. 
Save  when  command  to  your  difmiffion  tends. 
And  therein  you  are  fenfelcfs. 

Clo.  Senfelefs  ?  not  fo. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mes.  So  like  you,  fir,  ambafladors  from  Rome ; 
The  one  is  Caius  Lucius. 

CrM.  A  worthy  fellow, 
Albeit  he  comes  on  angry  purpofe  now ; 
But  that's  no  fault  of  his  :  We  mufl  receive  him 
According  to  the  honour  of  his  fender  ; 
And  towards  himfelf  his  goodnefs  forefpent  on  us 

We  mufl  extend  our  notice Our  dear  fon. 

When   you  have   given  good  morning  to  your  Toii- 

trefs. 
Attend  the  queen,  and  us ;  we  fhall  have  need 
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employ  you  towards  this  Roman, — Come,  our  queen. 
[Exeunt  Cym.  S^jjeen^  Lords,  and  Mess. 
LO.  If  fhe  be  up,  Fll  fpeak  with  her  ;  if  not, 
her  lie  ftill,  and  dream. — By  your  leave,  ho  ! — 

[Knocis. 
ow  her  women  are  about  her  ;  What 
do  line  one  of  their  hands  ?  'Tis  gold 
ch  buys  admittance  ;  oft  it  doth ;  yea,  and  makes 
la's  rangers  falfe  thcmfelves,  yield  up 
ir  deer  to  the  ftand  of  the  ftealer :  and  'tis  gold 
ch  makes  the  true  man  kill'd,  and  faves  the  thief; 
,  fometime,  hangs  both  thief  and  true  man  :  What 
it  not  do,  and  undo  ?  I  will  make 
of  her  women  lawyer  to  me  ;  for 
:  not  underftand  the  cafe  myfelf. 
^our  leave.  IKmcks. 

Enter  a  Ljdy. 
ADr.  Who's  there,  that  knocks  ? 
:o.  A  gentleman. 
ADT.  No  more  ? 

10.  Yes,  and  a  gentlewoman's  fon. 
ADr.  That's  more 

a  feme,  whofe  tailors  are  as  dear  as  yours, 
juftly  boaft  of:  What's  your  lordfhip's  pleafure  ? 
10.  Your  lady's  perfon  :  Is  fhe  ready  ? 
ADY.  Ay, 

Lcep  her  chamber. 

10.  There's  gold  for  you  ;  fell  me  your  good  report. 
ADY.  How  !  my  good  name  ?  or  to  report  of  you 
It  I  (hall  think  is  good  ? — The  princefs — 

Enter  Imogen. 
10.  Good-morrow,  faireft  filler  :  Your  fweet  hand. 
10.  Good-morrow,  fir :    You  lay  out  too  much  pains 
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For  purchafing  but  trouble :  the  thanks  I  givcf. 
Is  telling  you  that  I  am  poor  of  thanks, 
And  fcarce  can  fpare  them. 

Clo^  Still,  I  fwear,  I  love  you. 

Imo.  If  you  but  faid  fo,  'twere  as  deep  with  me : 
If  you  fwear  Hill,  your  recompence  is  ftill 
That  I  regard  it  not. 

Clo.  This  is  no  anfwer. 

Imo.  But  that  you  fhall  not  fay  I  yield,  being  filent, 
I  would  not  fpeak.     I  pray  you,  fpare  me  :  'faith, 
I  (hall  unfold  equal  difcourtefy 
To  your  bed  kindnefs  :  one  of  your  great  knowing 
Should  learn,  being  taught,  forbearance. 

Clo.  To  leave  you  in  your  madnefs,  *twere  my  fin: 
I  will  not. 

Imo.  Fools  are  not  mad  folks. 

Clo.  Do  you  call  me  fool  ? 

Imo.  As  I  am  mad,  I  do : 
If  you'll  be  patient,  V\\  no  more  be  mad  ; 
That  cures  us  both.     I  am  much  forry,  fir. 
You  put  me  to  forget  a  lady's  manners. 
By  being  fo  verbal :  and  learn  now,  for  all. 
That  I,  which  know  my  heart,  do  here  pronounce, 
By  the  very  truth  of  it,  I  care  not  for  you  ; 
And  am  fo  near  the  lack  of  charity, 
(To  accufe  myfelf)  I  hate  you  :  which  I  had  rather 
You  felt,  than  make't  my  boaft. 

Clo.  You  fin  againfl: 
Obedience,  which  you  owe  your  father.     For 
The  contrad  you  pretend  with  that  bafe  wretch, 
(One,  bred  of  alms,  and  fofter'd  with  cold  difhes. 
With  fcraps  o'  the  court,)  it  is  no  contrad,  none : 
And  though  it  be  allow'd  in  meaner  parties, 
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who,  than  he,  more  mean  ?)  to  knit  their  fouls 
whom  there  is  no  more  dependency 
Drats  and  beggary)  in  felf-figur'd  knot ; 
row  are  curb'd  from  that  enlargement  by 
confequence  o'  the  crown ;  and  muft  not  foil 
precious  note  of  it  with  a  bafe  Have, 
Iding  for  a  livery,  a  fquire's  cloth, 
ntler,  not  fo  eminent. 
0.  Profane  fellow  ! 

:  thou  the  fon  of  Jupiter,  and  no  more, 
vhat  thou  art,  befides,  thou  wert  too  bafe 
e  his  groom :  thou  wert  ^gnified  enough, 
to  the  point  of  envy,  if  t 'were  made 
parative  for  your  virtues,  to  be  ftyl'd 
imder-hangman  of  his  kingdom  ;  and  hated 
)eing  preferred  fo  well. 
0.  The  fouth-fog  rot  him  ! 

0.  He  never  can  meet  more  mifchance,  than  come 
e  but  nam'd  of  thee.    His  meaneft  garment, 
ever  hath  but  clipp'd  his  body,  is  dearer, 
y  refped,  than  all  the  hairs  above  thee, 

:  they  all  made  fuch  men How  now,  Pifanio  ? 

Enter  Pisjnio. 
0.  His  garment  ?  Now,  the  devil — 
0.  To  Dorothy  my  woman  hie  thee  prefently  :— 
0.  His  garment  ? 
0.  I  am  fprighted  with  a  fool ; 
ited,  and  anger'd  worfe : — Go,  bid  my  woman 
h  for  a  jewel,  that  too  cafually 
left  mine  arm ;  it  was  thy  matter's  :  'flirew  me, 
rould  lofe  it  for  a  revenue 
y  king^s  in  Europe.    I  do  think, 
't  this  morning :  confident  i  am, 
L.V.  Ff 


45d  crMBELINjg, 

Laft  night  'twas  on  mine  arm ;  I  kifs'd  it  r 
1  hope,  it  be  not  gone,  to  tell  my  lord 
That  I  kifs  aught  but  he. 

Pis.  Twill  not  be  loft. 

iMOi  I  hope  fo :  go,  and  fearch.  [^Exit  Pisa 

Clo.  You  have  abus'd  me  :— 
His  meaneft  garment  ? 

Imo.  Ay ;  I  faid  fo,  fir. 
If  you  will  make't  an  adion,  call  witnefs  to^t. 

Clo.  I  will  inform  your  father. 

Imo.  Your  mother  too : 
She's  my  good  lady ;  and  will  conceive,  I  hope, 
But  the  worft  of  me.    So  I  leave  you,  fir, 
To  the  worft  of  difcontent.  [i 

Clo.  rU  be  revenged  :— 
His  meaneft  garment  ? — ^Well.  [i 

SCENE  IV.    Rome.    Jn  Apartment  in  Philakio' 

Houfe. 
Enter  Posthumus  and  Philario. 

Post.  Fear  it  not,  fir :  I  would,  I  were  fo  fure 
To  ^?^in  the  king,  as  I  am  bold,  her  honour 
Will  remain  hers. 

Phi.  What  means  do  you  make  to  him  ? 

Post.  Not  any  ;  but  abide  the  change  of  time; 
Quake  in  the  prefent  winter's  ftate,  and  wifti 
That  warmer  days  would  come  :  In  thefe  fear'd  hope 
I  barely  gratify  your  love ;  they  failing, 
I  muft  die  much  your  debtor. 

Phi.  Your  very  goodnefs,  and  your  company, 
O'erpayi  all  I  can  do.    By  this,  your  king 
Hath  heard  of  great  Auguftus :  Caius  Lucius 
Will  do  his  commilfion  throughly :  And,  I  think, 
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He'll  grant  the  tribute,  fend  the  arrearages, 

Dr  look  upon  our  Romans,  whofe  remembrance 

[s  yet  frefh  in  their  grief. 

Post.  I  do  believe, 
[Statift  though  I  arh  none,  nor  like  to  be,) 
rhat  this  will  prove  a  war ;  and  you  fhall  hear 
The  legions,  now  in  Gallia,  fooner  landed 
[n  our  not-fearing  Britain,  than  have  tidings 
Df  any  penny  tribute  paid.    Our  countrymen 
Are  men  more  ordered,  than  when  JuUus  Caefar 
Smil'd  at  their  lack  of  fkill,  but  found  their  courage 
Worthy  his  frowning  at :  Their  difcipline 
(Now  mingled  with  their  courages)  will  make  known 
To  their  approvers,  they  are  people,  fuch 
That  mend  upon  the  world. 

Enter  Iachimo. 

Phi.  See  !  Tachimo  ! 

Post.  The  fwifteft  harts  have  pofted  you  by  land; 
And  winds  of  all  the  corners  kifs'd  your  fails, 
To  make  your  veflel  nimble. 

Phi.  Welcome,  dr. 

Post.  I  hope,  the  briefnefs  of  your  anfwer  made 
The  fpeedinefs  of  your  return. 

Iach.  Your  lady 
s  one  the  faireft  that  T  have  look'd  upon. 

Post.  And,  therewithal,  the  bed ;  or  let  her  beauty 
L^ok  through  a  cafement  to  allure  falfe  hearts, 
^nd  be  falfe  with  them. 

Iach.  Here  are  letters  for  you. 

Post.  Their  tenour  good,  I  truft. 

Iach.  'Tis  very  like. 

Phi.  Was  Caius  Lucius  in  the  Britain  court, 
Vhen  you  were  there  ? 

Ffij 
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Iach.  He  was  expeded  then, 
But  not  approach'd. 

Post.  All  is  well  yet. — 
Sparkles  this  ftone  as  it  was  wont  ?  or  is*t  not 
Too  dull  for  your  good  wearing  ? 

Iach.  If  I  have  loft  it, 
I  fliould  have  loft  the  worth  of  it  in  gold- 
I'll  make  a  journey  twice  as  far,  to  enjoy 
A  fecond  night  of  fuch  fweet  ftiortnefs,  which 
Was  mine  in  Britain ;  for  the  ring  is  won. 

Post,  The  ftone's  too  hard  to  come  by. 

Iach.  Not  a  whit, 
Your  lady  being  fo  eafy. 

Post.  Make  not,  (ir. 
Your  lofs  your  fport :  I  hope,  you  know  that  we 
Muft  not  continue  friends. 

Iach.  Good  fir,  we  muft. 
If  you  keep  covenant :  had  I  not  brought 
The  knowledge  of  your  miftrefs  home,  I  grant 
We  were  to  queftion  further  :  But  I  now 
Profefs  myfelf  the  winner  of  her  honour, 
Together  with  your  ring ;  and  not  the  wronger 
Of  her,  or  you,  having  proceeded  but 
By  both  your  wills. 

Post.  If  you  can  make't  apparent 
That  you  have  tafted  her  in  bed,  my  hand, 
And  ring,  is  yours :  If  not,  the  foul  opinion 
You  had  ot  her  pure  honour,  gains,  or  lofes. 
Your  fword,  or  mine ;  or  mafterlefs  leaves  both 
To  who  fhall  find  them. 

Iach.  Sir,  my  circumftances, 
Being  fo  near  the  truth,  as  I  will  make  them, 
Muft  firft  induce  you  to  believe :  whofe  ftrength 
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will  confirm  with  oath ;  which,  I  doubt  not, 
ou'll  give  me  leave  to  fpare,  when  you  fliall  find 
ou  need  it  not. 

Post.  Proceed. 

Iach.  Firft,  her  bed-chamber, 
WTiere,  I  confefs,  I  flept  not ;  but,  profefs, 
[ad  that  was  well  worth  watching,)  It  was  hang'd 
^ith  tapeftry  of  filk  and  filver ;  the  ftory 
roud  Cleopatra,  when  fhe  met  her  Roman, 
^d  Cydnus  fwelPd  above  the  banks,  or  for 
lie  prefs  of  boats,  or  pride :  A  piece  of  work 
o  bravely  done,  fo  rich,  that  it  did  ftrive 
n  workmanftiip,  and  value  ;  which,  I  wondered, 
jQuld  be  fo  rarely  and  exadly  wrought, 
iince  the  true  life  on't  was 

Post.  This  is  true ; 
\nd  this  you  might  have  heard  of  here,  by  me, 
>r  by  fome  other. 

Iach.  More  particulars 
Muft  juftify  my  knowledge. 

Post.  So  they  muft, 
)r  do  your  honour  injury. 

Iach.  The  chimney 
5  ibuth  the  chamber ;  and  the  chimney-piece, 
Ihaile  Dian,  bathing :  never  faw  I  figures 
o  likely  to  report  themfelves  :  the  cutter 
Vas  as  another  nature,  dumb ;  outwent  her, 
lotion  and  breath  left  out. 

Post.  This  is  a  thing, 
Vhich  you  might  from  relation  likewife  reap ; 
being,  as  it  is,  much  fpoke  of. 

Iach.  The  roof  o'the  chamber 
Vith  golden  cherubims  is  fretted :  Her  andirons 

Ffiij 
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(I  had  forgot  them)  were  two  winking  Cupids 
Of  filver,  each  on  one  foot  {landing,  nicely- 
Depending  on  their  brands. 

Post.  This  is  her  honour  ! — 
Let  it  be  granted,  you  have  feen  all  this,  (and  praife 
Be  given  to  your  remembrance,)  the  defcription 
Of  what  is  in  her  chamber,  nothing  faves 
The  wager  you  have  laid. 

Iach.  Then,  if  you  can,  [PuUing  out  the  braceh 

Be  pale ;  I  beg  but  leave  to  air  this  jewel :  See  !— 
And  now  'tis  up  again :  It  rauft  be  married 
To  that  your  diamond,  I'll  keep  them. 

Post.  Jove ! — 
Once  more  let  me  behold  it :  Is  it  that 
Which  I  left  with  her  ? 

LiCH.  Sir,  (I  thank  her,)  that : 
She  ftripp-d  it  from  her  arm  ;  I  fee  her  yet ; 
Her  pretty  adlion  did  out  fell  her  gift. 
And  yet  enrich'd  it  too :  She  gave  it  me,  and  faid. 
She  priz'd  it  once. 

Post.  May  be,  fhe  pluck'd  it  off, 
To  fend  it  me. 

Iach.  She  writes  fo  to  you  ?  doth  fhe  ? 

Post.  Q,  no,  no,  no  ;  'tis  true.     Here,  take  this  too; 

{GivfstberP^ 
It  is  a  bafilifk  unto  mine  eye. 
Kills  me  to  look  on*t : — Let  there  be  no  honour, 
"Where  there  is  beauty  ;  truth,  where  femblance ;  love, 
Where  there's  another  man :  The  vows  of  women 
Of  no  more  bondage  be,  to  where  they  are  made. 
Than  they  are  to  their  virtues  ;  which  is  nothing  ^ 
O,  above  meafure  falfe  !* 

Phu  Have  patience,  fir, 
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And  take  your  ring  again ;  'tis  not  yet  won : 
[t  may  be  probable,  flie  loft  it ;  or, 
Who  knows  if  one  of  her  women,  being  corrupted, 
tiath  ftolen  it  from  her. 

Post.  Very  true  ; 
And  fo,  I  hope,  he  came  by't : — Back  my  ring  ; — 
ilender  to  me  fome  corporal  lign  about  her. 
More  evident  than  this  ;  for  this  was  ftolen/ 

IjiCH.  By  Jupiter,  I  had  it  from  her  arm. 

Post.  Hark  you,  he  fwears ;  by  Jupiter  he  fwears. 
Tis  true ; — nay,  keep  the  ring — 'tis  true  :  I  am  fure 
5he  would  not  lofe  it :  her  attendants  are 
All  fworn,  and  honourable  : — They  induc'd  to  fteal  it ! 
And  by  a  ftranger  ? — No  ;  he  hath  enjoy'd  her  : 
rhe  cognizance  of  her  incontinency 
Isthis, — ftie  hath  bought  the  name  of  whore  thus  dearly.--*- 
rhere,  take  thy  hire  ;  and  all  the  fiends  of  hell 
Divide  themfelves  between  you  ! 

Phi.  Sir,  be  patient  : 
Phis  is  not  ftrong  enough  to  be  believ'd 
Of  one  perfuaded  well  of 

Post.  Never  talk  on't : 
5he  hath  been  coked  by  him. 

IjICH.  If  you  feek 
J'or  further  fatisfying,  under  her  breaft 
'Worthy  the  prefling,)  lies  a  mole,  right  proud 
!)f  that  moft  delicate  lodging  :  By  my  life, 
!  kifs'd  it ;  and  it  gave  me  prefent  hunger 
To  feed  again,  though  full.     You  do  remember 
rhis  ftain  upon  her  ? 

Post.  Ay,  and  it  doth  confirm 
\nother  ftain,  as  big  as  hell  can  hold, 
A^ere  there  no  more  but  it. 

Ff  iiij 
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Iach.  Will  you  hear  more  ? 

Post.  Spare  your  arithmetick  :  never  count  the  turns; 
Once,  and  a  million ! 

Iach.  Til  be  fworn, 

Post.  No  fwearing. 
If  you  will  Twear  you  have  not  done't,  you  lie  ; 
And  I  will  kill  thee,  if  thou  doft  deny 
Thou  haft  made  me  cuckold. 

Iach.  i  will  deny  nothing. 

Post.  O,  that  I  had  her  here,  to  tear  her  limb-meal! 
I  will  go  there,  and  do't ;  i'the  court  j  before 
Her  father : — I'll  do  fomething [Exit. 

Phi.  Quite  befides 
The  government  of  patience ! — You  have  won  : 
Let's  follow  him,  and  pervert  the  prefent  wrath 
He  .hath  againft  himfelf. 

Iach.  \\  ith  all  my  heart.  [Exent. 

SCENE  V.    The  fame.     Another  Room  in  the  fame. 
Enter  Posthvmus. 
Post.  Is  there  no  way  for  men  to  be,  but  women 
Muft  be  half-workers  ?  We  are  baftards  all ; 
And  that  moft  venerable  man,  which  I 
D  d  call  my  father,  was  I  know  not  where 
When  I  was  ftamp'd  ;  fome  coiner  with  his  tools 
Made  me  a  counterfeit :  Yet  my  mother  feem'd 
The  Dian  of  that  time  :  fo  doth  my  wife 
The  nonpareil  of  this.-^O  vengeance,  vengeance ! 
Me  of  my  lawful  pleafure  Ihe  reftrain'd. 
And  pray'd  me,  ofi,  forbearance  :  did  it  with 
A  pudency  fo  rofy,  the  fweet  view  on't 
Might  well  have  warm'd  old  Saturn ;  that  I  thought  ha 
As  chufte  as  unfunn'd  fnow  :-r— O,  all  the  devils !— 
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This  yellow  lachimo,  in  an  hour, — ^was't  not  ? — 

Dr  lefs, — at  firft  :  Perchance  he  fpoke  not ;  but, 

Like  a  full-acorn'd  boar,  a  German  one, 

Cry'd,  ob  !  and  mounted  :  found  no  oppofition 

But  what  he  look'd  for  fhould  oppofe,  and  fhe 

Should  from  encounter  guard.     Could  I  find  out 

The  woman's  part  in  me  !  For  there's  no  motion 

That  tends  to  vice  in  man,  but  I  affirm 

[t  is  the  woman's  part :  Be  it  lying,  note  it, 

Fhe  woman's ;  flattering,  hers ;  deceiving,  hers ; 

Luft  and  rank  thoughts,  hers,  hers  ;  revenges,  hers ; 

Ajnbitions,  covetings,  change  of  prides,  diidain, 

^ice  longings,  flanders,  mutability, 

k\\  faults  that  may  be  nam'd,  nay,  that  hell  knows, 

Wliy,  hers,  in  part,  or  all ;  but,  rather,  all : 

^'or  ev'n  to  vice 

rhey  are  not  conftant,  but  are  changing  ftill 

Dne  vice,  but  of  a  minute  old,  for  one 

^ot  half  fo  old  as  that.     I'll  write  againft  them, 

Oeteft  them,  curfe  them  : — Yet  'tis  greater  fkill 

n  a  true  hate,  to  pray  they  have  their  will : 

rhe  very  devils  cannot  plague  them  better.  [Exit. 


act:  III. 
SCENE  I.    Britain.   A  Room  of  State  in  Ctmb  el  ine^s 

Palace, 
^nter  CtmbelinEj  ^een,  Cloten,  and  Lords,  at 
one  door;  and  at  another,   Caius  Lucius,  and  At  ten-- 
dants. 

Cym.  Now  lay,  what  would  Auguftus  Caefar  with  us  ? 
Luc.  When  Julius  Caefar  (whofe  remembrance  yet 
ives  in  men's  eyes  j  and  will  to  ears^  and  tongues. 
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Be  theme,  and  hearing  ever,)  was  in  this  Britain, 
And  conquered  it,  Caflibelan,  thine  uncle, 
(Famous  in  Caefar^s  praifes,  no  whit  lefs 
Than  in  his  feats  deferving  it,)  for  him. 
And  his  fucceflion,  granted  Rome  a  tribute. 
Yearly  three  thoufand  pounds  ;  which  by  thee  lately 
Is  left  untender'd. 

^EEN.  And,  to  kill  the  marvel. 
Shall  be  fo  ever. 

Clo.  There  be  many  Caefars, 
Ere  fuch  another  Julius.     Britain  is 
A  world  by  itfelf ;  and  we  will  nothing  pay. 
For  wearing  our  own  nofes. 

^UEEN.  That  opportunity, 
Which  then  they  had  to  take  from  us,  to  refume 
We  have  again. — Remember,  fir,  my  liege. 
The  kings  your  anceftors  ;  together  with 
The  natural  bravery  of  your  ifle  ;  which  (lands 
As  Neptune^s  park,  ribbed  and  paled  in 
With  rocks  unfcaleable,  and  roaring  waters  ; 
With  fands,  that  will  not  bear  your  enemies'  boats, 
But  fuck  them  up  to  the  top-maft.    A  kind  of  conquc; 
Csefar  made  here  ;  but  made  not  here  his  brag 
Of,  ca?nc,  ^nd/azVy  and  overcame :  with  (hame 
(The  firft  that  ever  touch'd  him,)  he  was  carried 
From  off  our  coaft,  twice  beaten  ;  and  his  fhipping, 
(Poor  ignorant  baubles !)  on  our  terrible  feas. 
Like  egg-fhells  mov*d  upon  iheir  furges,  crack'd 
As  eafily  'gainft  our  rocks  :  For  joy  whereof. 
The  fam'd  Caflibelan,  who  was  once  at  point 
(O,  giglot  fortune !)  to  mafter  Caefar's  fword. 
Made  Lud's  town  with  rejoicing  fires  bright, 
And  Britons  ftrut  with  courage. 
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Clo.  Come,  there's  no  more  tribute  to  be  paid :  Our 
ngdom  is  ftronger  than  it  was  at  that  time ;  and,  as  I 
id,  there  is  no  more  fuch  Caefars  ;  other  of  them  may 
ive  crook'd  nofes;  but,  to  owe  fuch  ftraight  arms,  none. 

Cym.  Son,  let  your  mother  end. 

Clo.  We  have  yet  many  among  us  can  gripe  as  hard 

Caflibelan:  I  do  not  fay,  I  am  one ;  but  I  have  a  hand. 
-Why  tribute  ?  why  fhould  we  pay  tribute  ?  If  Caefar 
m  hide  the  fun  from  us  with  a  blanket,  or  put  the 
lOon  in  his  pocket,  we  will  pay  him  tribute  for  light ; 
fe,  fir,  no  more  tribute,  pray  you  now, 

CrM.  You  muft  know, 
ill  the  injurious  Romans  did  extort 
his  tribute  from  us,  we  were  free  :  Caefar's  ambition, 
^Vhich  fweird  fo  much,  that  it  did  ahnoft  ftretch 
he  fides  o'  the  world,)  againfl  all  colour,  here 
id  put  the  yoke  upon  us ;  which  to  fhake  off, 
ecomes  a  warlike  people,  whom  we  reckon 
urfelves  to  be.     We  do  fay  then  to  Caefar, 
ur  anceflor  was  that  Mulmutius,  which 
rdain-d  our  laws  ;  (whofe  ufe  the  fword  of  Caefar 
:ath  too  much  mangled ;  whofe  repair,  and  franchife, 
lall,  by  the  power  we  hold,  be  our  good  deed, 
hough  Rome  be  therefore  angry ;)  Mulmutius, 
^o  was  the  firfl  of  Britain,  which  did  put 
lis  brows  within  a  golden  crqwn,  and  caU'd 
[imfelf  a  king. 

Luc.  I  am  forry,  Cymbeline, 
hat  I  am  to  pronounce  Auguflus  Caefar 
Zlacfar,  that  hath  more  kings  his  fervants,  than 
hyfelf  domeflick  officers,)  thine  enemy  : 
.eceive  it  from  me,  then  : — ^War,  and  confufion, 
a  Caefar's  name  pronounce  I  !gaiiift  thee:  look 
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For  fury  not  to  be  refifted  : — ^Thus  defy'd, 
I  thank  thee  for  myfelf. 

Ctm.  Thou  art  welcome,  Caius. 
Thy  Caefar  knighted  me ;  my  youth  I  fpent 
Much  under  him ;  of  him  I  gathered  honour  j 
Which  he,  to  feek  of  me  again,  perforce, 
Behoves  me  keep  at  utterance  ;  I  am  perfect, 
That  the  Panonians  and  Dalmatians,  for 
Their  liberties,  are  now  in  arms :  a  precedent 
Which,  not  to  read,  would  fliow  the  Qritons  cold : 
So  Caefar  fhall  not  find  them. 

Luc.  Let  proof  fpeak. 

Clo.  His  majefty  bids  you  welcome.  Make  pai 
with  us  a  day,  or  two,  or  longer :  If  you  feek  us  a 
wards  in  other  terms,  you  fhall  find  us  in  our  falt-\ 
girdle  :  if  you  beat  us  out  of  it,  it  is  yours  ;  if  you 
in  the  adventure,  our  crows  fhall  fare  the  better  for 
and  there's  an  end. 

Luc.  So,  fir. 

Ctm.  I  know  your  mafler's  pleafure,  and  he  m 
All  the  remain  is,  welcome.  [£x 

SCENE  IT.    Jnotber  Room  in  the  fame. 
Enter  Pisanio. 
Pis.  How  !  of  adultery  ?  Wherefore  write  you  noi 
What  monfler's  her  accufer  ? — Leonatus  ! 
O,  mafler  !  what  a  flrange  infedion 
Is  fallen  into  thy  ear  ?  What  falfe  Italian 
(As  poifonous  tongu'd,  as  handed,)  hath  prevailed 
On  thy  too  ready  hearing  ? — Difloyal  ?  No  : 
She's  punifh'd  for  her  truth  ;  and  undergoes. 
More  goddefs-like  than  wife-like,  fuch  aflaults 
As  would  take  in  fome  virtue. — O,  my  mafter ! 
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Thy  mind  to  her  is  now  as  low,  as  were 

Thy  fortunes. — How  !  that  I  fliould  murder  her  ? 

Upon  the  love,  and  truth,  and  vows,  which  I 

Have  made  to  thy  command  ? — I,  her  ? — her  blood  ? 

If  it  be  fo  to  do  good  fervice,  never 

Let  me  be  counted  ferviceable.     How  look  I, 

That  I  fhould  feem  to  lack  humanity. 

So  much  as  this  fad  come's  to  ?  Dd^t :  T'be  letter 

[Reading. 
Tiflf  Ibave/ent  ber^  by  ber  own  command 
Shall  give  tbee  opportunity : — O  damn'd  paper  ! 
Slack  as  the  ink  that's  on  thee  !  Senfelefs  bauble, 
Art  thou  a  feodary  for  this  ad,  and  look'ft 
So  virgin-like  without  ?  Lo,  here  fhe  comes. 

Enter  Imogen. 
[  am  ignorant  in  what  I  am  commanded. 

Imo.  How  now,  Pifanio  ? 

Pis.  Madam,  here  is  a  letter  from  my  lord. 

Imo.  Who  ?  thy  lord  ?  that  is  my  lord?  Leonatus  ? 
3,  leam'd  indeed  were  that  aftronomer, 
Iliat  knew  the  ftars,  as  I  his  charaders ; 
He'd  lay  the  future  open. — You  good  gods, 
Let  what  is  here  contained  relifh  of  love, 
Df  my  lord's  health,  of  his  content, — ^yet  not, 
tliat  we  two  are  afunder,  let  that  grieve  him, — 
Some  griefs  are  med'cineable  ;)  that  is  one  of  them, 
?*or  it  doth  phyfick  love  ; — of  his  content, 
\J1  but  in  that ! — Good  wax,  thy  leave  : — Bleft  be, 
^ou  bees,  that  make  thefe  locks  of  counfel !  Lovers, 
Vnd  men  in  dangerous  bonds,  pray  not  alike ; 
^ough  forfeiters  you  caft  in  prifon,  yet 
""ou  clafp  young  Cupid's  tables — Good  news,  gods! 

IReads. 
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Jujlice,  and  your  father's  wrath,  Jhotild  be  take  me  in  bis 
dominion,  could  not  hefo  cruel  to  me,  as  you,  0  the  deareji  of 
creatures,  would  not  even  renew  me  with  your  eyes.  7'ah 
notice,  that  I  am  in  Cambria,  at  Milford-Haven  :■  What  your 
own  love  will,  out  of  this ^  advife  you,  follow.  So,  be  wijhcs 
you  all  happinefs,  that  remains  loyal  to  his  vow,  and  your,  in- 
creaftng  in  love,  Leonatus  Post  humus. 

O,  for  a  horfe  with  wings  !-^Hear'ft  thou,  Pifanio  ? 
He  is  at  Milford-Haven :  Read,  and  tell  me 
How  far  'tis  thither.     If  one  of  mean  affairs 
May  plod  it  in  a  week,- why  may  not  I 
Glide  thither  in  a  day  ? — Then,  true  Pifanio, 
(Who  long'ft,  like  me,  to  fee  thy  lord  ;  who  long'ft,— » 
O,  let  me  'bate,--^but  not  like  me  : — ^yet  long'ft, — 
But  in  a  fainter  kind  : — O,  not  like  me  ; 
For  mine's  beyond  beyond,)  fay,  and  fpeak  thick, 
(Love's  counfellor  fhould  fill  the  bores  of  hearing. 
To  the  fmothering  of  the  fenfe,)  how  far  it  is 
To  this  fame  bleffed  Milford :  And^  by  the  way^ 
Tell  me  how  Wales  was  made  fo  happy,  as 
To  inherit  fuch  a  haven :  But,  firft  of  all. 
How  we  may  Ileal  from  hence ;  and,  for  the  gap 
That  we  fhall  make  in  time,  from  our  hence-going, 
And  our  return,  to  excufe  : — but  firft,  how  get  hence: 
Why  fhould  excufe  be  bom  or  e'er  begot  ? 
We'll  talk  of  that  hereafter.     Pr'ythee,  fpeak. 
How  many  fcore  of  miles  may  we  well  ride 
'Twixt  hour  and  hour  ? 

Pis*  One  fcore,  'twixt  fun  and  fun. 
Madam,  's  enough  for  you ;  and  too  much  too. 

Imo.  Why,  one  that  rode  to  his  execution,  man, 
Could  never  go  fo  flow:  I  have  heard  of  riding  wagers, 
Where  horfes  have  been  nimbler  than  the  fands 
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rhat  run  i'the  clock's  behalf: — But  this  is  foolery : — 

Do,  bid  my  woman  feign  a  ficknefs  ;  fay 

She'll  home  to  her  father:  and  provide  me,  prefently^ 

A.  riding  fuit }  no  coftlier  than  would  fit 

A  franklin's  houfewife. 

Pis.  Madam,  you're  beft  confider. 

Imo.  I  fee  before  me,  man,  nor  here,  nor  here, 
STor  what  enfues ;  but  have  a  fog  in  them, 
rhat  I  cannot  look  through.     Away,  I  pr'ythee  j 
Do  as  I  bid  thee :  There's  no  more  to  fay  j 
Acceffible  is  none  but  Milford  way.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.    Wales.  j4  mountainous  Country^  with  a  Cave. 
Enter  Belarius,  Guiderius^  and  jiRyiRAGVS. 

Bel.  a  goodly  day  not  to  keep  houfe,  with  fuch 
Whofe  roof's  as  low  as  ours  !  Stoop,  boys  :  This  gate ' 
Inflrudls  you  how  to  adore  the  heavens ;  and  bows  you 
To  morning's  holy  office :  The  gates  of  monarchs 
Are  arch'd  fo  high,  that  giants  may  jet  through 
And  keep  their  impious  turbands  on,  without 

Good  morrow  to  the  fun Hail,  thou  fair  heaven  ! 

We  houfe  i'the  rock,  yet  ufe  thee  not  fo  hardly 
As  prouder  livers  do. 

Gui.  Hail,  heaven ! 

Arf.  Hail,  heaven  I 

Bel.  Now,  for  our  mountain  fport :  Up  to  yon  hill, 
Your  legs  are  young ;  I'll  tread  thefe  flats.     Confider, 
When  you  above  perceive  me  like  a  crow, 
That  it  is  place,  which  leflens,  and  fets  off. 
And  you  may  then  revolve  what  talcs  I  have  told  you. 
Of  courts,  of  princes,  of  the  tricks  in  war  : 
This  fervice  is  not  fervice,  fo  being  done. 
But  being  fo  allow'd  :  To  apprehend  thus, 
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Draws  us  a  profit  from  all  things  we  fee : 

And  often,  to  our  comfort,  fhall  we  find 

The  fliarded  beetle  in  a  fafer  hold 

Than  is  the  fuU-wing'd  eagle.     O,  this  life 

Is  nobler,  than  attending  for  a  check  ; 

Richer,  than  doing  nothing  for  a  babe  ; 

Prouder,  than  ruftling  in  unpaid-for  filk  : 

Such  gain  the  cap  of  him,  that  makes  them  fine. 

Yet  keeps  his  book  uncrofs'd :  no  life  to  ours. 

Gvi.  Out  of  your  proof  you  fpeak :  we,  poor  unfledg' 
Have  never  wing'd  from  view  o'the  neft ;  nor  know  not 
What  air's  from  home.    Haply,  this  life  is  beft. 
If  quiet  life  be  beft  ;  fweeter  to  you, 
That  have  a  (harper  known ;  well  correfponding 
With  your  ftiflf  age :  but,  unto  us,  it  is 
A  cell  of  ignorance ;  travelling  abed ; 
A  prifon  for  a  debtor,  that  not  dares 
To  ftride  a  limit. 

Arv.  What  ftiould  we  fpeak  of, 
When  we  are  old  as  you  ?  when  we  fliall  hear 
The  rain  and  wind  beat  dark  December,  how. 
In  this  our  pinching  cave,  (hall  we  difcourfe 
The  freezing  hours  away  ?  We  have  feen  nothing  : 
We  are  beaftly  ;  fubtle  as  the  fox,  for  prey ; 
Like  warlike  as  the  wolf,  for  what  we  eat : 
Our  valour  is,  to  chace  what  flies ;  our  cage 
We  make  a  quire,  as  doth  the  prifon'd  bird. 
And  fing  our  bondage  freely. 

Bel.  How  you  fpeak  ! 
Did  you  but  know  the  city's  ufuries, 
And  felt  them  knowingly  :  the  art  o'the  court. 
As  hard  to  leave,  as  keep ;  whofe  top  to  climb 
Is  certain  falling,  or  fo  flippery,  that 
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!lie  fear's  as  bad  as  falling  :  the  toil  of  the  war, 

L  pain  that  only  feems  to  feek  out  danger 

the  name  of  fame,  and  honour  ;  which  dies  i'the  fearch ; 

Lnd  hath  as  oft  a  flanderous  epitaph, 

LS  record  of  fair  ad  ;  nay,  many  times, 

>oth  ill  deferve  by  doing  well ;  what's  worfe, 

full  court'fy  at  the  cenfure  : — O,  boys,  this  ftory 

Tie  world  may  read  in  me  :  My  body's  mark'd 

V^ith  Roman  fwords ;  and  my  report  was  once 

'irft  with  the  beft  of  note :  Cymbeline  lov'd  me  ; 

^d  when  a  foldier  was  the  theme,  my  name 

/ITas  not  far  off:  Then  was  I  as  a  tree,  v 

iVhofe  boughs  did  bend  with  fruit :  but,  in  one  night, 

\  llorm,  or  robbery,  call  it  what  you  will, 

Shook  down  my  mellow  hangings,  nay,  my  leaves. 

And  left  me  bare  to  weather. 

Gui.  Uncertain  favour ! 

Bel.  My  fault  being  nothing  (as  I  have  told  you  oft) 
But  that  two  villains,  whofe  falfe  oaths  prevaiPd 
Before  my  perfed  honour,  fwore  to  Cymbeline, 
3  was  confederate  with  the  Romans :  fo, 
Tollow'd  my  banifhment ;  and,  this  twenty  years, 
This  rock,  and  thefe  demefnes,  have  been  my  world : 
iniere  I  have  liv'd  at  honeft  freedom  ;  pay'd 
More  pious  debts  to  heaven,  than  in  all 
The  fore-end  of  my  time. — But,  up  to  the  mountains  ; 
This  is  not  hunters'  language  : — Hfe,  that  ftrikes 
The  venifon  firft,  fhall  be  the  lord  d'the  feaft  ; 
To  him  the  other  two  fliall  minifter ; 
And  we  will  fear  no  poifon,  which  attends 
Jn  place  of  greater  ftate,    I'll  meet  you  in  the  valleys. 

[Exeunt  Gui.  and  Arf. 
How  hard  it  is,  to  hide  the  fparks  of  nature  ! 

Vol.  V.  G  g 
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Thefe  boys  know  little,  they  are  fons  to  the  king ; 

Nor  Cymbeline  dreams  that  they  are  aKve.         [meanly 

They  think,  they  are  mine :  and,  though  trained  up  thtB 

I'the  cave,  wherein  they  bow,  their  thoughts  do  hit 

The  roofs  of  palaces ;  and  nature  prompts  them, 

In  fimple  and  low  things,  to  prince  it,  much 

Beyond  the  trick  of  others.    This  Polydore,— 

The  heir  of  Cymbeline  and  Britain,  whom 

The  king  his  father  calPd  Guiderius, — ^Jove ! 

When  on  my  three-foot  ftooj  I  fit,  and  tell 

The  warlike  feats  I  have  done,  his  fpirits  fly  out 

Into  my  (lory  :  fay, — Thus  mine  enemy  fell ; 

And  thus  Ifet  my  foot  on  bis  neck  ;  even  then 

The  princely  blood  flows  in  his  cheek,  he  fweats, 

Strains  his  young  nerves,  and  puts  himfelf  in  pofturc 

That  a6te  my  words.    The  younger  brother,  Cadwal, 

(Once,  Arviragus,)  in  as  like  a  figure. 

Strikes  life  into  my  fpeech,  and  fliows  much  more 

His  own  conceiving.     Hark  \  the  game  is  roused  !— 

O  Cymbeline  !  heaven,  and  my  confcience,  knows. 

Thou  didft  unjuftly  banifli  me :  whereon. 

At  three,  and  two  years  old,  I  ftole  thefe  babes  ; 

Thinking  to  bar  thee  of  fucceflion,  as 

Thou  reft'ft  me  of  my  lands.     Euriphile, 

Thou  waft  their  nurfe ;  they  took  thee  for  their  mother, 

And  every  day  do  honour  to  her  grave  r 

Myfelf,  Belarius,  that  am  Morgan  calPd, 

They  take  for  natural  father.    The  game  is  up.     [£wf. 

SCENE  IV.   Near  Milford-Haven. 
Enter  Pisanio  and  Imogen, 
Imo.  Thou  told'ftme,  when  we  caniefromhorfe,theplaoe 
Was  near  at  hand : — ^Ne*er  long'd  my  mother  fo 
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To  fee  me  firft,  as  I  have  now : — Pifanio  !  Man  J 

iVheffe  is  Pofthumus  ?  What  is  in  thy  mind, 

rhat  makes  thee  dare  thus  ?  Wherefore  breaks  that  figh 

From  the  inward  of  thee  ?  One,  but  painted  thus, 

Would  be  interpreted  a  thing  perplexed 

Beyond  felf-explicatibn :  Put  thyfelf 

[nto  a  'haviour  of  lefs  fear,  ere  wildnefs 

Vanquifh  my  flaider  fenfes.    What's  the  iriitter  ? 

Why  tender'fl  thou  that  paper  to  me,  with 

A.  look  untender  ?  If  it  be  fummer  news, 

Smile  to't  before  :  if  winterly,  thou  rieed'ft 

But  keep  that  countenance  dill. — My  hufbdnd's  hand ! 

iTiat  drug-damri'd  Italy  hath  out-craftied  him, 

And  he's  at  fome  hard  point — 5peak,  man;  thy  tongue 

May  take  oflF  fome  extremity,  which  to  read 

Would  ht  even  mortal  to  me; 

Pis.  Pleafe  ydu,  read  ; 
And  you  fhall  find  me,  wretcbed  man,  a  thing 
iTie  moft  difdain'd  of  fortune. 

Imo.  [Reads.]  Thy  mi/Irefs^  Pifanio,  hathpldfd  theftruin^ 
pet  in  my  bed;  tbe  teftimonies  tJobereof  lie  bleeding  in  me.  t 
(peak  not  out  of  weak  furmifes;  but  from  proof  asjlrong  as 
my  grief,  and  as  certain  as  I  expeB  my  revenge.  That  partf 
tbou,  Pifanio,  mts/l  aB  for  me,  if  tby  faitb  be  not  tainted 
nfitb  tbe  breacb  ofbers.  Let  tbine  own  bands  take  away  ber 
^e:  IJhallgrve  tbee  opportunities  ^2/ Milford-HaVen :  ^^ 
both  my  letter  for  tbe  purpofe :  Wbere,  if  tbou  fear  toJiHke^ 
emd  to  make  me  certain  it  is  done,  tbou  art  tbe  pandar  to  ber 
A/bonour,  and  equally  to  me  difloyaU 

Pis.  What  fhall  I  need  to  draw  my  fword  ?  the  paper 
Hath  cht  her  throat  already. — No,  'tis  llander ; 
Whofe  edge  is  Iharper  than  the  fword ;  whofe  tongue 
Outvenoms  all  the  worms  of  Nile  j  whofe  breath 
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Rides  on  the  pofting  winds,  and  doth  belie 

All  comers  of  the  world  i  kings,  queens,  and  ftate^, 

Maids,  matrons,  nay,  the  fecrets  of  the  grave 

This  viperous  flander  enters — What  cheer,  madam  ? 

Imo.  Falfe  to  his  bed  !  What  is  it,  to  be  falfe  ? 
To  lie  in  watch  there,  and  to  think  on  him  ? 
To  weep  ^twixt  clock  and  clock  ?  if  fleep  charge  natui«» 
To  break  it  with  a  fearful  dream  of  him. 
And  cry  myfelf  awake  ?  that's  falfe  to  his  bed  ? 
Is  it? 

Pis.  Alas,  good  lady  ! 

Imo.  I  falfe  ?  Thy  confcience  witnefs  :-^Iachirao, 
Thou  didft  accufe  him  of  incontinency  j 
Thou  then  look'dft  like  a  villain  ;  now,  methinks^ 
Thy  favour's  good  enough. — Some  jay  of  Jtaly, 
Whofe  mother  was  her  painting,  hath  betrayM  him : 
Poor  1  am  ftale,  a  garment  out  of  fafhion ; 
And,  for  I  am  richer  than  to  hang  by  the  walls, 
I  muft  be  ripp'd : — to  pieces  with  me  !.^-^0, 
Men's  vows  are  >romen's  traitors  !  All  goo<]  feemi^g, 
By  thy  revolt,  O  hufband,  (hall  be  thought 
Put  on  for  villainy ;  not  bom,  where't  grows ; 
But  worn,  a  bait  for  ladies. 

Pis.  Good  madam,  hear  me. 

Imo.  True  honeft  men  being  heard,  like  faUe  -^EpttSi 
Were,  in  his  time,  thought  faUe  :  and  Si&os^'$  weeping 
Did  fcandal  many  a  holy  tear  ;  took  pity 
From  moft  true  wretchednefs :  So,  thou,  Poilhumus, 
Wilt  lay  the  leaven  on  all  proper  men ; 
Goodly,  and  gallant,  fhall  be  falfe,  and  perjur*d. 
From  thy  great  fail. — Come,  fellow,  be  thou  honeft  : 
Do  thou  thy  matter's  bidding':  WheBL  thou  fee'ft  kis^    . 
A  little  witwfs  my  obedience :  Look  ! 
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'.  draw  the  fword  myfelf :  take  it  j  and  hit 
rhe  innocent  manfion  of  my  love,  toy  heart : 
fear  not ;  'tis  empty  of  all  things,  but  grief; 
Thy  matter  is  not  there  ;  who  was,  indeed, 
rhe  riches  of  it :  Do  his  bidding ;  ftrike. 
rhou  may'ft  be  valiant  in  a  better  caufe ; 
3ut  now  thou  feem'ft  a  coward. 

Pis.  Hence,  vile  inftrument  ! 
rhou  (halt  not  damn  my  hand, 

Imo.  Why,  I  muft  die ; 
\nd  if  I  do  not  by  thy  hand,  thou  art 
^o  fervant  of  thy  itiafter's :  Againft  felf-flaughter 
rhere  is  a  prohibition  fo  divine. 

That  cravens  my  weak  hand.    Come,  here's  my  heart  j 
Jomething's  afore't : — Soft,  foft ;  we'll  no  defence ; 

)bedient  as  the  fcabbard What  is  here  ? 

rhe  fcriptures  of  the  loyal  Leonatus, 
Ml  tum'd  to  herefy  ?  Away,  away, 
!3orrupters  of  my  faith !  you  (hall  no  more 
Je  flomachers  to  my  heart !  Thus  may  poor  fools 
Jelieve  falfe  teachers  :  Though  thofe  that  are  betray'd 
Do  feel  the  treafon  fharply,  yet  the  traitor 
Itands  in  worfe  cafe  of  woe. 
Vnd  thou,  Pofthiimus,  thou  that  did'ft  fet  up 
tfy  difobedience  'gainft  the  king  my  father, 
^d  make  me  put  into  contempt  the  fuits 
)f  princely  fellows,  fhalt  hereafter  find 
t  is  no  adl  of  common  paflage,  but 
\.  flrain  of  rarenefs :  and  I  grieve  myfelf, 
To  think,  when  thou  (halt  be  difedg'd  by  her 
rhat  now  thou  tir'ft  on,  how  thy  memory 
iVill  then  be  pang'd  by  me. — Pr'ythee,  defpatch  j 
rhe  lamb  entreats  the  butcher :  Where's  thy  knife  ? 
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Thou  art  too  flow  to  do  thy  matter's  bidding^ 
When  I  defire  it  too. 

Pis.  O  gracious  lady, 
Since  I  receiv'd  command  to  dp  this  buimefs, 
I  have  not  flept  one  wink. 

Imo.  Do't,  and  to  bed  then. 

Pis.  I'll  wake  mine  eyeballs  blind  firft. 

Imo.  Wherefore  then 
Didft  undertake  it  ?  Why  haft  thou  abus'd 
So  many  miles,  with  a  pretence  ?  this  place  ? 
Mine  adion,  and  thine  own  ?  our  horfes*  labour  ? 
The  time  inviting  thee  ?  the  perturb'd  courts 
For  my  being  abfent ;  whereunto  I  never 
Purpofe  return  ?  Why  haft  thou  gone  fo  fer. 
To  be  tinbent,  when  thou  haft  ta'en  thy  Hand, 
The  eleifted  deer  before  thee  ? 

Pis.  But  to  win  time 
To  lofe  fo  bad  employment :  in  the  which 
I  have  confider'd  of  a  courfe  j  Good  lady, 
Hear  me  with  patience* 

Jmo.  Talk  thy  tongue  weary ;  fpeak  : 
I  have  heard,  I  am  a  ftrumpet ;  and  mine  ear. 
Therein  falfe  ftruck,  can  take  no  greater  wound^ 
Nor  tent  to  bottom  that.    But  fpeak. 

Pis.  Then,  madam, 
I  thought  you  would  not  back  again. 

Imo.  Moft  like ; 
Bringing  me  here  to  kill  me. 

Pis.  Not  fo,  neither  : 
But  if  I  were  as  wife  as  honeft,  then 
My  purpofe  would  prove  well.    It  cannot  be. 
But  that  my  mafter  is  abus'd : 
Some  villain,  ay,  and  fingular  in  his  art. 
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3ath  done  you  both  this  curfed  injury. 

Imo.  Some  Roman  courtezan. 

Pis.  No,  on  my  life* 
^  give  but  notice  you  are  dead,  and  fend  him 
Some  bloody  fign  of  it ;  for  'tis  commanded 
\  fhould  do  fo :  You  fhall  be  mifs'd  at  court, 
ii^d  that  will  well  confirm  it. 

Imo.  Why,  good  fellow, 
iVhat  fhall  I  do  the  while  ?  where  bide  ?  How  live  ? 
Dr  in  my  life  what  comfort,  when  I  am 
[>ead  to  my  hufband  ? 

Pis.  If  you'll  back  to  the  court, — 

Imo.  No  court,  no  father ;  nor  no  more  ado 
Wixh  that  harfli,  noble,  fimple,  nothing ; 
rhat  Qoten,  whofe  love-fuit  hath  been  to  me 
\s  fearful  as  a  fiege. 

Pis.  If  not  at  court, 
rhen  not  in  Britain  muft  you  bide. 

Imo.  Where  then  ? 
Ekth  Britain  all  the  fun  that  fhines  ?  Day,  night, 
^re  they  not  but  in  Britain  ?  V  the  world's  volimic 
)ur  Britain  feems  as  of  it,  but  not  in  it ; 
II  a  great  pool,  a  fwan's  neft :  Pr'ythee,  think 
rhere's  livers  out  of  Britain. 

Pis.  I  am  moft  glad 
ifou  think  of  other  place.     The  embaflador, 
Lucius  the  Roman,  comes  to  Milford-Haven 
To-morrow :  Now,  if  you  could  wear  a  mind 
Dark  as  your  fortune  is ;  and  but  difguife 
Ihat,  which,  to  appear  itfelf,  muft  not  yet  be, 
But  by  felf-danger ;  you  fhould  tread  a  courfe 
Pretty,  and  full  of  view :  yea,  haply,  near 

Hie  reiidence  of  Poflhumys  j  fo  nigh,  at  leaft,  ^  A 
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That  though  his  adions  were  not  vilible,  yet 
Report  fhould  render  hira  hourly  to  your  car. 
As  truly  as  he  moves. 

Imo.  O,  for  fuch  means ! 
Though  peril  to  my  modefty,  not  death  on't, 
I  would  adventure. 

Pis.  Well  then,  here's  the  point  : 
You  muft  forget  to  be  a  woman ;  change 
Command  into  obedience  ;  fear,  and  nicenefs^ 
(The  handmaids  of  all  women,  or,  more  truly. 
Woman  its  pretty  felf,)  to  a  waggi(h  courage ; 
Ready  in  gibes,  quick-anfwer'd,  fancy,  and 
As  quarrellous  as  the  weafel :  nay,  you  muft 
Forget  that  rareft  treafure  of  your  cheek, 
Expofing  it  (but,  O,  the  harder  heart ! 
Alack,  no  remedy !)  to  the  greedy  touch. 
Of  common-kifling  Titan ;  and  forget 
Your  labourfome  and  dainty  trims,  wherein 
You  made  great  Juno  angry. 

Imo.  Nay,  be  brief: 
I  fee  into  thy  end,  and  am  almoft 
A  man  already. 

Pis.  Firft,  make  yourfelf  but  like  one. 
Fore-thinking  this,  I  have  already  fit, 
('Tis  in  my  cloak-bag,)  doublet,  hat,-  hofc,  all 
That  anfwer  to  them :  Would  you,  in  their  ferving, 
And  with  what  imitation  you  can  borrow 
From  youth  of  fuch  a  feafon,  'fore  noble  Lucius 
Prefent  yourfelf,  defire  his  fervice,  tell  him 
Wherein  you  are  happy,  (which  you'll  make  him  know 
If  that  his  head  have  ear  in  mufkk,)  doubcleis. 
With  joy  he  will  embrace  you ;  for  he*s  hoxK>unhle, 
And,  doubling  that,  moft  holy.    Your  means  abroad 
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a  have  me,  rich  ;  and  I  will  never  fail 
;inning,  nor  fupplyment. 
\\w.  Thou  art  all  the  comfort 
e  gods  will  diet  me  with.     Pr'ythee,  away  : 
ere's  more  to  be  confider'd ;  but  we'll  even 
that  good  time  will  give  us  :  This  attempt 
L  foldier  to,  and  will  abide  it  with 
prince's  courage.     Away,  I  pr'ythee. 
^is.  Well,  madam,  we  muft  take  a  (hprt  farewell ; 
\  being  mifs'd,  I  be  fufpeded  of 
Lir  carriage  from  the  court.     My  noble  miftrefs, 
re  is  a  box  ;  I  had  it  from  the  queen  ; 
lat's  in't  is  precious :  if  you  are  fick  at  Tea, 
ftomach-qualm'd  at  land,  a  dram  of  this 

11  drive  away  diftemper ^To  fome  ftiade, 

d  fit  you  to  your  manhood  : — May  the  gods 

•e6l  you  to  the  beft  ! 

^MO.  Amen  :  I  thank  thee.  [ExeunU 

SCENE  V.    A  Room  in  Ctmbbline's  Palace. 
Znter  Ctmbeline,  ^een,  CloteNj  Lucius^  and 

Lords. 
7rAf .  Thus  far  ;  and  fo  farewell. 
Luc.  Thanks,  royal  fir. 

emperor  hath  wrote ;  I  muft  from  hence ; 
d  am  right  forry,  that  I  muft  report  ye 

mafter's  enemy. 
7rAf.  Our  fubjedls,  fir, 
11  not  endure  his  yoke  ;  and  for  ourfelf 
fhow  lefs  fovereignty  than  they,  muft  needs 
pear  unkinglike* 
suc.  So,  fir,  I  defire  of  you 
ondud  over-land,  to  Milford-Haven.  — 
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Madam,  all  joy  befal  your  grace,  and  you  ! 

Ctm.  My  lords,  you  are  appointed  for  that  office ; 
The  due  of  honour  in  no  point  omit :— . 
So,  farewell,  noble  Lucius. 

Ljc.  Your  hand,  my  lord. 

Clo.  Receive  it  friendly :  but  from  this  time  forth 
I  wear  it  as  your  enemy. 

Luc.  Sir,  the  event 
Is  yet  to  name  the  winner :  Fare  you  well. 

Ctm.  Leave  not  the  worthy  Lucius,  good  my  lords. 
Till  he  have  crofs'd  the  Severn — Happinefs ! 

[Exeunt  Lucius^  and  Lords. 

^EEN.  He  goes  hence  frowning :  but  it  honours  us^ 
That  we  have  given  him  caufe. 

Clo.  Tis  all  the  better  ; 
Your  valiant  Britons  have  their  wifhes  in  it. 

Ctm.  Lucius  hath  wrote  already  to  the  emperor 
How  it  goes  here.     It  fits  us  therefore,  ripely. 
Our  chariots  and  our  horfemen  be  in  readinefs  : 
The  powers  that  he  already  hath  in  Gallia 
Will  foon  be  drawn  to  head,  from  whence  he  moves 
His  war  for  Britain* 

^EEN.  *Tis  not  fleepy  bufinefs  ; 
But  muft  be  look'd  to  fpeedily,  and  flrongly. 

Ctm.  Our  expedlation  that  it  would  be  thus, 
Hatb  made  us  forward.     But,  my  gentle  queen. 
Where  is  our  daughter  ?  She  hath  not  appeared 
Before  the  Roman,  nor  to  us  hath  tendered 
The  duty  of  the  day  :  She  looks  us  like 
A  thing  more  made  of  malice,  than  of  duty ; 
We  have  noted  it. — Call  her  before  us ;  for 
We  have  been  too  flight  in  fuflferance.    lExit  an  Atteni 

^EEN.  Royal  fir, 
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Since  the  exile  of  Pofthumus,  moft  retir'd 
Elath  her  life  been ;  the  cure  whereof,  my  lord, 
Tis  time  muft  do.     'Befeech  your  majefty. 
Forbear  iharp  fpeeches  to  her  :  She's  a  lady 
3o  tender  of  rebukes,  that  words  are  ftrokes. 
And  flrokes  death  to  her. 

Re-enter  an  Attendant. 

Ctm.  Where  is  flie,  fir  ?  How 
Can  her  contempt  be  anfwcr'd  ? 

u4ttbn.  Pleafe  you,  fir. 
Her  chambers  are  all  lock'd ;  and  there's  no  anfwer 
That  will  be  given  to  the  loud'ft  of  noife  we  make* 

^ssN.  My  lord,  when  laft  I  went  to  vifit  her. 
She  pray'4  me  to  excufe  her  keeping  clofe  j 
Whereto  conftrain'd  by  her  infirmity, 
She  £hould  that  duty  leave  unpaid  to  you. 
Which  daily  flie  was  bound  to  proffer :  this 
She  i^rifh'd  me  to  make  known ;  but  our  great  court 
Afade  me  to  blame  in  memory, 

Cru.  Her  doors  lock'd  ? 
Kot  feen  of  late  ?  Grant,  heavens,  that,  which  I  fear, 
IVove  falfe  I  [Exit. 

^E^N.  Son,  I  fay,  follow  the  king. 

Clo.  That  man  of  hers,  Piianio,  her  old  fervant, 
3[  have  not  feen  thefe  two  days. 

^EBN.  Go,  look  after. —  [Exit  Cloten. 

Hianio,  thou  fhat  ftand'ft  fo  for  Pofthiimus  !— 
He  hath  a  drug  of  mine  :  I  pray,  his  abfence 
Proceed  by  fwallowing  that ;  for  he  believes 
^t  is  a  thing  moft  precious*     But  for  her. 
Where  is  (he  gone  ?  Haply,  defpair  hath  feiz'd  her ; 
Or,  wing'd  with  fervour  of  her  love,  flie's  flown 
*!po  her  defir'd  Pofthiimus:  Gone  fl^e  is 


47^  CrUEELtNE. 

To  death,  or  to  diflionour;  and  my  end 

Can  make  good  ufe  of  either :  She  being  down. 

I  have  the  placing  of  the  Britifh  crown. 

Re-enter  Clot  en. 
How  now,  my  fon  ? 

Clo.  'Tis  certain,  fhe  is  fled : 
Go  in,  and  cheer  the  king  ;  he  rages ;  none 
Dare  come  about  him. 

S^EEN.  All  the  better  :  May 
This !night  foreflall  him  of  the  coming  day !  [Exit  ^n 

Clo.  I  love,  and  hate  her :  for  (he's  fiiir  and  royal ; 
And  that  fhe  hath  all  courtly  parts  more  exquiiite 
Than  lady,  ladies,  woman ;  from  every  one 
The  beft  fhe  hath,  and  fhe,  of  all  compounded, 
Outfells  them  all :  I  love  her  therefore  ;  But, 
Difdaining  me,  and  throwing  favours  on 
The  low  Poflhumus,  flanders  fo  her  judgement. 
That  what^s  elfe  rare,  is  chok'd ;  and,  in  that  point, 
I  will  conclude  to  hate  her,  nay,  indeed, 
To  be  revcng'd  upon  her.     For,  when  fools 

Enter  Pisanio. 
Shall — Who  is  here  ?   What !  are  you  packing,  (irrah 
Come  hither  :  Ah,  you  precious  pandar !  Villain, 
Where  is  thy  lady !  In  a  word ;  or  elfe 
Thou  art  flraightway  with  the  fiends. 

Pis.  O,  good  my  lord  ! 

Clo.  Where  is  thy  lady  ?  or,  by  Jupiter, 
I  will  not  afk  again.     Clofe  villain, 
V\\  have  this  fecret  from  thy  heart,  or  rip 
Thy  heart  to  find  it.     Is  fhe  with  Pofihumus  ? 
From  whofe  fo  many  weights  of  bafenefs  cannot 
A  dram  of  worth  be  drawn. 

Pis.  Alas,  my  lord, 
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w  can  Cbe  be  with  him  ?  When  was  flbie  mifs*d  ? 
is  in  Rome. 

7io.  Where  is  {he,  fir  ?  Come  nearer  ; 
further  halting  :  fatisfy  me  home, 
lat  is  become  of  her  ? 
Fis.  O,  my  all^worthy  lord ! 
7x0.  All-worthy  villain ! 
cover  where  thy  miftrefs  is,  at  once, 
the  next  word, — No  more  cf  worthy  lord,— 
tak,  or  thy  filence  on  the  inftant  is 
Y  candemnation  and  thy  death. 
Fis.  Then,  fir, 

is  paper  is  the  hiflory  of  my  knowledge 
ucking  her  flight.  [Pre/enthg  a  letter. 

Qio.  Let's  fee't : — I  will  piurfae  her 
en  to  Auguflus',  throne. 
P/5.  Or  this^  or  perifh* 

^*s  far  enough  :  and  what  he  learns  by  this,     ^Afilie. 
ty  prove  his  travel,  not  her  danger. 
CtQ.  Humh ! 

Pis.  VM  write  to  my  lord,  ihe's  dead.     O  Inwgen^ 
Ee  may'ft  thou  w^ader,  fafe  return  again  \  i^4fi^^ 

Cie.  Sirrah,  is  this  letter  true  ? 
Pis.  Sir,  as  I  think. 

Clo.  It  is  Pofthujinus'  hand;  I  knoiw't.— JSirrah^  if  thou 
uld'fl  not  be  a  villain,  but  do  me  true  fervice ;  un- 
:go  thofe  employments,  wherein  I  flbouM  have  caufe 
ufe  thee,,  with  a  ferious  induflry, — that  is,  what  vil- 
ay  foe'er  I  bid  thee  do,  to  perform  it,  diredly  and 
ily , — I  would  think  thee  an  honeft  man :  thou  fhould'fl 
Lther  want  my'means  for  thy  relief,  nx)r  my  voice  for 
f  preferment. 
Pj^s.  Well,  my  good  lord. 
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Cid.  Wilt  thou  ferve  me?  For  fince  patiently^ 
conftantly  thou  haft  ftuck  to  the  bare  fortiine  of  that 
beggar  Pofthumus,  thou  canft  not  in  the  courfe  of  gra- 
titude but  be  a  diligent  follower  of  mine-  Wilt  thod 
ferve  me  ? 

Pis.  Sir,  I  will. 

Clo.  Give  me  thy  hand,  here's  my  purfe.  Haft  any 
of  thy  late  mafter's  garments  in  thy  pofleftion  ? 

Pis.  I  have^  my  lord,  at  my  lodging,  the  fame  fuit  be 
wore  when  he  took  leave  of  my  lady  and  miftrefs. 

Clo.  The  firft  fervice  thou  doft  me,  fetch  that  fuit  hn 
ther :  let  it  be  thy  firft  fervice  j  go. 

Pis.  I  fhall,  niy  lord.  [&& 

Clo.  Meet  thee  at  Milford-Haven : -I  forgot  to  aik 

him  one  thing ;  I'll  remember't  anon  : — ^Even  there, 
thou  villain  Pofthumus,  will  I  kill  thee. — I  would»  thcfe 
garments  were  come.  She  faid  upon  a  time,  (the  Wt- 
temefs  of  it  I  now  belch  from  my  heart,)  that  ftie  hdd 
the  very  garment  of  Pofthumus  in  more  refped  thanmf 
noble  and  natural  perfon,  together  with  the  aldomment 
of  my  qualities.  With  that  fuit  upon  my  back,  will  I 
ravifli  her  :  Firft  kill  him,  and  in  her  eyes ;  there  fliaD 
fhe  fee  my  valour,  which  will  then  be  a  torment  to  her 
contempt.  He  on  the  ground,  my  fpeech  of  infultment 
ended  on  his  dead  body, — and  when  my  luft  hath  din- 
ed, (which,  as  I  fay,  to  vex  her,  I  will  execute  in  the 
clothes  that  flie  fo  prais'd,)  to  the  court  Til  knock  her 
back,  foot  her  home  again.  She  hath  defpifed  me  Jt* 
joicingly,  and  Til  be  merry  in  my  revenge. 

Re-enter  Pisanio^  with  the  Cbtbes. 
Be  thofe  the  garments  ? 

Pis.  Ay,  my  noble  lord. 

Clo.  How  long  is't  fince  ftie  went  to  Milford-Havea? 
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Pts.  She  can  fcarce  be  there  yet. 
Clo.  Bring  this  apparel  to  my  chamber ;  that  is  the 
lecond  thing  that  I  have  commanded  thee :  the  third  is, 
that  thou  wilt  be  a  voluntary  mute  to  my  defign.  Be  but 
duteous,  and  true  preferment  fhall  tender  itfelf  to  thee. 
— My  revenge  is  now  at  Milford ;  *  Would  I  had  wings 
:  to  follow  it ! — Come,  and  be  true. ,  [Exit. 

Pis.  Thou  bidd'ft  me  to  my  lofs  :  for,  true  to  thee, 
/  Were  to  prove  falfe,  which  I  will  never  be, 

,  To  him  that  is  moft  true ^To  Milford  go, 

.  And  find  not  her  whom  thou  purfu'ft.     Flow,  flow. 
You  heavenly  bleffings,  on  her !  This  fooPs  fpeed 
Be  crols'd  with  flownefs ;  labour  be  his  meed !       [£x/V. 

]  SCENE  VI.   Before  the  Cave  o/Belarivs. 

Enter  Imogen^  in  Boy*s  Clothes. 
"^      Imo.  I  fee,  a  man's  life  is  a  tedious  one  : 
.  I  have  tir'd  myfelf ;  and  for  two  nights  together 
'  Have  made  the  ground  my  bed.     I  fhould  be  iick, 
'  But  that  my  refolution  helps  me — Milford, 
When  from  the  mountain  top  Pifanio  fhow'd  thee. 
Thou  waft  within  a  ken  :  O  Jove  !  I  think, 
~  Foundations  flie  the  wretched :  fuch,  I  mean. 
Where  they  fhould  be  relieved.     Two  beggars  told  me, 
I  could  not  mifs  my  way :  Will  poor  folks  lie, 
That  have  afliidions  on  them ;  knowing  'tis 
A  punifhment,  or  trial  ?  Yes :  no  wonder. 
When  rich  ones  fcarce  tell  true  :  To  lapfe  in  fuUnefs 
Ii  forer,  than  to  lie  for  need ;  and  falfehood 
Is  worfe  in  kings,  than  beggars — My  dear  lord  ! 
Thou  art  one  o'the  falfe  ones  :  Now  I  think  on  thee, 
My  hunger's  gone  ;  but  even  before,  I  was 
At  point  to  fink  for  food. — But  what  is  this  ? 
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Here  is  a  path  to  it :  'Tis  fome  favage  hold : 
I  were  bed  not  call ;  I  dare  not  call :  yet  fanune. 
Ere  clean  it  overthrow  nature,  makes  it  valiant. 
Plenty,  and  peace,  breeds  cowards ;  hardnefs  ever 

Of  hardinefs  is  mother. Ho  !  who's  here  ? 

If  any  thing  that's  civil,  fpeak ;  if  favage. 

Take,  or  lend — Ho  ! No  anfwer  ?  then  Til  enter. 

Bed  draw  my  fword  ;  and  if  mine  enemy 
But  fear  the  fword  Uke  mc,  he'll  fcarcely  look  on't. 
Such  a  foe,  good  heavens  !  [Sbe  goes  into  the  ca\ 

Enter  Belarius\  Guidbrivs^  and  ARriRAGUs. 

Bel.  You,  Polydore,  have  prov'd  bell  woodman,  as< 
Are  mafter  of  the  feaft  :  Cadwal,  and  I, 
Will  play  the  cook,  and  fervant ;  'tis  our  match  : 
The  fweat  of  induftry  would  dry,  and  die. 
But  for  the  end  it  works  to.     Come  ;  our  ftomachs 
Will  make  what's  homely,  favoury  :  Wearincfs 
Can  fnore  upon  the  flint,  when  reftive  floth 
Finds  the  down  pillow  hard — ^Now,  peace  be  here, 
Poor  houfe,  that  keep'ft  thyfelf ! 

Gui.  I  am  throughly  weary. 

Arit.  I  am  weak  with  toil,  yet  flrong  in  appetite. 

Gui.  There  is  cold  meat  i'the  cave;  we'll  hrouzeontk 
Whilft  what  we  have  kill'd  be  cook'd. 

Bel.  Stay ;  come  not  in :  [Z^olty ' 

But  that  it  eats  our  vidhials,  I  fhould  think 
Here  were  a  fairy. 

Gui.  What's  the  matter,  fir  ? 

Bel.  By  Jupiter,  an  angel !  or,  if  not. 
An  earthly  paragon  ! — Behold  divinenefs 
No  elder  than  a  boy ! 

Enter  JmO€EN. 

Imo.  Good  maflerSy  harm  me  not : 
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3re  I  enter'd  here,  I  call'd  ;  and  thought 

lave  begg'd,  or  bought,  what  I  have  took :  Good  troth, 

ve  ftolen  nought ;  nor  would  not,  though  I  had  found 

d  ftrew'd  o*the  floor.     Here's  money  for  my  meat : 

)uld  have  left  it  on  the  board,  fo  foon 

[  had  made  my  meal  j  and  parted 

:h  prayers  for  the  provider. 

'ui.  Money,  youth  ? 

tRV.  All  gold  and  filver  rather  turn  to  dirt ! 

'tis  no  better  reckoned,  but  of  thofe 

0  worfhip  dirty  gods. 
wo.  I  fee,  you  are  angry  : 

>w,  if  you  kill  me  for  my  fault,  I  (hould 

e  died,  had  I  not  made  it. 

EL.  Whither  bound  ? 

tfo.  To  Milford-Haven,  fir.  ^ 

EL.  What  is  your  name  ? 

MO,  Fidele,  fir :  I  have  a  kinfman,  -^ho 

ound  for  Italy ;  he  embarked  at  Milford  J 

whom  being  goings  almoft  fpent  with  hunger^ 

1  fallen  in  this  offence. 
bL.  Pr*ythee,  fair  youth, 

ak  us  no  churls  ;  nor  meafure  Our  good  mindd 
:his  rude  place  we  live  in.     Well  encountered  ! 
almoft  night :  you  fhall  have  better  cheer 
you  depart ;  and  thanks,  to  ftay  and  eat  it— »- 
5,  bid  him  welcome. 
ui.  Were  you  a  woman,  youth, 
>uld  woo  hard,  but  be  your  grooTrt.— In  honefVy^ 
1  for  you,  as  Fd  buy. 
\Rir.  FU  make't  my  comfort^ 
is  a  man  ;  Hi  love  him  as  my  brother :— * 
I  fuch  a  welcome  as  Fd  give  to  him, 
^OL.  V.  H  h 
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After  long  abfence,  fuch  is  yours : — Moft  welcome ! 
Be  fprightly,  for  you  fall  'mong'ft  friends. 

Imo.  'Mongft  friends ! 
If  brothers  ? — 'Would  it  had  been  fo,  that  they 
Had  been  my  father's  fons !  then  had  my  prize 
Been  lefs  ;  and  fo  rnore  equal  ballafting 
To  thee,  Pofthumus. 

Bel.  He  wrings  at  fome  diftrefs. 

Gui.  'Would,  I  could  freest  ! 

j4rf.  Or  I ;  whatever  it  be, 
What  pain  it  coft,  what  danger  !  Gods ! 

Bel.  Hark,  boys.  [Wbifpcri^ 

Imo.  Great  men. 
That  had  a  court  no  bigger  than  this  cave. 
That  did  attend  themfelves^  and  had  the  virtue 
Which  their  own  confcience  feaPd  them,  (laying  by 
That  nothing  gift  of  differing  multitudes,) 
Could  not  out-peer  thefe  twain.     Pardon  me,  gods ! 
rd  change  my  fex  to  be  companion  with  them. 
Since  Leonatus  falfe. 

Bel.  It  fhall  be  fo  : 
Boys,  we'll  go  drefs  our  hunt. — ^Fair  youth,  come  in : 
Difcourfe  is  heavy,  fading ;  when  we  have  fupp'd, 
We'll  mannerly  demand  thee  of  thy.ftory. 
So  far  as  thou  wilt  fpeak  it. 

Gui.  Pray,  draw  near.  [welcoxE 

Arv.  The  night  to  the  owl,  and  mom  to  the  larkj  h 

Imo.  Thanks,  fir. 

jIrf.  I. pray,  draw  near.  ^  [-Ex^ 

SCENE  VII.    Rome- 
Enter  two  Senators  and  Tribuites. 
I  Sen.  This  is  the  tenor  of  the  emperor's  writ  j 
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Lt  fince  the  common  men  are  now  in  adion 
infl  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians ; 
1  that  the  legions  now  in  Gallia  are 
[  weak  to  undertake  our  wars  againft 
t  fallen-off  Britons ;  that  we  do  incite 
:  gentry  to  this  bufinefs :  He  creates 
ius  pro-conful :  and  to  you  the  tribimes, 
this  immediate  levy,  he  commands 
abfolute  commiflion.     Long  live  Caefar  ! 
Ri.  Is  Lucius  general  of  the  forces  ?  ^ 

Sen.  Ay. 

'ri.  Remaining  now  in  Gallia  ? 
Sen.  With  thofe  legions 
ich  I  have  fpoke  of,  whereunto  your  levy 
\  be  fupplyant :  The  words  of  your  commiflion 
1  tie  you  to  the  numbers,  and  the  time 
heir  defpatclx, 
k/.  We  will  difcharge  our  duty.  [Exeunt. 

ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I.    Tbe  Forejl,  near  the  Cave. 

Enter  Clot  en. 

10.  I  am  near  to  the  place  where  they  fhould  meet,  if 

lie  have  mapped  it  truly.    How  fit  his  garments  ferve 

Why  fhould  his  miftrefs,  who  was  made  by  him 

made  the  tailor,  not  be  fit  too  ?  the  rather  (faving 

rence  of  the  word)  for  *tis  faid,  a  woman's  fitnefs 

5S  by  fits.     Therein  I  muft  play  the  workman.     I 

fpeak  it  to  myfelf,  (for  it  is  not  vain-glory,  for  a 

and  his  glafs  to  confer ;  in  his  own  chamber,  I 

a,)  the  lines  of  my  body  are  as  well  drawn  as  his; 

*fs  yoimg,  more  ftrong,  not  beneath  him  in  fortunes, 

Hhij 
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beyond  him  in  the  advantage  of  the  time,  above  him  in 
birth,  alike  converfant  in  general  fer vices,  and  more  re- 
markable in  fingle  oppofitions :  yet  this  imperfeveraQt 
thing  loves  him  in  my  defpite.  What  mortality  is! 
Pofthumus,  thy  head,  which  now  is  growing  upon  thy 
ihoulders,  fhall  within  this  hour  be  off;  thy  n^iflrefs  en- 
forced ;  thy  garments  cut  to  pieces  before  thy  face :  and 
all  this  done,  fpurn  her  home  to  her  father  ;  who  may, 
haply,  be  a  little  angry  for  my  fo  rough  ufage  ;  but  my 
mother,  having  power  of  his  teftinefs,  fhall  turn  all  into 
my  commendations.  My  horfe  is  tied  up  fafc :  Out, 
fword,  and  to  a  fore  purpofe  !  Fortune,  put  them  into 
my  hand !  This  is  the  very  defcription  of  their  meeting- 
place  J  and  the  fellow  dares  not  deceive  me.  [£rit 

SCENE  IL    Before  the  Cave. 

Enter^  from  the  Cave ^  Belarivs,  Guiderjus, 

Arviragus^  and  Imogen. 

Bel.  You  are  not  well :  \to  Imogen.']  remain  here  in 
We'll  come  to  you  after  hunting*  [the  cave; 

j^RF.  Brother,  ftay  here  :  [7i  iMOCiSi 

Are  we  not  brothers  ? 

Imo.  So  man  and  man  fliould  be  ; 
But  clay  and  clay  differs  in  dignity, 
Whofe  dufl  is  both  alike.     I  am  very  fick. 

Gui.  Go  you  to  hunting.  Til  abide  with  him. 

Imo.  So  fick  I  arti  not  ;*— yet  I  am  not  well: 
But  not  fo  citizen  a  wanton,  as 
To  feem  to  die,  ere  fick :  So  pleafe  you,  leave  me> 
Stick  to  your  journal  courfe:  the  breach  of  coilom 
Is  breach  of  all.     I  am  ill ;  but  your  being  by  me 
Cannot  amend  me :  Society  is  no  comfort 
To  one  not  fociable  :  Vm  not  very  fick. 
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ince  I  can  reafon  of  it.     Pray  you,  truft  me  here  ; 
U  rob  none  but  myfelf ;  and  let  me  die, 
tealing  fo  poorly. 

Gui.  I  love  thee ;  I  have  fpoke  it : 
[ow  much  the  quantity,  the  weight  as  much, 
lS  I  do  love  my  father. 

Bel.  What  ?  how  ?  how  ? 

jIrf.  If  it  be  fin  to  fay  fo,  fir,  I  yoke  me 

I  my  good  brother's  fault :  I  know  not  why 
love  this  youth  ;  and  I  have  heard  you  fay, 
ova's  reafon^s  without  reafon ;  the  bier  at  door, 
Jid  a  demand  who  is't  (hall  die,  Td  fay, 

fy  father^  not  this  youth. 

Bbl.  O  noble  ftrain  !  [JJide. 

>  worthinefs  of  nature  !  breed  of  greatnefs  ! 
owards  father  cowards,  and  bafe  things  fire  bafe : 
Tature  hath  meal,  and  bran ;  contempt,  and  grace, 
am  not  their  father ;  yet  who  this  fhould  be, 
)oth  miracle  itfelf,  lovM  before  me.— 
fis  the  ninth  hour  o*the  mom. 

jiRF.  Brother,  farewell. 

Imo.  I  wifli  ye  fport. 

jiRF.  You  health. — So  pleafe  you,  fir. 

Imo.  \^Afid€.'\  Thefe  are  kind  creatures.     Gods,  what 

lies  I  have  heard  ! 
lur  courtiers  fay,  all's  favage,  but  at  court : 
xperience,  O,  thou  difprov'ft  report ! 
'he  imperious  feas  breed  monfters ;  for  the  difli, 
oor  tributary  rivers,  as  fweet  fifh. 
am  fick  ftill ;  heart-fick  : — Pifanio, 

II  now  tafte  of  thy  drug. 
Gui.  I  could  not  ftir  hirti : 

[e  faid,  he  was  gentle,  but  unfortunate ; 

Hhiij 
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Bifhoneftly  afflided,  but  yet  honeft. 

jiRF.  Thus  did  he  anfwer  me  :  yet  faid,  hereafter 
I  might  know  more. 

Bel.  To  the  field,  to  the  field : — 
We'll  leave  you  for  this  time  ;  go  in,  and  reft. 

jiRV.  We'll  not  be  long  away. 

Bel.  Pray,  be  not  fick. 
For  you  muft  be  our  houfewife* 

Imo.  Well,  or  ill, 
I  am  bound  to  you. 

Bel.  And  fo  fhalt  be  ever.  [Exit  Imooi 

This  youth,  howe'er  diftrefs'd,  appears,  he  hath  had 
Good  anceftors. 

jJrv.  How  angel-like  he  fings  !  [tcj 

Gui.  But  his  neat  cookery !  He  cut  our  roots  in  chan 
And  fauc'd  our  broths,  as  Juno  had  been  fick. 
And  he  her  dieter. 

u4Rr.  Nobly  he  yokes 
A  fifniling  with  a  figh  :  as  if  tHe  figh 
Was  that  it  was,  for  not  being  fuch  a  fmile ; 
The  fmile  mocking  the  figh,  that  it  would  fly 
From  fo  divine  a  temple,  to  commix 
With  winds  that  failors  rail  at. 

Gui.  '1  do  note. 
That  grief  and  patience,  rooted  in  him  both, 
Mingle  their  fpurs  together. 

jIrf.  Grow,  patience  ! 
And  let  the  fl;inking  elder,  grief,  untwine 
His  perifhing  root,  with  the  increafing  vine  ! 

Bel.  It  is  great  morning.  Come;  away.— Who's  ttet 
Enter  Clot  en. 

Clo.  I  cannot  find  thofe  runagates  ;  thi^t  villain 
fiftth  mock'd  n[ie  :— I  qn*  fgim, 
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..  Thofe  runagates ! 

1  he  not  us  ?  I  partly  know  him  ;  'tis 

L,  the  fon  o'the  queen.     I  fear  fome  ambufh. 

tiim  not  thefe  many  years,  and  yet 

y  'tis  he  : — We  are  held  as  outlaws  : — Hence. 

.  He  is  but  one  :  You  and  my  brother  fearch 

companies  are  near  :  pray  you,  away  ; 

e  alone  with  him.  [Exeunt  Bel.  and  ^rf. 

).  Soft !  What  are  you 

fly  me  thus  ?  fome  villain  mountaineers  ? 

;  heard  of  fuch. — What  flave  art  thou  ? 

\  A  thing 

flavifh  did  I  ne'er,  than  anfwering 

e  without  a  knock. 

.  Thou  art  a  robber, 

-breaker,  a  villain  :  Yield  thee,  thief. 

.  To  who  ?  to  thee  ?  What  art  thou  ?  Have  not  I 

m  as  big  as  thine  ?  a  heart  as  big  ? 

vords,  I  grant,  are  bigger ;  for  I  wear  not 

igger  in  my  mouth.     Say,  what  thou  art ; 

I  fhould  yield  to  thee  ? 

).  Thou  villain  bafe, 

'ft  me  not  by  my  clothes  ? 

^  No,  nor  thy  tailor,  rafcal, 

is  thy  grandfather ;  he  made  thofe  clothes, 

h,  as  it  feems,  make  thee. 

K  Thou  precious  varlet, 

lilor  made  them  not. 

r.  Hence  then,  and  thank  "" 

oan  that  gave  them  thee.     Thou  art  fome  fool ; 

[oath  to  beat  thee. 

K  Thou  injurious  thief, 

but  my  name,  and  tremble. 

Hh  iiij 


Nay,  to  thy  mere  confufion,  thou  fhalt  know 
Tm  fon  to  the  queen. 

Gui.  Vm  forry  for't ;  not  feeming 
So  worthy  as  thy  birth. 

Clo.  Art  not  afeard  ? 

Gui.  Thofe  that  I  reverence,  thofe  I  fear ;  tl 
At  fools  I  laugh,  not  fear  them. 

Clo.  Die  the  death  : 
When  I  have  flain  thee  with  my  proper  hand, 
I'll  follow  thofe  that  even  now  fled  hence. 
And  op  the  gates  of  Lud's  town  fet  your  head 
Yield,  ruftick  mountaineer.  [Exeun 

Enter  Belarius  and  Arviragus. 

Bel.  No  company's  abroad. 

Arv.  None  in  the  world :  You  did  miflake  1 

Bel.  I  cannot  tell :  Long  is  it  fince  I  faw  hi 
But  time  hath  nothing  blurr'd  thofe  lines  of  fa 
Which  then  he  wore ;  the  fnatches  in  his  voia 
And  burfl  of  fpeaking,  were  as  his :  I  am  abfo 
'Twas  very  Cloten. 

Ark.  In  this  place  we  left  them  : 
I  wifli  my  brother  make  good  time  with  him. 
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Re-enter  Guiderius,  wUb  Cloten's  bead. 

Guj.  This  Cloten  was  a  fool ;  an  empty  purfc, 
liere  was  no  money  in't :  Not  Hercules 
x>uld  have  knocked  out  his  brains,  for  he  had  none : 
Tet  I  not  doing  this,  the  fool  had  borne 
Ay  head,  as  I  do  his. 

JBel.  What  haft  thou  done  ? 

Guj.  I  am  perfed,  what :  cut  oflF  one  Cloten*s  head, 
on  to  the  queen,  after  his  own  report ; 
Vho  caird  me  traitor,  mountaineer  j  and  fwore, 
V^ith  his  own  fingle  hand  he'd  take  us  in, 
)ifp]ace  our  heads,  where  (thank  the  gods !)  they  grow^ 
Lnd  fet  them  on  Lud's  town. 

JBel.  We  are  all  xmdone. 

Cui.  Why,  worthy  father,  what  have  we  to  lofc, 
!ut,  that  he  fwore  to  take,  our  lives  ?  The  law 
roteds  not  us  :  Then  why  fhpuld  we  be  tender, 
o  let  an  arrogant  piece  of  flefh  threat  us ; 
lay  judge,  and  executioner,  all  himfelf ; 
or  we  do  fear  the  law  ?  What  company 
)ifcover  you  abroad  ? 

Bel.  No  fingle  foul 
Ian  we  fet  eye  on,  but,  in  all  fafc  reafon, 
[e  mufl  have  fome  attendants.     Though  his  humom; 
Vas  nothing  but  mutation  ;  ay,  and  that 
rom  one  bad  thing  to  worfe  ;  not  frenzy,  not 
ibfolute  madnefs  could  fo  far  have  ravM, 
o  bring  him  here  alone  :  Although,  perhaps^ 
:  may  be  heard  at  court,  that  fuch  as  we 
ave  here,  hunt  here,  are  outlaws,  and  in  time 
lay  make  fome  ftronger  head  :  the  which  he  hearing, 
Als  it  is  like  him,)  might  break  out,  and  fwear 
le'd  fetch  us  in ;  yet  is't  not  probable 
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To  come  alone,  either  he  fo  undertaking. 

Or  they  fo  fuffering :  then  on  good  ground  we  fear, 

If  we  do  fear  this  body  hath  a  tail 

More  perilous  than  the  head. 

Arf.  Let  ordinance 
Come  as  the  gods  forefay  it :  howfoe'er. 
My  brother  hath  done  well- 

Bel.  I  had  no  mind 
To  himt  this  day  :  the  boy  Fidele's  ficknefs 
Did  make  my  way  long  forth. 

Gui.  With  his  own  fword. 
Which  he  did  wave  againft  my  throat,  I  have  ta'en 
His  head  from  him:  FU  throw't  into  the  creek 
Behind  our  rock ;  and  let  it  to  the  fea. 
And  tell  the  fifhes,  he's  the  queen's  fon,  Cloten  : 
That's  all  I  reck.  [J 

Bel.  I  fear  'twill  be  reveng'd : 
'Would,  Polydore  thou  hadft  not  done't !  though  va 
Becomes  thee  well  enough. 

Arf.  'Would  I  had  done't. 
So  the  revenge  alone  purfued  me ! — ^Polydore, 
I  love  thee  brotherly ;  but  envy  much. 
Thou  haft  robb'd  me  of  this  deed  :  I  would,  reveng 
That  poflible  ftrength  might  meet,  would  feek  us  throi 
And  put  us  to  our  anfwer. 

Bel.  Well,  'tis  done  : — 
We'll  hunt  no  more  to-day,  nor  feek  for  danger 
Where  there's  no  profit.     I  pr'ythee,  to  our  rock ; 
You  and  Fidele  play  the  cooks  :  I'll  ftay 
Till  hafty  Polydore  return,  and  bring  him 
To  dinner  prefently. 

Arf.  Poor  fick  Fidele  I 
I'll  willingly  to  him  :  To  gain  his  colour. 
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d  let  a  parifh  of  fuch  Clotens  blood, 

kud  praife  myfelf  for  charity.  [Exit. 

Bel.  O  thou  goddefs, 

"hou  divine  Nature,  how  thyfelf  thou  blazon'fl 
X  thefe  two  princely  boys  !  They  are  as  gentle 
LS  zephyrs,  blowing  below  the  violet. 
Tot  wagging  his  fweet  head ;  and  yet  as  rough, 
lieir  royal  blood  enchaf 'd,  as  the  rud'fl  wind, 
Tiat  by  the  top  doth  take  the  mountain  pine, 
Lnd  make  him  (loop  to  the  vale,     'Tis  wonderful, 
Tiat  an  invifible  inftind  fhould  frame  them 
o  royalty  unleam'd ;  honour  untaught  j 
livility  not  feen  from  other ;  valour, 
Tiat  wildly  grows  in  them,  but  yields  a  crop 
LS  if  it  had  been  fow'd !  Yet  ftill  it's  ftrange, 
IThat  Cloten's  being  here  to  us  portends  ; 
fr  what  his  death  will  bring  us. 

Re-enter  Guiderius. 

Gui.  Where's  my  brother  ? 
have  fent  Cloten's  clotpoll  down  the  ftream, 
a  embafly  to  his  mother  ;  his  body's  hoflage 
or  his  return.  [^Solemn  mufick. 

Bel.  My  ingenious  inftrument ! 
lark,  Polydore,  it  founds  !  But  what  occafion 
lath  Cadwal  now  to  give  it  motion  !  Hark  ! 

Qui.  Is  he  at  home  ? 

Bel.  He  went  hence  even  now.  [mother 

Qui.  What  does  he  mean  ?  fince  death  of  my  dear'ft 
:  did  not  fpeak  before.     All  folemn  things 
hould  anfwer  folemn  accidents.     The  matter  ? 
numphs  for  nothing,  and  lamenting  toys, 
;  jollity  for  apes,  and  grief  for  boys* 
i  Ca4wgl  mad  ^ 


Have  (kipp'd  from  fixtcen  years  of  age  to  fixt 
To  have  tumM  my  leaping  time  into  a  crutcl: 
Than  have  feen  this. 

Gui.  O  fweeteft,  faireft  lily ! 
My  brother  wears  thee  not  the  one  half  fo  wc 
As  when  thou  grew'ft  thyfelf. 

Bel.  O,  melancholy ! 
Who  ever  yet  could  found  thy  bottom  ?  find 
The  ooze,  to  fhow  what  coaft  thy  fluggifli  crai 
Might  eafilieft  harbour  in  ! — ^Thou  blefled  thi 
Jove  knows  what  man  thou  might'ft  have  ma 
Thou  diedft,  a  moft  rare  boy,  of  melancholy  !• 
Ho  .V  found  you  him  ? 

j^RF.  Stark,  as  you  fee : 
Thus  fmiling,  as  fome  fly  had  tickled  flumbei 
Not  as  death's  dart,  being  laugh'd  at :  his  rigli 
Repofing  on  a  Qufhion. 

Gui.  Where? 

j4Rr.  0*the  floor ; 
His  arms  thus  leagued  :  I  thought,  he  ficpt ;  a 
JWy  clouted  brogues  from  oflF  my  feet,  whofe 
Anfwer'd  my  fteps  too  loud. 
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iVhilfl  fummer  lafts,  and  I  live  here,  Fidele, 
H  fweeten  thy  fad  grave :  Thou  (halt  not  lack 
rhe  flower,  that's  hke  thy  face,  pale  primrofe  j  nor 
rhe  azur'd  hare-bell,  like  thy  veins  ;  no,  nor 
rhe  leaf  of  eglantine,  whom  not  to  llander, 
>ut-fweeten'd  not  thy  breath  :  the  ruddock  would, 
With  charitable  bill  (O  bill,  fore-fhaming 
rbofe  rich-left  heirs,  that  let  their  fathers  lie 
Without  a  monument !)  bring  thee  all  this  ; 
STca,  and  furr'd  mofs  belides,  when  flowers  are  nonc^ 
Tq  winter-ground  thy  corfe. 

Gui.  Pr'ythee,  have  done ; 
And  do  not  play  in  wench-like  words  with  that 
Which  is  fo  ferious.     Let  us  bury  him. 
And  not  protrad  with  admiration  what 
b  now  due  debt.— To  the  grave. 

jiRV.  Say,  where  fhalFs  lay  him  ? 

Gui.  By  good  Euriphile,  our  mother. 

Arit.  Be't  fo  : 
And  let  us,  Polydore,  though  now  our  voices 
Have  got  the  mannifh  crack,  flng  him  to  the  ground^ 
As  once  our  mother  ;  ufe  like  note,  and  words, 
Save  that  Euriphile  muft  be  Fidele. 

Gtfi.  Cadwal, 
E  cannot  fing  :  V\\  weep,  and  Word  it  with  thee  : 
For  notes  of  forrow,  out  of  tune,  are  worfe 
Than  priefts  and  fanes  that  lie* 

Arf.  We'll  fpeak  it  then* 

Bel.  Great  griefs,  I  fee,  medicine  the  lefs  :  fof  Cloten 
Is  quite  forgot.     He  was  a  queen's  fon,  boys  j 
And,  though  he  came  our  enemy,  remember. 
He  was  paid  for  that :  Though  mean  and  mighty,  rotting 
Together,  have  one  dufl ;  yet  reverence^ 
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(That  angel  of  the  world,)  doth  make  diftindion 
Of  place  'tween  high  and  low.     Our  foe  was  princely; 
And  though  you  took  his  life,  as  being  our  foe^ 
Yet  bury  him  as  a  prince. 
^     Grf/.  Pray  you,  fetch  him  hither, 
Therfites'  body  is  as  good  as  Ajax, 
When  neither  are  alive. 

Arf.  If  you'll  go  fetch  him,        ^ 

We'll  fay  our  fong  the  whilft Brother,  begin. 

[Exit  Beljrius. 
Gui.  Nay,  Cadwal,  we  muft  lay  his  head  to  the  eaft ; 
My  father  hath  a  reafon  for't, 
Arf.  *Tis  true. 

Gui.  Come  on  then,  and  remove  him, 
Ark.  So, — Begin^ 

SONG. 
Gui.  Fear  no  more  the  beat  o^thefun^ 

Nor  the  furious  winter's  rages  ; 
Tbou  thy  worldly  tajk  hqfl  done^ 

Home  art  gone^  and  tden  tby  wages  : 
Golden  lads  and  girls  all  mujl^ 
As  chimney-jweepersy  come  to  du/l, 

Arf.  Fear  no  more  the  frown  oUbe  great  ^ 

Tbou  art  pqfi  tbe  tyrant* s  Jiroke  ; 
Care  no  more  to  clotbe^  and  eat ; 

To  tbee  tbe  reed  is  as  tbe  oak : 
Tbefcepter^  learning ,  pbyfick,  mujl 
All  follow  tbisy  and  come  to  dujl. 

Gui.  Fear  no  more  tbe  ligbtmng-flq/b^ 
Arv.  Nor  tbe  all-dreaded  tbunder-ftone i ; 
Gui.  Fear  not  Jlander^  cenfure  nx/b  ,• 
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Arf.  Thou  hqji  jinijh)  d  joy  and  moan  : 
Both,  All  lovers  young,  all  lovers  mujl 
Conftgn  to  tbee,  and  come  to  duft. 

Gui.  No  exorcifer  barm  tbee ! 
Arf.  Nor  no  witchcraft  cbarm  tbee ! 
Gui.  Gbq/l  urdaid  forbear  tbee  ! 
Arf.  Notbing  ill  come  near  tbee  ! 
Both,  ^iet  confummation  bave ; 
And  renowned  be  tby  grave  ! 
Re-enter  Belarius,  witb  tbe  body  of  Cloten. 
Gui.  We  have  done  our  bbfequies:  Come  lay  him 

down. 
Bel.  Here's  a  few  flowers ;  but  about  midnight,  more: 
The  herbs,  that  have  on  them  cold  dew  o'the  night. 
Are  flrewings  fitt'ft  for  graves. — ^Upon  their  faces  ^— 
You  were  as  flowers,  now  withered  :  even  fo 
Thefe  herb'lets  (hall,  which  we  upon  you  ftrow. — 
Come  on,  away  :  apart  upon  our  knees. 
The  ground,  that  gave  them  firft,  has  them  again : 
Their  pleafures  here  are  pafl:,  fo  is  their  pain. 

[Exeunt  Belarius,  Guiderius,  and  Arfiragus. 
Imo.  [Awaking.^  Yes,  fir,  to  Milford-Haven ;  Which  is 
the  way  ? — 
C  thank  you. — By  yon  bufti  ? — Pray,  how  far  thither  ? 
Ods  pittikins  ! — can  it  be  fix  miles  yet  ? — 
w  have  gone  all  night : — 'Faith,  Til  lie  down  and  fleep. 
3ut,  foft !  no  bedfellow : — O,  gods  and  goddeflfes  ! 

[Seeing  tbe  body. 
rhefe  flowers  are  like  the  pleafures  of  the  world ; 
tTiis  bloody  man,  the  care  on't. — I  hope,  I  dream ; 
?or,  fo,  I  thought  I  was  a  cave-keeper, 
^nd  coQk  to  honed  creatures :  But  'tis  not  fo ; 

I 
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T^^ras  but  a  bolt  of  nothing,  (hot  at  nothings 
Which  the  brain  makes  of  fumes :  Our  very  eyes 
Are  fometimes  hke  our  judgements,  blind.    Good  fai 
I  tremble  flill  with  fear :  But  if  there  be 
Yet  left  in  heaven  as  fmall  a  drop  of  pity 
As  a  wren's  eye,  fear'd  gods,  a  part  of  it ! 
The  dream's  here  ftill :  even  when  I  wake,  it  is 
Without  me,  as  within  ine ;  not  imagined,  felt. 
A  headlefs  man  ! — ^The  garments  of  Pbfthumus ! 
I  know  the  fhape  of  his  leg :  this  is  his  hand  $ 
His  foot  Mercurial ;  his  Martial  thigh  ; 
The  brawns  of  Hercules  :  but  his  Jovial  face — 
Murder  in  heaven  ? — How  ? — ^Tis  goncw — Pifanio^ 
All  curfes  madded  Hecuba  gave  the  Greeks, 
And  mine  to  boot,  be  darted  on  thee  !  Thcru, 
Confpir'd  with  that  irregulous  devil,  Cloten, 
Haft  here  cut  off  my  lord. — ^To  write,  and  read,* 
Be  henceforth  treacherous  \^ — Damned  Pifanio 
Hath  with  his  forged  letters,  damn'd  Pifanio-^ 
From  this  moft  braveft  veflel  of  the  world 
Struck  the  main-^top  ! — ^O,  Pofthumus !  alas, 
Whete  is  thy  head  ?  whereas  that !  Ah  me !  whcre's  tha 
Pifanio  might  have  kill'd  thee  at  the  heart. 
And  left  this  head  on. — How  fliould  this  be  ?  Pifanio 
*Tis  he,  and  Cloten :  malice  and  lucre  in  them 
Have  laid  this  woe  here.     O,  'tis  pregnant,  pregnant! 
The  drug  he  gave  me,  which^  he  faid,  was  precious 
And  cordial  to  me,  have  I  not  found  it 
Murd'rous  to  the  fenfes  ?  That  confirms  it  home : 
This  is  Pifanio's  deed,  and  Cloten's :  O  !— 
Give  colonr  to  my  pale  cheek  with  thy  blood. 
That  we  the  horrider  may  feem  to  thofe 
Which  chance  to  find  us  :  O,  my  lord,  my  lord ! 


Enter  Lucius,  a  Captain^  and  other  Officers^  and  a 

SOOTHSATBR. 

Cap.  To  them,  the  legions  garrifon'd  in  Gallia, 
\fter  your  will,  have  crofs'd  the  fea ;  attending 
fou  here  at  Milford-Haven,  with  your  (hips  : 
rhey  are  here  in  readinefs. 

Lud.  But  what  from  Rome  ? 

Cap.  The  fenate  hath  ftirr'd  up  the  c6nfinera^ 
^nd  gentlemen  of  Italy  ;  moft  willing  fpirits^ 
rhat  promife  noble  fervice  :  and  they  come 
[Jnder  the  condud  of  bold  lachimo, 
Sienna's  brother. 

Luc.  When  expert  you  them  ? 

Cap.  With  the  next  benefit  o'the  wind, 

Luc.  This  forwardnefs 
IVfakes  our  hopes  fair;    Command,  our  prefent  numbers 
Be  mufter'd ;  bid  the  captains  look  to't. — ^Now,  fir, 
What  have  you  dream'd,  of  late,  of  this  war*s  purpofe  ? 

Sooth.  Laft  night  the  very  gods  fhow*d  me  a  vifion : 
[I  fall,  and  pray'd,  for  their  intelligence,)  Thus  :— 
[  law  Jove's  bird,  the  Roman  eagle,  wing'd 
Proiik  the  fpimgy  foiuth  to  this  part  of  the  weftj 
rhere  vanifti'd  in  the  funbeams  :  which  portends, 
[Unleis  my  fins  abufe  my  divination,) 
Succefs  to  the  Roman  hoil. 

Luc^  Dream  often  fo, 
And  never  falfe. — Soft,  bo  !  what  trunk  is  here, 
Without  his  top  ?  The  ruin  fpeaks,  that  fometime 
[t  was  a  worthy  building. — How !  a  page !— ^ 
Dr  dead,  dr  ileeping  on  him  ?  But  dead,  rather : 
^or  nature  doth  abhor  to  make  his  befd 
With  iht  defund,  or  fleep  upon  the  dead.— 
Let's  ibe  the  boy's  face^ 

Vol.  V.  I  i 
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Cap.  He  is  alive,  my  lord. 

Luc.  He'll  then  inftrud  us  of  this  body Young  one 

Inform  us  of  thy  fortunes  j  for,  it  feems, 

They  crave  to  be  demanded  :  Who  is  this. 

Thou  mak'ft  thy  bloody  pillow  ?  Or  who  was  he, 

That,  otherwife  than  noble  nature  did. 

Hath  altered  that  good  pidlure  ?  What's  thy  intereft 

In  this  fad  wreck  ?  How  came  it  ?  Who  is  it  ? 

What  art  thou  ? 

Imo.  I  am  nothing :  or  if  not^ 
Nothing  to  be  were  better.     This  was  my  mafter, 
A  very  valiant  Briton,  and  a  good. 
That  here  by  mountaineers  lies  flain : — Alas  ! 
There  are  no  more  fuch  matters  :  I  may  wander 
From  eafl  to  Occident,  cry  out  for  fervice^ 
Try  many,  all  good,  ferve  truly,  never 
Find  fuch  another  mafter. 
Luc.  'Lack,  good  youth  ! 
Thou  mov'ft  no  lefs  with  thy  complainings  than 
Thy  mafter  in  bleeding :  Say  his  name,  good  friend. 

Imo.  Richard  du  Champ.     If  1  do  he,  and  do 
No  harm  by  it,  though  the  gods  hear,  I  hope    .    [4fi^' 
They'll  pardon  it.     Say  you,  firt 
Luc.  Thy  name  ? 
Imo.  Fidele. 

Luc.  Thou  doft  approve  thyfelf  the  very  fame : 
Thy  name  well  fits  thy  faiith  ;  thy  faith,  thy  name.  . 
Wilt  take  thy  chance  with  me  ?  I  will  not  fay. 
Thou  (halt  be  fo  well  mafter'd  ;  but,  be  fure. 
No  lefs  belov'd.     The  Roman  emperor's  letters. 
Sent  by  a  conful  to  me,  fhould  not  fooneir 
Than  thine  own  worth  prefer  thee  :  Go  with  me. 
Imo.  ril  follow,  fir.     But,  firft,  an't  pleafe  the  gods, 


CrMBELIN£i  499 

Vl\  hide  my  mafter  from  the  flies,  as  deep 

As  thefe  poor  pickaxes  can  dig :  and  when 

With  wild  wood-leaves  and  weeds  I  have  firew'd  his  grave, 

And  on  it  faid  a  century  of  prayers, 

Such  as  I  can,  twice  o'er,  Til  weep,  and  figh ; 

And,  leaving  fo  his  fervice,  follow  you. 

So  pleafe  you  entertain  me. 

Luc.  Ay,  good  youth  ; 
And  rather  father  thee,  than  mafter  thee.— 
My  friends. 

The  boy  hath  taught  us  manly  duties :  Let  us 
Find  out  the  prettieft  daizied  plot  we  can. 
And  make  him  with  our  pikes  and  partifans 
A  grave  :  Come,  arm  him. — Boy,  he  is  preferred 
By  thee  to  us  ;  and  he  fliall  be  interred, 
As  foldiers  can.    Be  cheerful ;  wipe  thine  eyes : 
3ome  falls  are  means  the  happier  to  arife.  [Exeunt* 

.    SCENE  III.    A  Room  in  Cymbeline's  Palace. 
Enter  CrMBELiNE,  Lords^  and  Pisanio. 

Cym.  Again ;  and  bring  me  word,  how  'tis  with  her* 
^  fever  with  the  abfenCe  of  her  fon  ; 
iL  madnefs,  of  which  her  life's  in  danger  : — ►Heavens, 
"Jew  deeply  you  at  once  do  touch  me  !  Imogen, 
riie  great  part  of  my  comfort,  gone  :  my  queen 
^pon  a  defperate  bed  ;  and  in  a  time 
Vhen  fearful  wars  point  at  me  ;  her  fon  gone, 
o  needful  for  this  prefcnt :  It  ftrikes  me,  paft 
"*lie  hope  of  comfort. — But  fgr  thee,  fellow, 
V?Tio  need$  muft  know  of  her  departure,  and 
^ft  feem  fo  ignorant,  we'll  enforce  it  front  thee 
'^  a  iharp  torture. 

Pis.  Sir,  my  life  is  yours, 

T    •     •• 
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Cap.  He  is  alive,  my  lord.  niftrefi) 

Luc.  He'll  then  inflrudl  us  of  thif*  ^u^ 

Inform  us  of  thy  fortunes ;  for,  '  q^^  highncfs, 

They  crave  to  be  demanded : 
Thou  mak'ft  thy  bloody  piP 
That,  otherwife  than  nobl  ^^g  here: 

Hath  altcr'd  that  good  p'  ^  fhall  perform 

In  this  fad  wreck  ?  He         loyally. 
What  art  thou  ? 

Imo.  I  am  nothir     ^nce  in  feeking  him. 
Nothing  to  be  we    .^^  be  found. 
A  very  valiant  ^  y^  troublefome ; 
That  here  by  ^/ora  fqafonj  but  our  jealoufy  [to  Pisjnio. 
There  are  n'^nd. 
From  eaft^;^5o  pieafe  your  majefty. 
Try  mar>^  legions,  all  from  Gallia  drawn, 
^^^^  ^^y^d  on  your  coaft  ;  with  a  fupply 
^^ /puian  gentlemen,  by  the  fenate  fent. 
^^^  ^jT.  Now  for  the  counfel  of  my  fon,  and  queen!— 
'^^  fffi  amaz'd  with  matter. 
I  Lord.  Good  my  liege, 
font  preparation  can  affront  no  lefs  [leady: 

jTian  what  you  hear  of:  come  more,  for  more  you-it 
The  want  is,  but  to  put  thofe  powers  in  motion, 
That  long  to  move. 

CrM.  I  thank  you  :  Let's  withdraw ;  j 

And  meet  the  time,  as  it  feeks  us.     We  fear  not  ! 

What  can  from  Italy  annoy  us ;  but 
We  grieve  at  chances  here. — ^Away.  [Exami- 

Pis.  I  heard  no  letter  from  my  matter,  fince 
I  wrote  him,  Imogen  was  flain :  *Tis  (Irange  : 
Nor  hear  I  from  my  miftrefs,  who  did  promife  ' 
To  yield  me  often  tidings :  Neither  know  I 
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I  humbly  fet  it  at  your  will :  But,  for  my  miilreis> 
I  nothing  know  where  (he  remains,  why  gone. 
Nor  when  fhe  purpofes  return.    'Befeech  your  highne 
Hold  me  your  loyal  fervant. 

1  Lord.  Good  my  liege, 
The  day  that  fhe  was  miffing,  he  was  here  : 
I  dare  be  bound  he's  true,  and  fhall  perform 
All  parts  of  his  fubjecSUon  loyally. 
For  Cloten, — 

There  wants  no  diligence  in  feeking  him. 
And  will,  no  doubt,  be  found, 

Ctm.  The  time's  troublefome ; 
We'll  flip  you  for  a  fqafon  j  but  our  jealoufy  l7o  Pis  Ah 
Does  yet  depend. 

I  Lord.  So  pleafe  your  majefty, 
The  Roman  legions,  all  from  Gallia  drawn. 
Are  landed  on  your  coaft  ;  with  a  fupply 
Of  Roman  gentlemen,  by  the  fenate  fent. 

CrM.  Now  for  the  counfel  of  my  fon,  and  queen  .^ 
I  am  amazM  with  matter. 

I  Lord.  Good  my  liege, 
Your  preparation  can  affront  no  lefs  [read 

Than  what  you  hear  of:  come  more^  for  more  yoo' 
The  want  is,  but  to  put  thofe  powers  in  motioa^ 
That  long  to  move. 

Ctm.  I  thank  you  :  Let's  withdraw ; 
And  meet  the  time,  as  it  feeks  us.     We  fear  not 
What  can  from  Italy  annoy  us ;  but 
We  grieve  at  chances  here* — Away.  [£Mii 

Pis.  I  heard  no  letter  from  my  matter,  fincc 
I  wrote  him,  Imogen  was  flain :  Hi'is  ftrange : 
Nor  hear  I  from  my  miftrefs,  who  did  promife;^ 
To  yield  me  often  tidings :  Neither  know  I 
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What  is  betid  to  Cloten ;  but  remain 
Perplexed  in  all.    The  heavens  ftill  muft-  work : 
Wherein  I  am  falfe,  I  am  honeft ;  not  true,  to  be  true* 
Thefe  prefent  wars  fhall  find  I  love  my  country. 
Even  to  the  note  o'the  king,  or  Til  fall  in  them. 
AU  other  doubts,  "by  time  let  them  be  cleared : 
Fortune  brings  in  fome  boats,  that  are  not  fteer'd.  [Exit. 

SCENE  I^.    Before  the  Cave. 
Enter  Belarius^  Guiderius,  and  Arfiragus. 

Gur.  The  noife  is  round  about  us. 

Bel.  Let  us  from  it. 

^RF.  What  pleafure,  fir,  find  we  in  life,  to  lock  it , 
From  action  and  adventure  i 

Gui.  Nay,  what  hope 
Have  we  in  hiding  us  ?  this  way,  the  Ronuns 
Muft  or  for  Britons  flay  us  ;  or  receive  us 
For  barbarous  and  unnatural  revolts 
During  their  ufe,  and  flay  us  after. 

Bel.  Sons, 
Well  higher  to  the  mountains ;  there  fecure  us. 
To  the  king's  party  there's  no  going  :  newnefs 
Of  Cloten's  death  (we  being  not  known,  not  mufter'd 
Among  the  bands)  may  drive  us  to  a  render 
Where  we  have  liv'd ;  and  fo  extort  from  us 
That  which  weVe  done,  whofe  anfwer  would  be  death 
Drawn  on  with  torture. 

Cui.  This  is,  fir,  a  doubt, 
Jn  fuch  a  time,  nothing  becoming  you. 
Nor  iatisfying  us. 

j^RF.  It  is  not  likely. 
That  when  they  hear  the  Roman  horfes  neigh. 
Behold  their  quartered  fires,  have  both  their  eyes 
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And  ears  fo  cloy'd  importantly  as  now, 

That  they  will  wafte  their  time  upon  our  note. 

To  know  from  whence  we  are. 

Bel.  O,  I  am  known 
Of  many  in  the  army  :  many  years, 
Though  Cloten  then  but  young,  you  fee,  not  wore  him 
From  my  remembrance.    And,  befides,  the  king 
Hath  not  defervM  my  fervice,  nor  your  loves ; 
Who  find  in  my  exile  the  want  of  breeding. 
The  certainty  of  this  hard  life  ;  aye  hopelefs 
To  have  the  courtefy  your  cradle  promised. 
But  to  be  ftill  hot  fummer's  tanlings,  and 
The  fhrinking  flaves  of  winter. 

Gui.  Than  be  fo, 
Better  to  ceafe  to  be.    Pray,  fir,  to  the  army : 
I  and  my  brother  are  not  known ;  yourfelf. 
So  out  of  thought,  and  thereto  fo  overgrown, 
Cannot  be  queftion'd. 

^RF.  By  this  fun  that  fliines, 
rU  thither  :  What  thing  is  it,  that  I  never 
Did  fee  man  die  ?  fcarce  ever  look'd  on  blood. 
But  that  of  coward  hares,  hot  goats,  and  venifon  ? 
Never  beftrid  a  horfe,  fave  one,  that  had 
A  rider  like  myfelf,  who  ne'-er  wore  rowel 
Nor  iron  on  his  heel  ?  I  am  afliam*d 
To  look  upon  the  holy  fun,  to  have 
The  benefit  of  his  blefs'd  beams,  remaining 
So  long  a  poor  unknown. 

Gui.  By  heavens.  Til  go : 
If  you  will  blefs  me,  fir,  and  give  me  leave, 
ril  take  the  better  care ;  but  if  you  will  not, 
The  hazard  therefore  due  fall  on  me,  by 
The  hands  of  Romans ! 
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^Rr.  So  fay  I ;  Amen. 

Bel.  No  reafon  I,  fince  on  your  lives  you  fet 
So  flight  a  valuation,  fliould  relerve 
My  crack'd  one  to  more  care.    Have  with  you,  boys : 
If  in  your  country  wars  you  chance  to  die, 
That  is  my  bed  too,  lads,  and  there  FU  Ue : 

Lead,  lead The  time  feems  long ;  their  blood  thinks 

fcorn,  [AJide. 

Till  it  fly  out,  and  fliow  them  princes  born.         [Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  I.    A  Yield  between  the  Britifli  and  Roman  Camps. 

Enter  Posthumus,  with  a  bloody  handkerchief. 

Post.  Yea,  bloody  cloth,  Til  keep  thee  ;  for  I  wifli'd 
Thou  fliould'ft  be  coloured  thus.    You  married  ones, 
If  each  of  you  would  take  this  courfc,  how  many 
Mull  murder  wives  much  better  than  themfelves, 
For  wrying  but  a  little  .^ — O,  Pifanio  ! 
Every  good  fervant  does  not  all  commands : 
No  bond,  but  to  do  juft  ones. — Gods !  if  you 
Should  have  ta'en  vengeance  on  my  faults,  I  never 
.  Had  liv*d  to  put  on  this :  fo  had  you  faved 
The  noble  Imogen  to  repent ;  and  ftruck 
Me,  wretch,  more  worth  your  vengeance.    But,  alack. 
You  fnatch  fome  hence  for  little  faults ;  that's  love, 
To  have  them  fall  no  more  :  you  fome  permit 
To  fecond  ills  with  ills,  each  elder  worle  ; 
And  make  them  dread  it  to  the  doer's  thrift. 
But  Imogen  is  your  own  :  Do  your  beft  wills. 
And  make  me  blefs'd  to  obey  ! — I  am  brought  hither 
Among  the  Italian  gentry,  and  to  fight 
Againft  my  laJv's  kins  Join  :  Tis  enotig^h 

T  i  iiii 
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That,  Britain,  I  have  kill'd  thy  miftrefs  ;  peace ! 

PU  give  no  wound  to  thee.   Therefore,  good  heavens^ 

Hear  patiently  my  purpofe :  1*11  difrobe  ijie 

Of  thefe  Italian  weeds,  and  fuit  myfclf 

As  does  a  Briton  peafant :  fo  TU  fight 

Againfl  the  part  I  come  with ;  fo  Til  die 

For  thee,  O  Imogen,  even  for  whom  my  life 

Is,  every  breath,  a  death :  and  thus,  unknown^ 

Pitied  nor  hated,  to  the  face  of  peril 

Myfelf  I'll  4edicate.    Let  me  make  men  know 

More  valour  in  me  than  my  habits  (how. 

Gods,  put  the  ftrenth  o'  the  Leonati  in  me ! 

To  fhame  the  guife  o'  the  world,  I  will  begin 

The  fafhion,  left  without,  and  more  within.  [Exil. 

SCENE  II    n^/ame. 
Enter  at  onejide^  Lucius^  Ijchimo,  and  tie  Roman  army; 
at  the  other  JidCy  the  Britifh ^r»y ;  Lbonatus  Post- 
HUMU$  following  it,  Hke  a  poor/oldier.    Ttbey  march  ever, 
and  go  out.     Alarums.      I'hen  enter  again^  injkirwafif^ 
IjiCBiMO.  and  Posthvmus  :   he  vanquijbeth  and  4^ 
armeth  IachimOj  and  then  leaves  him. 
IjiCH.  The  heavinefs  and  guilt  within  my  bofom 
Takes  oflF  my  manhood :  I  have  belied  a  lady. 
The  princefs  of  this  country,  and  the  air  on't 
Revengingly  enfeebles  me  ;  Or  could  this  carl, 
A  very  drudge  of  nature's,  have  fubdu'd  me. 
In  my  profeifion  ?  Knighthoods  and  honours,  bome 
As  I  wear  mine,  are  titles  but  of  fcorn. 
If  that  thy  gentry,  Britain,  go  before 
This  lout,  as  he  exceeds  our  lords,  the  odds  1 

Is,  that  we  fcarce  are  men,  and  you  are  gods.         [£wr.    j 
^he  battle  continues ;  the  Britons  Jly ;  Gtmbeline  is  t(t   , 


CrMBELXNB.  $0$ 

ken:  then  enter ^  to  bis  re/cue.  Bbiarius^  Guijderius^ 

and  jiRFiRjGus. 

Bbl.  Stand,  ftand !  We  have  the  advantage  of  the 
Fhe  lane  is  guarded :  nothing  routs  us,  but  [ground; 
rhe  villainy  of  our  fears. 

Gui.  Arf.  Stand,  ftand,  and  fight ! 
Enter  PosTHUMUSy  and feconds  the  Britons:  T!bey  re/cue 

CrMBBLiNJs,  and  exeunt.    7'ben^  enter  Lucius^  Iach^ 

I  MO,  and  Imogen. 

Luc.  Away,  boy,  from  the  troops,  and  fave  thyfelf : 
For  friends  kill  friends,  and  the  diforder's  fuch 
As  war  were  hood-wink'd. 

Ijch.  'Tis  their  frefli  fupplies, 

Luc.  It  is  a  day  turn'd  ftrangely  :  Or  betimes 
Let's  re-enforce,  or  fly. 

SCENE  in.    Jnotber  part  of  the  Field. 
Enter  Posthumvs  and  a  Britifh  Lord. 

Lord.  Cam'ft  thou  from  where  they  made  the  ftand  ? 

Post.  I  did : 
Though  you,  it  feems,  come  from  the  fliers. 

Lord*  I  did. 

Post.  No  blame  be  to  you,  fir ;  for  all  was  loft* 
But  that  the  heavens  fought  \  The  king  himfelf 
Of  his  wings  deftitute,  the  army  broken. 
And  but  the  backs  of  Britons  feen,  all  flying 
Through  a  ftrait  lane ;  the  enemy  full-hearted. 
Lolling  the  tongue  with  flaughtering,  having  work 
More  plentiful  than  tools  to  do't,  ftruck  down 
Some  mortally,  fome  flightly  touched,  fome  falling 
Merely  through  fear ;  that  the  ftrait  pafs  was  damm'4 
With  dead  men,  hurt  behind,  and  cowards  living 
rp  4ie  with  lengthened  fliarae, 
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Lord.  Where  was  this  lane  ? 

Post.  Clofe  by  the  battle,  ditch'd,  and  wall'd  with  turfj 
Which  gave  advantage  to  an  ancient  foldier, — . 
An  honeft  one,  I  warrant ;  who  deferv'd 
So  long  a  breeding,  as  his  white  beard  came  to. 
In  doing  this  for  his  country ; — athwart  the  lane. 
He,  with  two  ftriplings,  (lads  more  like  to  run 
The  country  bafe,  than  to  commit  fuch  flaughter  j 
With  faces  fit  for  mafks,  or  rather  fairer 
Than  thofe  for  prefervation  cas-d,  or  fhame,) 
Made  good  the  paflage ;  cry'd  to  thofe  that  fled, 
Our  Britain's  harts  diejlying,  not  our  men: 
To  darknefs  fleet,  fouls  that  fly  backwards  !  Stand; 
Or  we  are  Roman's,  and  will  give  you  that 
Like  beajlsy  which  you  floun  beciftly;  andmayfave^ 
But  to  look  back  in  frown :  fl  and ^fl  and. — Thefe  three, 
Three  thoufand  confident,  in  ad  as  many, 
(For  three  performers  are  the  file,  when  all 
The  reft  do  nothing,)  with  this  vfovd^fland^Jlandf 
Accommodated  by  the  place,  more  charming 
With  their  own  noblenefs,  (which  could  have  tum'd 
A  diftafFto  a  lance,)  gilded  pale  looks. 
Part,  ftiame,  part,  fpirit  renewed;  that  fome,  tum'd  coward 
But  by  example  (O,  a  fin  in  war, 
Damn'd  in  the  firft  beginners!)  -gan  to  look 
The  way  that  they  did,  and  to  grin  like  lions 
Upon  the  pikes  o'the  hunters.    Then  began 
A  flop  i'the  chaler,  a  retire ;  anon, 
A  rout,  confufion  thick  :  Forthwith,  they  fly 
Chickens,  the  way  which  they  ftoop'd  eagles ;  flaves, 
The  ftrides  they  vidlors  made :  And  now  our  cowards, 
(Like  fragments  in  hard  voyages,)  became 
The  life  o'the  need ;  having  found  the  l^ack-door  open 
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the  unguarded  hearts,  Heavens,  how  they  wound ! 

Tie,  flain  before  ;  fome,  dying  ;  fome,  their  friends 

:r-bome  i'the  former  wave  :  ten,  chac'd  by  one, 

e  now  each  one  the  flaughter-man  of  twenty  : 

ofe,  that  would  die  or  ere  refift,  are  grown 

e  mortal  bugs  o'the  field. 

Lord.  This  was  ftrange  chance : 

narrow  lane  !  an  old  man,  and  two  boys ! 

Post.  Nay,  do  not  wonder  at  it :  You  are  made 

ther  to  wonder  at  the  things  you  hear, 

an  to  work  any.    Will  you  rhyme  upon't, 

id  vent  it  for  a  mockery  ?  Here  is  one  : 

)o  boys,  an  old  man  twice  a  boy,  a  lane^ 

e/erv*d  the  Britons,  was  the  Romans*  bane. 

Lord.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  fir. 

Post.  'Lack,  to  what  end  ? 

ho  dares  not  ftand  his  foe,  I'll  be  his  friend  ; 

r  if  he'll  do,  as  he  is  made  to  do, 

:now,  he'll  quickly  fly  my  friendfhip  too. 

•u  have  put  me  into  rhyme. 

Lord.  Farewell ;  you  are  angry.  [Exit. 

Post.  Still  going  ? — ^This  is  a  lord !  O  noble  mifery  ! 

>  be  i'the  field,  and  aik,  what  news,  of  me ! 
)-day,  how  many  would  have  given  their  honours 

>  have  fav'd  their  carcafles  ?  took  heel  to  do't, 
id  yet  died  too  ?  I,  in  mine  own  woe  charm'd, 
luld  not  find  death,  where  I  did  hear  him  groan  ; 

)r  feel  him,  where  he  ftruck  :  Being  an  ugly  monfter, 

IS  ftrange,  he  hides  him  in  frefh  cups,  foft  beds, 

^eet  words ;  or  hath  more  minifters  than  we 

lat  draw  his  knives  i'the  war. — Well,  I  will  find  him  i 

r,  being  now  a  favourer  to  the  Roman, 

)  more  a  Briton,  I  huyc:  refum'd  again 
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The  part  I  came  in :  Fight  I  will  no  more. 
But  yield  me  to  the  veriefl  hind,  that  jQiall 
Once  touch  my  fhoulder.     Great  the  ilaughter  is 
Here  made  by  the  Roman ;  great  the  anfwer  be 
Britons  muft  take :  For  me,  my  ranfom's  death  ; 
On  either  fide  I  come  to  fpend  my  breath ; 
Which  neither  here  I'll  keep,  nor  bear  again. 
But  end  it  by  fome  means  for  Imogen. 

Enter  two,  Britifh  Captains^  and  SoUiers. 

1  Cap.  Great  Jupiter  be  prais'd !  Lucius  is  taken : 
Tis  thought,  the  old  man  and  his  Tons  were  angels. 

2  Cap.  There  was  a  fourth  man,  in  a  filly  habit, 
That  gave  the  aflfront  with  them. 

1  Cap.  So  'tis  reported : 
But  none  of  them  can  be  found. — Stand !  who  is  there  t 

Post.  A  Roman ;  ! 

Who  had  not  now  been  drooping  here,  if  feconds 
Had  anfwer'd  him. 

2  Cap.  Lay  hands  on  him ;  A  dog ! 
A  leg  of  Rome  fhall  not  return  to  tell 

What  crows  have  peck'd  them  here:  He  brags  his  fenicc 

As  if  he  were  of  note :  bring  him  to  the  king. 

Enter  Ctmbelinb  attended  i  Bblarius,  Guwbrws  Aarh 

BAGUs,  PisANio^  and  Roman  captives.     Tic  CdPfAiKt 

prefent  Posthumus  to  Ctmbelinb^  who  ddlivers  Urn  ever 

to  a  Gaoler:  after  which  ^  all  go  out. 

SCENE  IV.    APrifon.  \ 

Enter  Posthumus,  and  two  Gaolers.  j 

1  Gaol.  You  fhall  not  now  be  flolen,  you  have  locb  i 
j5o  graze,  as  you  find  paflure.  [upon  you;  ;] 

2  Gaol.  Ay,  or  a  flomach..^  [Exeunt  Gaoljus»  |J 
Post.  Mofl  welcome,  bondage !  for  thou  ajt  a  wa/i 


CYUBELINE.  50^ 

[  think,  to  liberty :  Yet  am  I  better 
Than  one  that's  fick  o'the  gout ;  fince  he  had  rather 
Groan  fo  in  perpetuity,  than  be  cur'd 
By  the  fure  phyfician,  death  ;  who  is  the  key 
To  unbar  thefe  locks.    My  confcience !  thou  art  fetter*! 
M[ore  than  my  (hanks^and  wrifts:  You  good  gods,  give  me 
The  penitent  inftrument,  to  pick  that  bolt, 
Then,  free  for  ever !  Is't  enough,  I  am  forry  ? 
So  children  temporal  fathers  do  appeafe  ; 
Gods  are  more  full  of  mercy.     Muft  I  repent  ? 
[  cannot  do  it  better  than  in  gyves, 
Defir'd,  more  than  conftrain'd  :  to  fatisfy, 
[f  of  my  freedom  'tis  the  main  part,  take 
No  ftrider  render  of  me,  than  my  all. 
I  know,  you  are  more  clement  than  vile  men, 
Who  of  their  broken  debtors  take  a  third, 
A  fixth,  a  tenth,  letting  them  thrive  again 
On  their  abatement ;  that's  not  my  deiire  : 
For  Imogen's  dear  life,  take  mine  ;  and  though 
Tis  not  fo  dear,  yet  'tis  a  life  ;  you  coin'd  it : 
TTween  man  and  man,  they  weigh  not  every  (kmp ; 
Though  light,  take  pieces  for  the  figure's  fake  ; 
You  rather  mine,  being  yours :  And  fo,  great  powers, 
If  you  will  take  this  audit,  take  this  life. 
And  cancel  thefe  cold  bonds.    O  Imogen: ! 
ril  fpeak  to  thee  in  filence.  [Hejleeps. 

Solemn  mufick.  Enter ^  as  in  an  apparition^  SiciLius  Lb0^ 
NA  Tus,  father  to  Pofthumus,  afi  old  man^  attired  like  a 
warrior;  leading  in  bis  band  an  ancient  matron^  bis  w^e^ 
and  motber  to  Pofthumus,  witb  mufteh  before  tbem.  Hen^ 
efter  otber  mufick^  folhw  tbe  two  young  Leonati,  brO'* 
tbers  to  Pofthumus,  witb  wounds  as  tbey  died  in  the  wars. 
Tiey  circle  Pofthumus  rounds  as  be  liesjle^^g^ 
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Sici.  No  more,  thou  thunder-mafter,  {how 
Thy  fpite  on  mortal  flies  : 
With  Mars  fall  out,  with  Juno  chide, 

That  thy  adulteries 
1  Rates,  and  revenges. 

Hath  my  poor  boy  done  aught  but  well, 

Whofe  face  I  never  faw  ? 
I  dy'd,  whilft  in  the  womb  he  ftay'd, 

Attending  Nature's  law. 
Whofe  father  then  (as  men  report. 

Thou  orphan's  father  art,) 
Thou  fhould'ft  have  been,  and  fhielded  hiro 
From  this  earth-vexing  fmart. 
Moth.  Lucina  lent  not  me  her  aid. 
But  took  me  in  my  throes  ; 
That  from  me  was  Poflhumus  ript. 
Came  crying  'mongft  his  foes, 
A  thing  of  pity  ! 
Sici.  Great  nature,  like  his  anceftry^ 
Moulded  the  ftuflf  fo  fair. 
That  he  deferv'd  the  praife  o'the  world. 
As  great  Sicilius'  heir. 
I  Bro.  When  once  he  was  mature  for  man,. 
In  Britain  where  was  he 
That  .could  ftand  up  his  parallel ; 

Or  fruitful  objed:  be 
In  eye  of  Imogen,  that  beft 
Could  deem  his  dignity  ? 
Moth.  With  marriage  wherefore  was  he  mock'd, 
To  be  exii'd,  and  thrown 
From  Leonati'  feat,  and  caft 
From  her  his  deareft  one. 
Sweet  Imogen  ? 
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Sici.  Why  did  you  fufFer  lachimo. 

Slight  thing  of  Italy, 
taint  his  nobler  heart  and  brain 

With  needlefs  jealoufy ; 
d  to  become  the  geek  and  fconi 

O*  the  other's  villainy  ? 
2  Bro.  For  this,  from  ftiller  feats  we  came, 

Our  parents,  and  us  twain, 
at,  ftriking  in  our  country's  caufe. 

Fell  bravely,  and  were  flain  j 
T  fealty,  and  Tenantius'  right. 

With  honour  to  maintain. 
I  Bro.  Like  hardiment  Pofthumus  hath 

To  Cymbeline  performed  : 
ten,  Jupiter,  thou  king  of  gods. 

Why  haft  thou  thus  adjourned 
e  graces  for  his  merits  due ; 

Being  all  to  dolours  turned  ? 
Sic  J.  Thy  cryftal  window  ope ;  look  out  >    .  ". 

No  longer  exercife, 
on  a  valiant  race,  thy  harfh 

And  potent  injuries : 
VloTH.  Since,  Jupiter,  our  fon  is  good, 

Take  oflf  his  miferies. 
Jiei.  Peep  through  thy  marble  manfion ;  help ! 

Or  we  poor  ghofts  will  cry 
the  (hining  fynod  of  the  reft, 

Againft  thy  deity, 
t  Bro.  Help,  Jupi»er  ;  or  we  appeal, 

And  from  thy  juftice  fly. 
PITER  defceuils  in  thunder  and  lightnings  fitting  upon  an 
agle :  he  throws  a  thunder-loit.    The  ghofts- fall  on  their 
nees. 
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Jup.  No  more,  you  petty  fpifks  of  region  lotr. 

Offend  our  hearing ;  hufh ! — .How  dare  you  gtu^, 
Accufe  the  thunderer,  whofe  bolt  you  ktiow. 

Sky-planted,  batters  all  rebelling  coafts  ? 
Poor  fhadows  of  Elyfium,  hence  ;  and  reft 

Upon  your  never-withering  banks  <^  flowers  > 
Be  not  with  mortal  accidents  oppreft ; 

No  care  of  yours  it  is  ;  you  know,  *tis  ours. 
Whom  beft  I  love,  I  crofs  ;  to  make  nly  gijft. 

The  more  delayed,  delighted.     Be  content ; 
Your  low-laid  fon  our  godhead  will  uplift ; 

His  comforts  thrive,  his  trials  well  are  fpeAt«r 
Our  jovial  ftar  reign'd  at  his  birth,  and  in 

Our  temple  was  he  married.— Rife,  and  £ide  !— 
He  fhall  be  lord  of  lady  Imogent 

And  happier  much  by  his  affli^ion  nuide. 
This  tablet  lay  upon  his  bread ;  wherein 

Our  pleafure  his  full  fortune  doth  confine  ; 
And  fo,  away  :  no  further  with  your  din 

Exprefs  impatience,  left  you  flit  up  mine..^^ 

Mount,  eagle,  to  my  palace  cryftallinc  {^(Mif, 

Sici.  He  came  in  thunder ;  his  eeleftis^l  breath 
Was  fulphurous  to  fmell :  the  holy  eagle 
Stoop'd,  as  to  foot  us :  his  afcenik>n  is 
More  fweet  than  our  blefs'd  fields :  his  royal  bird 
Prunes  the  immortal  wing,  and  cloys  bis  beak. 
As  when  his  god  is  pleas'd. 

All.  Thanks,  Jupiter ! 

Sici.  The  marble  pavement  cldfes,  he  ia  entered 
His  radiant  roof: — Away  I  and,  to  be  bleft. 
Let  us  with  care  perform  bis  great  beheft.      [Gbofis  «W|^ 

Po^t.  \Wakif^.^  Sleep,  ihou  haft  been  a  ^cmA&ttM  j 
begot 
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.  father  to  me  :  and  thou  haft  created 

.  mother,  and  two  brothers  :  But  (O  fcom  !) 

one  !  they  went  hence  fo  foon  as  they  were  bom. 

nd  fo  I  am  awake. — Poor  wretches  that  depend 

n  greatnefs'  favour,  dream  as  I  have  done  ; 

/'ake^  and  find  nothing*— But,  alas,  I  fwerve  : 

fany  dream  not  to  find,  neither  deferve^ 

jcid  yet  are  fteep'd  in  favours  j  fo  am  T, 

Tiat  have  this  golden  chance,  and  know  not  why* 

iHiat  fairies  haunt  this  ground  ?    A  book  ?    O,  ^re 
one ! 

te  not,  as  is  our  fangled  world,  a  garment 

fobler  than  that  it  covers  :  let  thy  efFeds 

o  follow,  to  be  moft  unUke  our  courtiers, 

^  good  as  promife* 

Reads.]  When  as  a  Uoi^s  whelp  Jball,  to  bimfctf  UfikndWft^ 
^tbout  feeking  Jindy  and  be  embraced  by  a  piece  of  tendef 
airi  and  wbenfrom  ajiately  cedar  Jimll  he  lopped  branches^ 
wbicby  being  dead  many  years  ^Jhall  after  revive^  be  jointed 
to  the  old  flock  ^  and  frefhly  grow  ;  then  fhall  Pofthumus 
tnd  bis  miferies^  Britain  be  fortunate^  andflourifh  in  peacd 
and  plenty. 

Tis  ftill  a  dream ;  or  elfe  fuch  fluff  as  tnadmen 

^onguCj  and  briain  not :  either  both,  or  nothing  : 

^  fenfelefs  fpeaking,  or  a  fpeaking  fuch 

^s  ienfe  cannot  untie.     Be  what  it  is, 

^e  action  of  my  life  is  like  it,  which 

11  keep,  if  but  for  fympathy. 

Re-enter  Gaolers. 
Gaol.  Come,  fir,  are  you  ready  for  death  ? 
Post.  Over-roafted.  rather  :  ready  long  igo. 
Oaol.  Hanging  is  the  word,  fir  ;  if  you  be  teady  £dt 

^at,  you  are  well  cook'd. 
Vol.  V.  K  k 
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Post.  So,  if  I  prove  a  good  repaft  to  the  fpedatorSi 
the  difti  pays  the  fhot. 

Goal.  A  heavy  reckoning  for  you,  fir  :  But  the  com- 
fort is,  you  fhall  be  call'd  to  no  more  payments,  fear  no 
more  tavern  bills  ;  which  are  often  the  (adnefs  of  part- 
ing, as  the  procuring  of  mirth :  you  come  in  faint  for 
want  of  meat,  depart  reeling  with  too  much  drink ;  for- 
ry  that  you  have  paid  too  much,  and  forry  that  you^ait 
paid  too  much  ;  purfe  and  brain  both  empty  :  the  brain 
the  heavier  for  being  too  light,  the  purfe  too  light,  be- 
ing drawn  of  heavinefs  :  O  !  of  this  contradiction  you 
fhall  now  be  quit. — O  the  charity  of  a  penny  cord !  it 
fums  up  thoufands  in  a  trice :  you  have  no  true  dehitoc 
and  creditor  but  it ;  of  what's  pafl,  is,  and  to  come,  the 
difcharge  : — ^Your  neck,  fir,  is  pen,  book,  and  counters; 
fo  the  acquittance  follows.  • 

Post.  I  am  merrier  to  die,  than  thou  art  to  live, 

GjfOL.  Indeed,  fir,  he  that  fleeps  feels  not  the  tooth- 
ach :  But  a  man  that  were  to  fleep  your  fleep,  and  i 
hangman  to  help  him  to  bed,  I  think,  he  would  change 
places  with  his  officer :  for,  look  you,  fir,  you  know  not 
which  way  you  fhall  go. 

Post.  Yes,  indeed,  do  I,  fellow. 

Gaol.  Your  death  has  eyes  in's  head  then ;  I  have  not 
feen  him  fo  pidured  :  you  muft  either  be  dirededbf 
fome  that  take  upon  them  to  know  ;  or  take  upon  yooi^ 
felf  that,  which  I  am  fure  you  do  not  know ;  or  jump 
the  after-enquiry  on  your  own  peril :  and  how  youAdl 
fpeed  in  your  journey's  end,  I  think,  you^ll  never  return 
to  tell  one. 

Post.  I  tell  thee,  fellow,  there  are  none  want  eyes,  to. 
diredl  them  the  way  I  am  going,  but  fuch  as  winki  wj 
will  not  ufe  them. 
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Caol.  What  an  infinite  mock  is  this,  that  a  man  fhould 
lave  the  bed  ufe  of  eyes,  to  fee  the  way  of  bUndncfs !  I 
im  fure,  hanging's  the  way  of  winking. 
Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Knock  off  his  manacles ;  bring  your  prifoner 
o  the  king. 

Post.  Thou  bring'ft  good  news  ; — I  am  call'd  to  be 
oade  free. 

<jM)l.  rU  be  hang'd  then. 

Post.  Thou  (halt  be  then  freer  than  a  gaoler ;  no 
x)lts  for  the  dead.     [Exeunt  Post  humus  and  Messenger. 

GjiOL.  Unlefs  a  man  would  marry  a  gallows,  and  be- 
5Ct  young  gibbets,  I  never  faw  one  fo  prone.  Yet,  on 
ny  confcience,  there  are  verier  knaves  defire  to  live,  fot 
ill  he  be  a  Roman :  and  there  be  fome  of  th^m  too,  that 
lie  againil  their  wills ;  fo  fhould  I,  if  I  were  one.  I 
rould  we  were  all  of  one  mind,  and  one  mind  good ; 
),  there  were  defolation  of  gaolers,  and  gallowfes !  I 
peak  againfl  my  prefent  profit  i  but  my  wifh  hath  a 
ifeferment  in*t.  [Exit. 

SCENE  V.    Ctmmeline's  Tent. 
Inter  Ctmbeline,  Belarius^  Guiderius,  Arfira^ 
GUSf  Pis  AN  10,  Lords y  Officers ,  and  Attendants. 
Cm.  Stand  by  my  fide,  you,  whom  the  gods  have 
•rcfervers  of  my  throne.     Woe  is  my  heart,         [made 
rhat  the  poor  foldier,  that  fo  richly  fought, 
VliGfe  rags  fham'd  gilded  arms,  whofe  naked  breafl 
itcpp'd  before  targe  of  proof,  cannot  be  found : 
le  fhail  be  happy  that  can  find  him,  if 
3iur  grace  can  make  him  fo. 

Bel.  I  never  faw 
'^ch  noble  fury  in  fo  poor  a  thing ; 

Kkij 
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Such  precious  deeds  in  one  that  promised  nought 
But  beggary  and  poor  looks. 

CrM.  No  tidings  of  him  ? 

Pis.  He  hath  been  fearch'd  among  the  dead  and  livi 
But  no  trace  of  him  ^ 

CrM.  To  my  grief,  I  am 
The  heir  of  his  reward  j  which  I  will  add 
To  you,  the  liver,  heart,  and  brain  of  Britain, 

[To  Belarius,  Guiderius,  and  j^rfirji 
By  whom,  I  grant,  fhe  lives  :  'Tis  now  the  time 
To  a(k  of  whence  you  are : j-eport  it. 

Bel.  Sir, 
In  Cambria  are  we  bom,  and  gentlemen : 
Further  to  boaft,  were  neither  true  nor  modefl^ 
Unlefs  I  add,  we  are  honeft^ 

CrM*  Bow  your  knees  : 
Arife,  my  knights  o'the  battle ;  I  create  you 
Companions  to  our  perfon,  and  will  fit  you 
With  dignities  becoming  your  eftates. 

Enter  Cornelius  and  Ladies^ 
There's  bufinefs  in  thefe  faces : — Why  fo  fadly 
Greet  you  our  vidory  ?  you  look  like  Romans^ 
And  not  o'the  court  of  Britain. 

Cor.  Hail,  great  king  ! 
To  four  your  happinefs,  I  muft  report 
The  queen  is  dead. 

CrM.  Whom  worfe  than  a  phyfician 
Would  this  report  become  ?  But  I  confidef, 
By  medicine  life  ma^  be  prolonged,  yet  death 
Will  feize  the  dodor  too.— How  ended  fhe  ? 

Cor.  With  horror,  madly  dying,  like  her  life  j 
Which,  being  cruel  to  the  world,  concluded 
Moft  cruel  to  herfelf.     What  fhe  confefs^, 
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nil  report,  fo  pleafe  you :  Thefe  her  women 

n  trip  me,  if  I  err  ;  who,  with  wet  cheeks, 

ere  prefent  when  fhe  finifh'd. 

Ctm.  Pr'ythee,  fay. 

Cor.  Firft,  (he  confefs'd  fhe  never  lov'd  you ;  only 

Fedled  greatnefs  got  by  you,  not  you  : 

irried  your  royalty,  was  wife  to  your  place  5 

)horr'd  your  perfon. 

Ctm.  She  alone  knew  this  : 

id,  but  fhe  fpoke  it  dying,  I  would  not 

lieve  her  lips  in  opening  it.     Proceed. 

Cor.  Your  daughter,  whom  fhe  bore  in  hand  to  love 

ith  fuch  integrity,  fhe  did  confefs 

as  as  a  fcorpion  to  her  fight ;  whofe  life, 

t  that  her  flight  prevented  it,  fhe  had 

^en  off  by  poifon. 

CrM.  O  mofl  delicate  fiend ! 

ho  is't  can  read  a  woman  ?— Js  there  more  ? 

Cor.  More,  fir,  and  worfe.     She  did  confefs,  fhe  had 

r  you  a  mortal  mineral ;  which,  being  took, 

ould  by  the  minute  feed  on  life,  and,  lingering, 
inches  wafle  you ;  In  which  time  fhe  purposed, 
watching,  weeping,  tendance,  kifling,  to 

*rcome  you  with  her  fhow :  yes,  and  in  time, 

Hben  fhe  had  fitted  you  with  her  craft,)  to  work 

r  fon  into  the  adoption  of  the  crown. 

t  failing  of  her  end  by  his  flrange  abfence, 

ew  (hamelefs-defperate  ;  open'd,  in  defpite 

heaven  and  men,  her  purpofes  ;  repented 

e  evils  fhe  hatched  were  not  effeded  ;  fo^ 

fpairing,  died. 

Ctm.  Heard  you  all  this,  her  women  ? 

I^jIDT,  We  did,  fo  pleafe  your  highnefs,  « 

Kkiij 
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Ctm.  Mine  eyes 
Were  not  in  fault,  for  fhe  was  beautiful ; 
Mine  ears,  that  heard  her  flattery  ;  nor  my  heart. 
That  thought  her  like  her  feeming  ;  it  had  been  Yidoos, 
To  have  miftrufted  her :  yet,  O  my  daughtenr ! 
That  it  was  folly  in  me,  thou  may 'ft  fay. 
And  prove  it  in  thy  feeling.     Heaven  mend  all ! 
Enter  Lucius,  Iachimo,  the  Soothfayer,  and  other  ^ 

man  prlfoners,  guarded ;  Fos  thum us  behind^  and  Im(H 

GEN. 

Thou  com'ft  not,  Caius,  now  for  tribute  ;  that 
The  Britons  have  raz'd  out,  though  with  the  lofs 
Of  many  a  bold  one  ;  whofe  kinfmen  have  made  fuit, 
That  their  good  fouls  may  be  appeas'd  with  Daughter 
Of  you  their  captives,  which  our  felf  have  granted: 
So,  think  of  your  eftate. 

Luc.  Confider,  fir,  the  chance  of  war:  the  day 
Was  yours  by  accident ;  had  it  gone  with  us. 
We  fhould  not,  when  the  blood  was  cool,  have  thrcatea'd 
Our  prifoners  with  the  fword.     But  fince  the  godi 
Will  have  it  thus,  that  nothing  but  our  lives 
May  be  caird  ranfom,  let  it  come  :  fufficeth, 
A  Roman  with  a  Roman's  heart  can  fufFer  : 
Auguftus  lives  to  think  on't :  And  fo  much 
For  my  peculiar  care.     This  one  thing  only 
I  will  entreat ;  My  boy,  a  Briton  born. 
Let  him  be  ranfom'd :  never  mafter  had 
A  page  fo  kind,  fo  duteous,  diligent, 
So  tender  over  his  occafions,  true, 
So  feat,  fo  nurfe-like  :  let  his  virtue  join 
With  my  requeft,  which.  Til  make  bold,  your  highncli 
Cannot  deny ;  he  hath  done  no  Briton  harm. 
Though  he  have  ferv'd  a  Roman  :  favc  him,  fir, 
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nd  fpare  no  blood  befide. 
CrM.  I  have  furely  feen  him ; 
is  favour  is  familiar  to  me. — 
>y,  thou  haft  look'd  thyfelf  into  my  grace, 
ad  art  mine  own. — I  know  not  why,  nor  wherefore, 
o  fay,  live,  boy :  ne'er  thank  thy  mafter  ;  live  : 
ad  afk  of  Cymbeline  what  bopn  thou  wilt, 
tting  my  bounty,  and  thy  ftate,  PH  give  it ; 
^,  though  thou  do  demand  a  prifoner, 
tic  nobleft  ta'en. 

Imo.  I  humbly  thank  your  highnefs. 
Luc.  I  do  not  bid  thee  beg  my  life,  good  lad ; 
ad  yet,  I  know,  thou  wilt. 
Imo.  No,  no  ;  alack, 

ti^^e's  other  work  in  hand  ;  I  fee  a  thing 
tter  to  me  as  death :  your  life,  good  mafter, 
uft  fliuffle  for  itfelf. 
Luc.  The  boy  difdains  me, 
B  leaves  me,  fcoras  me  :  Briefly  die  their  joys, 
bat  place  them  on  the  truth  of  girls  and  boys.— 
Tiy  ftands  he  fo  perplexed  ? 
CrM.  What  would'ft  thou,  boy  ? 
love  thee  more  and  more  ;  think  more  and  more 
Tiat's  bcft  to  afk.    Know'ft  him  thou  look'ft  on  ?  fpeak, 
''ilt  have  him  live  ?  Is  he  thy  kin  ?  thy  friend  ? 
Imo.  He  is  a  Roman  ;  no  more  kin  to  me, 
ban  I  to  your  highnefs ;  who,  being  bom  your  vaflal, 
.m  fomething  nearer. 
CrM.  Wherefore  ey'ft  him  fo  ? 
Imo.  FU  tell  you,  fir,  in  private,  if  you  pleafe 
o  give  me  hearing. 
Ctm.  Ay,  with  all  my  heart, 
nd  lend  my  beft  attention.    What's  thy  name  ? 

K  k  iiij 
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Imo.  Fidele,  fin 

CrM.  Thou  art  my  good  youth,  my  page ; 
ril  be  thy  mafter :  Walk  with  me ;  fpeak  freely. 

[CrMBELiNE  and  iModEN  converfi  opart, 

Bel.  Is  not  this  boy  revived  from  death  ? 

jiRF.  One  fand  another 
Not  more  refembles :  That  fweet  rofy  lad. 
Who  died,  and  was  Fidele  :— What  think  you  ? 

Gui.  The  fame  dead  thing  aUve. 

Bel.  Peace,peacel  fee  further;  he  eyes  us  not;  forbearj 
Creatures  may  be  alike :  were't  he,  I  aip  furq 
He  would  have  fpoke  to  us, 

Gui.  But  we  faw  him  dead. 

Bel.  Be  filent ;  let's  fee  further. 

Pis.  It  is  my  miftrefs  :  [^51&. 

Since  fhe  is  living,  let  the  time  run  on. 
To  good,  or  bad.     [CrMBELiNE  and  Imogen  comejhrwarl 

CrM.  Come,  ftand  thou  by  our  fide ; 
Make  thy  demand  aloud. — Sir,  [to  Iach.I  ftep  you  forth; 
Give  anfwgr  to  this  boy,  and  do  it  freely ; 
Or,  by  our  greatnefs,  and  the  grace  of  it. 
Which  is  our  honour,  bitter  torture  fliall 
Winnow  the  truth  from  falfehood. — On,  fpeak  to  him. 

Imo.  My  boon  is,  that  this  gentleman  may  render 
Of  whom  he  had  this  ring. 

Post.  What's  that  to  him  ?  [Afide. 

CrM.  That  diamond  upon  your  finger,  fay, 
How  came  it  yours  ? 

Iach.  Thou*lt  torture  me  to  leave  unfpoken  that 
Which,  to  be  fpoke,  would  torture  thee. 

CrM.  How !  me  ? 

Iach.  I  am  glad  to  be  conftrain'd  to  utter  that  whicl^ 
Tprments  me  to  conceal.     By  villainy 
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I  got  this  ring ;  'twas  Leonatus'  jewel ; 

Whom  thou  didftbanifli ;  and  (which  more  may  grieve  thee> 

As  it  doth  me,)  a  nobler  fir  ne'er  liv'd 

^Twixt  fky  and  ground.    Wilt  thou  hear  more,  my  lord? 

Ctm.  All  that  belongs  to  this. 

IjICH.  That  paragon,  thy  daughter,— 
For  whom  my  heart  drops  blood,  and  my  falfe  fpirits 
Quail  to  remember, — Give  me  leave ;  I  faint. 

CrM.  My  daughter!  what  of  her?  Renew  thy  ftrength : 
I  had  rather  thou  fliould'ft  live  while  nature  will. 
Than  die  ere  I  hear  more  :  ftrive,  man,  and  fpeak. 

Iach.  Upon  a  time,  (unhappy  was  the  clock 
That  ftruck  the  hour !)  it  was  in  Rome,  (accurs'd 
The  manfipn  where !)  'twas  at  a  feaft,  (O  'would 
Our  viands  had  been  poifon'd  !  or,  at  leaft, 
Thofe  which  I  heav'd  to  head  !)  the  good  Pofthumus, 
(What  fhould  I  fay  ?  he  was  too  good,  to  be 
Where  ill  men  were  ;  and  was  the  beft  of  all 
Amongft  the  rar'ft  of  good  ones,)  fitting  fadly. 
Hearing  us  praife  our  loves  of  Italy 
For  beauty  that  made  barren  the  fwell'd  boaft 
Of  him  that  bell  could  fpeak  :  for  feature,  laming 
The  fhrine  of  Venus,  or  ftraight-pight  Minerva, 
Pofl:ures  beyond  brief  nature  ;  for  condition, 
A  fhop  of  all  the  qualities  that  man 
XiOves  woman  for  ;  befides,  that  hook  of  wiving, 
Faimefs,  which  ftrikes  the  eye  :  ,.    , 

Ctm.  I  ftand  on  fire  : 
Come  to  the  matter. 

Ijch.  All  too  foon  I  (hall, 
Unlefs  thou  would'ft  grieve  quickly. — ^This  Pofi;humiiS|| 
^Mofl:  like  a  noble  lord  in  love,  and  one 
That  had  a  royal  lover,)  took  his  hint ; 
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And,  not  difprailing  whom  wc  prais'd,  (therein 

He  was  as  calm  as  virtue,)  he  began 

His  miflrefs'  pidure  ;  which  by  his  tongue  being  mtde, 

And  then  a  mind  put  in't,  either  our  brags 

Were  cracked  of  kitchen  trulls,  or  his  defcription 

Prov'd  us  unfpeaking  fots. 

CrM.  Nay,  nay,  to  the  purpofe. 

Iach.  Your  daughter*s  chaftity — there  it  begins. 
He  fpake  of  her,  as  Dian  had  hot  dreams. 
And  fhe  alone  were  cold :  Whereat,  I,  wretch  ! 
Made  fcruple  of  his  praife ;  and  wagered  with  him 
Pieces  of  gold,  'gainft  this  which  then  he  wore 
Upon  his  honoured  finger,  to  attain 
In  fuit  the  place  of  his  bed,  and  win  this  ring 
By  hers  and  mine  adultery :  he,  true  knight. 
No  lefler  of  her  honour  confident 
Than  I  did  truly  find  her,  ftakes  this  ring } 
And  would  fo,  had  it  been  a  carbuncle 
Of  Phoebus'  wheel ;  and  might  fo  fafely,  had  it 
Been  all  the  worth  of  his  car.     Away  to  Britain 
Poft  I  in  this  defign :  Well  may  you,  fir. 
Remember  me  at  Court,  where  I  was  taught 
Of  your  chafte  daughter  the  wide  difference 
Twixt  amorous  and  villainous.     Being  thus  quenched 
Of  hope,  not  longing,  mine  Italian  brain 
*Gan  in  your  duller  Britain  operate 
Moll  vilely  ;  for  my  Vantage,  excellent ; 
And,  to  be  brief,  my  praftice  fo  prevailed. 
That  I  returned  with  fimilar  proof  enough 
To  make  the  noble  Leonatus  mad, 
By  wounding  his  belief  in  her  renown 
With  tokens  thus,  and  thus ;  averring  notes 
Of  chamber-hanging,  pidures,  this  her  bracelet^ 
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(O,  cunning,  how  I  got  it  I)  nay,  fome  marks 
Of  fecret  on  her  perfon,  that  he  could  not 
But  think  her  bond  of  chaftity  quite  crack'd, 
I  having  ta'en  the  forfeit.     Whereupon, — 
Methinks,  I  fee  him  now,— 

Post.  Ay,  fo  thou  doft,  [Coming  forward. 

Italian  fiend ! Ah  me,  moft  credulous  fool, 

Egregious  murderer,  thief,  any  thing 

That's  due  to  all  the  villain's  pad,  in  being. 

To  come ! — O,  give  me  cord,  or  knife,  or  poifon. 

Some  upright  jufticer  !  Thou,  king,  fend  out 

For  torturers  ingenious :  It  is  I 

That  all  the  abhorred  things  o'the  earth  amend, 

By  being  worfe  than  they.     I  am  Pofthumus, 

That  kiird  thy  daughter  : — ^villain-like,  I  lie  ; 

That  caus'd  a  lefler  villain  than  myfelf, 

A  facrilegious  thief,  to  do't : — the  temple 

Of  virtue  was  (he ;  yea,  and  (he  herfelf. 

Spit,  and  throw  ftones,  caft  mire  upon  me,  fet 

The  dogs  o'the  ftreet  to  bay  me :  every  villain 

Be  caird,  Pofthumus  Leonatus  ;  and 

Be  villainy  lefs  than  'twas  ! — O  Imogen ! 

My  queen,  my  life,  my  wife  !  O  Imogen, 

Imogen,  Imogen  ! 

Imo.  Peace,  my  lord  ;  hear,  hear— 

Post.  Shall's  have  a  play  of  this  ?  Thou  fcomfulpage. 
There  lie  thy  part.  [Striking  her :  Jbe  falls. 

Pis.  O,  gentlemen,  help,  help 
Mine,  and  your  miftrefs  : — O,  my  lord  Pofthumus ! 
You  ne'er  kill'd  Imogen  till  now  : — Help,  help  I— 
Mine  honour'd  lady ! 

Ctm.  Does  the  world  go  round  ? 

Post.  How  come  thefe  ftaggers  on  me  ? 
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Pis,  Wake,  my  miftrefs  ! 

Ctm.  If  this  be  fo,  the  gods  do  mean  to  flrike  mq 
To  death  with  mortal  joy. 

Fis.  How  fares  my  miftrefs  ? 

Imo.  O,  get  thee  from  my  fight ; 
Thou  gav'ft  me  poifon  :  dangerous  fellow,  hence  ! 
Breathe  not  where  princes  are. 

Ctm.  The  tune  of  Imogen  ! 

Pis.  Lady, 
The  gods  throw  ftones  of  fulphur  on  me,  if 
That  box  I  gave  you  was  not  thought  by  me 
A  precious  thing ;  I  had  it  from  the  queen. 

Ctm.  New  matter  ftill  ? 

Jmo.  It  poifon'd  me. 

Cor.  O  Gods  !_ 
I  left  out  one  thing  which  the  queen  confefs'd. 
Which  muft  approve  thee  honeft  :  If  Pifanio 
Have,  faid  fhe,  given  his  miftrefs  that  confedion 
Which  I  gave  him  for  cordial,  flie  is  ferv'd 
As  I  would  ferve  a  rat. 

Ctm.  What's  this,  Cornelius  ? 

Cor.  The  queen,  fir,  very  oft  imp6rtun'd  me 
To  temper  poifons  for  her  ;  ftill  pretending 
The  fatisfadion  of  her  knowledge,  only 
In  killing  creatures  vile,  as  cats  and  dogs, 
Of  no  efteem  :  I,  dreading  that  her  purpofe 
Was  of  more  danger,  did  compound  for  her 
A  certain  ftufF,  which,  being  ta'en,  would  ceafe 
The  prefent  power  of  life ;  but,  in  fliort  time. 
All  offices  of  nature  fhould  again 
Do  their  due  fundions Have  you  ta*en  of  it? 

Imo.  Moft  like  I  did,  for  I  was  dead. 

^£L.  My  boys. 
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There  was  our  error. 

Gui.  Tliis  is  fure,  Fidele. 

I  MO.  Why  did  you  throw  your  wedded  lady  from  you? 
Think,  that  you  are  upon  a  rock }  and  now 
Throw  me  again.  [Embracing  bim. 

Post.  Hang  there  Uke  fruit,  my  foul^ 
Till  the  tree  die  ! 

Ctm.  How  now,  my  flefli,  my  child  ? 
vVTiat,  mak'ft  thou  me  a  dullard  in  this  ad  ? 
iVilt  thou  not  fpeak  to  me  ? 

Imo.  Your  bleffing,  fir.  [Kneeling. 

Bel.  Though  you  did  love  this  youth,  I  blame  ye  not ; 
fou  had  a  motive  for't.     [To  Guiderius  and  Arfiraous^ 

Ctm.  My  tears,  that  fall, 
Prove  holy  water  on  thee  !  Imogen^ 
rhy  mother's  dead. 

lino.  I  am  forry  for't,  my  lord. 

Ctm.  O,  fhe  was  naught ;  and  'long  of  her  it  was, 
That  we  meet  here  fo  ftrangely :  But  her  fon 
Is  gone,  we  know  not  how,  nor  where. 

Fis.  My  lord, 
>fow  fear  is  from  me,  Til  fpeak  troth.     Lord  Cloteii, 
Upon  my  lady's  miffing,  came  to  me 
With  his  fword  drawn  ;  foam'd  at  the  mouth,  and  fwore, 
[f  I  difcover'd  not  which  way  (he  was  gone, 
[t  was  my  inftant  death  :  By  accident, 
[  had  a  feigned  letter  of  my  mafter's 
Then  in  my  pocket ;  which  direded  him 
To  feek  her  on  the  mountains  near  to  Milford ; 
Where,  in  a  frenzy,  in  my  mafter's  garments, 
Which  he  inforc'd  from  me,  away  he  pofts 
With  unchafte  purpofe,  and  with  oath  to  violate 
My  lady's  honour  :  what  became  of  him, 
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I  further  know  not. 

Gui.  Let  me  end  the  ftory  : 
I  flew  him  there, 

CrM.  Marry,  fhe  gods  forefend ! 
I  would  not  thy  good  deeds  fhould  from  my  lips 
Pluck  a  hard  fentence  :  pr'ytbee,  valiaat  youth, 
Deny't  again. 

Gui.  I  have  fpoke  it,  and  I  did  it. 

CrM.  He  was  a  prince, 

Gui.  a  moft  uncivil  one  :  The  wrongs  he  did  mc 
Were  nothing  prince-like  ;  for  he  did  provoke  mc 
With  language  that  would  make  me  fpum  the  fea, 
If  it  could  fo  roar  to  me  :  I  cut  oflTs  head  i 
And  am  right  glad,  he  is  not  (landing  here 
To  tell  this  tale  of  mine. 

CrM.  I  am  forry  for  thee  : 
By  thine  own  tongue  thou  art  condemned,  and  muft 
Endure  our  law  :  Thou  art  dead. 

Imo.  That  headlefs  man 
I  thought  had  been  my  lord. 

CrM.  Bind  the  oflfender. 
And  take  him  from  our  prefence; 

Bel.  Stay,  fir  king  : 
This  man  is  better  than  the  man  he  flew, 
As  well  defcended  as  thyfelf ;  and  hath 
More  of  thee  merited,  than  a  band  of  Clotens 
Had  ever  fear  for. — Let  his  arms  akme )    [Xotbe  Guard* 
They  were  not  bom  for  bondage* 

CrM.  Why,  old  foldier, 
Wilt  thou  undo  the  worth  thou  art  unpaid  for. 
By  tafting  of  our  wrath  ?  How  of  defceut 
As  good  as  we  ? 

Arf.  In  that  he  fpake  too  far. 
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CrM.  And  thou  (halt  die  for*t. 

Bel.  We  will  die  all  three  : 
Jut  I  will  prove,  that  two  of  us  are  as  good 
\s  I  have  given  out  him. — ^My  fons,  I  muft, 
"or  mine  own  part,  unfold  a  dangerous  fpeech, 
rhough,  haply,  well  for  you. 

Arf.  Your  danger  is 
3urs. 

Gui.  And  our  good  is  his. 

Bel.  Have  at  it  then. — 
8y  leave  ; — ^Thou  hadft,  great  king,  a  fubjed,  who 
Was  caird  Belarius. 

Cym.  What  of  him  ?  he  is 
\  banifh'd  traitor. 

Bel.  He  it  is,  that  hath 
AfTum'd  this  age  :  indeed,  a  banifh'd  man  ^ 
[  know  not  how,  a  traitor. 

CrM.  Take  him  hence  ; 
rhe  whole  world  Ihall  not  fave  him. 

Bel.  Not  too  hot : 
Firft  pay  me  for  the  nurfing  of  thy  fons ; 
And  let  it  be  confifcate  all,  fo  foon 
As  I  have  received  it. 

CrM.  Nurfing  of  my  fons  ? 

Bel.  I  am  too  blunt,  and  fancy :  Here's  my  knee; 
Ere  I  rife,  I  will  prefer  my  fons ; 
Then,  fpare  not  the  old  father.     Mighty  fir, 
Thefe  two  young  gentlemen,  that  call  me  father,   . 
And  think  they  are  my  fons,  are  none  of  mine ; 
They  are  the  iflfue  of  your  loins,  my  liege, 
And  blood  of  your  begetting. 

CrM.  How !  my  iflfue  ? 

Bel.  So  fure  as  you  your  father's.    I^  old  Morgan, 

I 
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Am  that  Belarius  whom  you  fometime  banifh'd  : 
Your  pleafure  was  my  mere  offence,  my  piuiifhment 
Itfelf,  and  all  my  treafon  j  that  I  fuffer'd. 
Was  ail  the  harm  I  did.     Thefe  gentle  princes 
(For  fuch,  and  fo  they  are,),  thefe  twenty  years 
Have  I  trained  up :  thofe  arts  they  have,  as  I 
Could  put  into  them  ;  my  breeding  was,  fir,  as 
Your  highnefs  knows.     Their  nurfe,  Euriphile, 
Whom  for  the  theft  I  wedded,  ftole  thefe  children 
Upon  my  banifhment :  I  mov'd  her  to't ; 
Having  received  the  punifhment  before. 
For  that  which  I  did  then :  Beaten  for  loyalty 
Excited  me  to  treafon :  Their  dear  lofs, 
The  more  of  you  'twas  felt,  the  more  it  fhap'd 
Unto  my  end  of  ftealing  thenu     But,  gracious  fir^ 
Here  are  your  fons  again ;  and  I  muft  lofe 
Two  of  the  fweet'ft  companions  in  the  world  : — 
The  benedidion  of  thefe  covering  heavens 
Fall  on  their  heads  Uke  dew  !  for  they  are  worthy 
To  inlay  heaven  with  ftars. 

CrM.  Thou  weep'ft,  and  fpeak'ft. 
The  fervice,  that  you  three  have  done,  is  more 
Unlike  than  this  thou  tell'ft :  I  loft  my  children ) 
If  thefe  be  they,  I  know  not  how  to  wifh 
A  pair  of  worthier  fons. 

Bel.  Be  pleas'd  a  while.—- 
This  gentleman,  whom  I  call  Polydore^ 
Moft  worthy  prince,  as  yours,  is  true  Guiderius  : 
This  gentleman,  my  Cadwal,  Arviragus, 
Your  younger  princely  fon ;  he,  fir,  was  lapp'd 
In  a  moft  curious  mantle,  wrought  by  the  hand 
Of  his  queen  mother,  which,  for  more  probation; 
I  can  with  eafe  produce. 

3 
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Ctm.  Guiderius  had 
Upon  his  neck  a  mole,  a  fanguine  liar  ; 
It  was  a  mark  of  wonder. 

Bel.  This  is  he ; 
Who  hath  upon  him  ftill  that  natural  (lamp : 
It  was  wife  nature's  end  in  the  donation. 
To  be  his  evidence  now. 

Cym.  O,  what  am  I 
A  mother  to  the  birth  of  three  ?  Ne'er  mother 
Rejoic'd  deliverance  more  : — Blefs'd  may  you  be, 
That,  after  this  ftrange  darting  from  your  orbs, 
You  may  reign  in  them  now  ! — O  Imogen, 
Thou  haft  loft  by  this  a  kingdom. 

Imq.  No,  my  lord  ; 
[  have  got  two  worlds  by't. — O  my  gentle  brothers, 
Have  we  thus  met  ?  O  never  fay  hereafter, 
But  I  am  trueft  fpeaker :  you  calPd  me  brother. 
When  I  was  but  your  (ifter  ;  I  you  brothers,  , 
When  you  were  fo  indeed. 

Cym.  Did  you  e'er  meet  ? 

Akf.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Cvi.  And  at  firft  meeting  lov'd ; 
[Continued  fo,  until  we  thought  he  died. 

Cor.  By  the  queen's  dram  fhe  fwallow'd. 

Cym.  O  rare  inftin<St ! 
iVhen  fliall  I  hear  all  through  ?  This  fierce  abridgement 
flath  to  it  circumftantial  branches,  which 

Diftindion  fhould  be  rich  in Where  ?  how  liv'd  you? 

\iid  when  came  you  to  ferve  our  Roman  captive  ? 
-low  parted  with  your  brothers  ?  how  firft  met  them  ? 
Vhy  fled  you  from  the  court  ?   and  whither  ?  Thefe, 
Ind  your  three  motives  to  the  battle,  with 
know  not  how  much  more,  fhould  be  demanded ; 

Vo^^V.  LI 
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And  all  the  other  by-dependencies. 

From  chance  to  chance ;  but  nor  the  time,  nor  place, 

Will  ferve  our  long  intergatories.     See, 

Pofthumus  anchors  upon  Imogen ; 

And  fhe,  like  harmlefs  lightning,  throws  her  eye 

On  him,  her  brothers,  me,  her  mafter ;  hitting 

Each  objedt  with  a  joy  ;  the  countcrchange 

Is  feverally  in  all.     Let's  quit  this  ground. 

And  fmoke  the  temple  with  our  facrifices — 

Thou  art  my  brother ;  So  we'll  hold  thee  ever. 

[To  Beljrjvs, 

Imo.  You  are  my  father  too  ;  and  did  relieve  me, 
To  fee  this  gracious  feafon. 

Ctm.  All  o'erjoy'd, 
Save  thefe  in  bonds  ;  let  them  be  joyful  too. 
For  they  fhall  tafte  our  comfort, 

Imo.  My  good  mafter, 
I  will  yet  do  you  fervice. 

Luc.  Happy  be  you  ! 

Ctm.  The  forlorn  foldier,  that  fo  nobly  fought, 
He  would  have  well  becom'd  this  place,  and  grac'd 
The  thankings  of  a  king. 

Post.  I  am,  fir, 
The  foldier  that  did  company  thefe  three 
In  poor  befeeming ;  'twas  a  fitment  for 
The  purpofe  I  then  foUow'd  ; — That  I  was  he. 
Speak,  lachimo  ;  I  had  you  down,  and  might 
Have  made  you  finifli. 

IjICH.  I  am  down  again  ;  [Kneeliv* 

But  now  my  heavy  confcience  finks  my  knee, 
As  then  your  force  did-     Take  that  life,  'beieech  you, 
Which  I  fo  often  owe  :  but,  your  ring  firft  ; 
An4  here  the  bracelet  of  the  trueft  prin^efs, 
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fhat  ever  fwore  her  faith. 

Post.  Kneel  not  to  me  ; 
rhe  power  that  I  have  on  you,  is  to  fpare  you ; 
rhe  malice  towards  you,  to  forgive  you :  Live, 
And  deal  with  others  better* 

CrM.  Nobly  doomed : 
We'll  learn  our  freenefs  of  a  fon-in-law  ; 
Pardon's  the  word  to  all. 

j^RF.  You  holp  us,  fir. 
As  you  did  mean  indeed  to  be  our  brother ; 
foy'd  are  we,  that  you  are. 

Post.  Your  fervant,  princes.— Good  my  lord  of  Rome 
Call  forth  your  foothfayer  :  As  I  flept,  mcthought, 
Great  Jupiter,  upon  his  eagle  back'd. 
Appeared  to  me,  with  other  fpritely  (hows 
Of  mine  own  kindred  :  when  I  wak'd,  I  found 
This  label  on  my  bofom  ;  whofe  containing 
[s  fo  from  fenfe  in  hardnefs,  that  I  can 
Make  no  colledion  of  it :  let  him  fhow 
His  fkill  in  the  conftrudlion. 

Luc.  Philarmonus, 

Sooth.  Here,  my  good  lord* 

Luc.  Read,  and  declare  the  meaning. 

Sooth.  [Reads.]  fVben  as  a  liorfs  wbdp  Jhall^  to  himfelf 
unknown^  without  feeking  find ^  and  be  embraced  by  a  piece  of 
tender  air ;  and  when  from  a  flately  cedar  fhall  be  lopped 
branches^  wbicb^  being  dead  many  years,  fhall  after  revive^ 
be  jointed  to  the  oldfiock,  andfrefhly  grow  ;  then  fhall  Pofl- 
humus  end  his  miferies^  Britain  be  fortunate^  andflourifh  in 
peace  and  plenty. 

Thou,  Leonatus,  art  the  lion's  whelp ; 
The  fit  and  apt  conflrudion  of  thy  name, 
Being  Leo-natus,  doth  import  fo  much  : 

Llij 


532  CrMBELINB. 

The  piece  of  tender  air,  thy  virtuous  daughter, 

[To  CrMBELll 

Which  we  call  mollis  aer  ;  and  molUs  aer 
We  term  it  mutier :  which  mulier^  I  divine. 
Is  this  mod  conftant  wife ;  who,  even  now, 
Anfwering  the  letter  of  the  oracle. 
Unknown  to  you,  unfought,  were  clipped  about 
With  this  mod  tender  air. 

CrM.  This  hath  fome  feeming. 
Sooth.  The  lofty  cedar,  royal  Cymbeline, 
Perfonates  thee  ;  and  thy  lopp'd  branches  point 
Thy  two  fons  forth :  who,  by  Belarius  ftolen. 
For  njany  years  thought  dead,  are  now  revived, 
To  the  majeftick  cedar  joined ;  whofe  iflue 
Promifes  Britain  peace  and  plenty. 

CrM.  WeU, 
My  peace  wg  will  begin  : — And,  Caius  Lucius, 
Although  the  vidor,  we  fubmit  to  Csefar, 
And  to  the  Roman  empire  ;  promifing 
To  pay  our  wonted  tribute,  from  the  which 
We  were  difTuaded  by  our  wicked  queen ; 
Whom  heavens,  in  juftice,  (both  on  her,  and  hers,) 
Have  laid  mod  heavy  hand. 

Sooth.  The  fingers  of  tl\e  powers  above  do  tunc 
The  harmony  of  this  peace.     The  vifion 
Which  I  made  known  to  Lucius,  ere  the  ftrol^e 
Of  this  yet  fcarce-cold  battle,  at  this  inftant 
Is  full  accomplifh*d :  For  the  Roman  eagle. 
From  fouth  to  weft  on  wing  foaring  aloft, 
Leflen'd  herfelf,  and  in  the  beams  o'the  fun 
So  vanifh'd  :  which  fore-fhow'd  our  princely  eagle, 
The  imperial  Caefar,  fhould  again  unite 
His  favour  with  the  radiant  Cymbeline, 
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Which  fhines  here  in  the  weft. 

Ctm.  Laud  we  the  gods  ; 
A.nd  let  our  crooked  fmokes  climb  to  their  noftrils 
From  our  blefs'd  altars  I  Publifh  we  this  peace 
To  all  our  fubjeds.     Set  we  forward :  Let 
\  Roman  and  a  Britifti  enfign  wave 
Friendly  together  :  fo  through  Lud's  town  march  : 
fllnd  in  the  temple  of  great  Jupiter 
Dur  peace  we'll  ratify ;  feal  it  with  feafts.— 
Jet  on  there  : — ^Never  was  a  war  did  ceafe, 
Ere  bloody  hands  were  wafh'd,  with  fuch  a  peace. 

[Exeunt. 

L  1  iij 
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Sons  to  Titus  Andronicus. 


Perfons  reprefented. 

Satuminus,  Son  to  the  late  Emperor  of  Rome,  and  t^tcr* 

wards  declared  Emperor  himfelf. 
Baflianus,  Brother  to  Satuminus ;  in  love  with  Lavinia. 
Titus  Andronicus,  a  noble  Roman,  General  agcdnjl  tk 

Goths. 
Marcus  Andronicus,  Tribune  of  the  People ;  and  Br&tbcr 

to  Titus. 
Lucius, 
Quintus, 
Martius, 
Mutius, 

Toung  Lucius,  a  Boy,  Son  to  Lucius, 
Publius,  Son  to  Marcus  the  Tribune. 
.£milius,  a  noble  Roman. 
Alarbus,       ") 

Chiron,        >  Sons  to  Tamora. 
Demetrius,  j 

Aaron,  a  Moor,  beloved  by  Tamora. 
ji  Captain,  Tribuhe,  Meffenger^  and  Clown;  Romans. 
Goths,  0/7^  Romans. 

Tamora,  ^een  of  the  Goths. 

Lavinia,  Daughter  to  Tittis  Andronicus. 

A  Nurfe,  and  a  black  Child. 

Kinfmen  g/*  Titus,  Senators^  Tribunes,  Officers^  Soldiers^otd 

Attendants. 

SCENE^  Rome ;  and  the  Country  near  it. 
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ACT  1. 

SCENE  I.    Rome.    Before  the  Capitol. 

The  tomb  of  the  Andronici  appearing ;   the  Tribunes  and 

Senators  ahfty  as  in  the  Senate.     Enter,  below^  Satur^ 

NiNUS  and  bis  followers  y  on  one  fde;  and  Bassianvs^ 

and  bis  followers,  on  tbe  other;  witb  drum  and  colours. 

Sat.  Noble  patricians,  patrons  of  my  right, 
Defend  the  juftice  of  my  caufe  with  arms ; 
And,  countrymen,  my  loving  followers, 
Plead  my  fucceffive  title  with  your  fwords  : 
I  am  his  firft-bom  fon,  that  was  the  laft 
That  ware  the  imperial  diadem  of  Rome  ; 
Then  let  my  father's  honours  live  in  me, 
Nor  wrong  mine  age  with  this  indignity.  [right,— 

Bas.  Romans, — friends,  followers,  favourers  of  my 
If  ever  BaiCanus,  Caefar's  fon. 
Were  gracious  in  the  eyes  of  royal  Rome, 
Keep  then  this  paflage  to  the  Capitol ; 
And  fufFer  not  difhonour  to  approach 
The  imperial  feat,  to  virtue  confecrate, 
To  juftice,  continence,  and  nobility  : 
But  let  defert  in  pure  eledion  fhine ; 
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And,  Romans,  fight  for  freedom  in  your  choice. 

Enter  Marcus  Andronicus  alofty  with  the  crtmn. 

Mar.  Princes, — that  ftrive  by  fadlions,  and  bj  friends, 
Ambitioufly  for  rule  and  empery, — 
Know,  that  the  people  of  Rome,  for  whom  we  ftand 
A  fpecial  party,  have,  by  common  voice, 
In  eiedlion  for  the  Roman  empery, 
Chofen  Andronicus,  furnamed  Pins 
For  many  good  and  great  deferts  to  Rome ; 
A  nobler  man,  a  braver  warrior. 
Lives  not  this  day  within  the  city  walls  : 
He  by  the  fenate  is  accited  home. 
From  weary  wars  againft  the  barbarous  Goths ; 
That,  with  his  fons,  a  terror  to  our  foes. 
Hath  yok'd  a  nation  ftrong,  trained  up  in  arms. 
Ten  years  are  fpent,  fince  firft  he  undertook 
This  caufe  of  Rome,  and  chaftifed  with  arms 
Our  enemies*  pride  :  Five  times  he  hath  returned 
Bleeding  to  Rome,  bearing  his  valiant  fons 
In  coffins  from  the  field ; 
And  now  at  lafl,  laden  with  honour's  fpoils. 
Returns  the  good  Andronicus  to  Rome, 
Renowned  Titus,  flourifhing  in  arms. 
Let  us  entreat, — By  honour  of  his  name. 
Whom,  worthily,  you  would  have  now  fucceed. 
And  in  the  Capitol  and  fenate's  right. 
Whom  you  pretend  to  honour  and  adore,— 
That  you  withdraw  you,  and  abate  your  fbrength ; 
Difmifs  your  followers,  and,  as  fuitors  fhould. 
Plead  your  deferts  in  peace  and  humblenefs. 

Sat.  How  fair  the  tribune  fpeaks  to  calm  my  thoughts! 

Bas.  Marcus  Andronicus,  fo  I  do  affy 
In  thy  uprightnefs  and  integrity^ 
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And  fo  I  love  and  honour  thee  and  thine, 
Thy  noble  brother  Titus,  and  his  fons, 
And  her,  to  whom  my  thoughts  are  humbled  all 
Gracious  Lavinia,  Rome's  rich  ornament, 
That  I  will  here  difmifs  my  loving  friends  ; 
And  to  my  fortunes,  and  the  people's  favour. 
Commit  my  caufe  in  balance  to  be  weigh'd. 

[Exeufit  the  followers  of  Bassjanus^ 

Sat.  Friends,  that  have  been  thus  forward  in  my  right, 
I  thank  you  all,  and  here  difmifs  you  all; 
And  to  the  love  and  favour  of  my  country 
Commit  myfelf,  my  perfon,  and  the  caufe. 

[Exeunt  the  followers  of  Saturninvs. 
Rome,  be  as  jufl  and  gracious  unto  me. 

As  I  am  confident  and  kind  to  thee 

Open  the  gates,  and  let  me  in. 

Bas.  Tribunes !  and  me,  a  poor  competitor. 

ISaturninus  and  Bassianus  go  into  the  Capitol^  and 

exeunt  with  Senators,  Marcus^  ^c. 

I 

SCENE  11.    "Tbefame.  \ 

Enter  a  CAPTAiNy  and  Others. 
Cap.  Romans,  make  way;  The  good  Andronicus, 
Patron  of  virtue,  Rome's  beft  champion, 
Succefsful  in  the  battles  that  he  fights. 
With  honour  and  with  fortune  is  retum'd, 
From  where  he  circumfcribed  with  his  fword, 
And  brought  to  yoke,  the  enemies  of  Rome. 
Tburijh  of  trumpet Sy  ^c.  enter  Murius  and  Martjus  : 
after  tbem,  two  men  bearing  a  coffin  covered  witb  black ; 
then  ^iNTus  and  Lucius.    After  tbem^  Tirus  Ak^ 
DRONicus  ;  and  then  7'amora,  witb  Alarbus^  Chi^ 
RON^  JD^METRiuSf  Aarqn^  and  other  Goths,  prifoners; 
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foldiers  and  people ,  following,    ^e  bearers  fet  dawn  tbc 

coffin^  and  T^i  TVS /peaks* 

Tit.  Hail,  Rome,  vidlorious  in  thy  mourning  weeds ! 
Lo,  as  the  bark,  thatliath  difcharg'd  her  fraught^ 
Returns  with  precious  lading  to  the  bay. 
From  whence  at  firft  fhe  weighed  her  anchorage^ 
Cometh  Andronicus,  bound  with  laurel  boughs. 
To  re-falute  his  country  with  his  tears ; 
Tears  of  true  joy  for  his  return  to  Rome. — 
Thou  great  defender  of  this  Capitol, 
Stand  gracious  to  the  rites  that  we  intend  !— 
Romans,  of  five  and  twenty  valiant  fons. 
Half  of  the  number  that  king  Priam  had. 
Behold  the  poor  remains,  alive,  and  dead ! 
Thefe,  that  furvive,  let  Rome  reward  with  love  j 
Thefe,  that  I  bring  unto  their  lateft  home. 
With  burial  amongft  their  anceftors  : 
Here  Goths  have  given  me  leave  to  fheath  my  fword* 
Titus,  unkind,  and  carelefs  of  thine  own. 
Why  fuffer'ft  thou  thy  fons,  imburied  yet. 

To  hover  on  the  dreadful  fhore  of  Styx  ? 

Make  way  to  lay  them  oy  their  brethren* 

{lUfe  tomb  is  openel 
There  greet  in  filence,  as  the  dead  are  wont. 
And  fleep  in  peace,  flain  in  your  country's  wars ! 
O  facred  receptacle  of  my  joys. 
Sweet  cell  of  virtue  and  nobility. 
How  many  fons  of  mine  haft  thou  in  ftorc. 
That  thou  wilt  never  render  to  me  more  ? 

Lvc.  Give  us  the  proudeft  prifoner  of  the  Goths, 
That  we  may  hew  his  limbs,  and,  on  a  pile, 
Ad  manes  fratrum  facrifice  his  flefh, 
Before  this  earthly  prifon  of  their  bones  \ 
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rhat  fo  the  fliadows  be  not  unappeasM, 
!^or  we  difturb'd  with  prodigies  on  earth. 

Tit.  I  give  him  you ;  the  noblefl  that  furvives, 
rhe  eldeft  fon  of  this  diftrefled  queen. 

Tam.  Stay,  Roman  brethren ; — Gracious  conqueror, 
V^idlorious  Titus,  rue  the  tears  I  (hed, 
A.  mother's  tears  in  paflion  for  her  fon : 
\nd,  if  thy  fons  were  ever  dear  to  thee, 
3,  think  my  fon  to  be  as  dear  to  me. 
>ufficeth  not,  that  we  are  brought  to  Rome, 
To  beautify  thy  triumphs,  and  return, 
IJaptive  to  thee,  and  to  thy  Roman  yoke ; 
But  muft  my  fons  be  flaughter'd  in  the  ftreets^ 
For  valiant  doings  in  their  country's  caufe  ? 
3 !  if  to  fight  for  king  and  common  weal 
W^ere  piety  in  thine,  it  is  in  thefe. 
f^ndronicus,  flain  not  thy  tomb  with  blood : 
iVilt  thou  draw  near  the  nature  of  the  gods  ? 
Draw  near  them  then  in  being  merciful : 
Jweet  mercy  is  nobility's  true  badge ; 
rhrice-noble  Titus,  fpare  my  firfl-bom  fon. 

ftiT.  Patient  yourfelf,  madam,  and  pardon  me. 
rhefe  are  their  brethren,  whom  you  Goths  beheld 
Mive,  and  dead ;  and  for  their  brethren  flain, 
leligioufly  they  afk  a  facrifice : 
To  this  your  fon  is  mark'd  ;  and  die  he  muft. 
To  ^ppeafe  their  groaning  fhadows  that  are  gone. 

Lvc.  Away  with  him !  and  make  a  fire  ftraight ; 
^d  with  our  fwords,  upon  a  pile  of  wood, 
Let's  hew  his  limbs,  till  they  be  clean  confum'd. 

[Exeunt  Lucius,  ^intus,  Martius,  ondMuTius^ 
with  Alarbus. 

T'am.  O  cruel,  irreligious  piety ! 
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Chi.  Was  ever  Scythia  half  fo  barbarous? 

Dem.  Oppofe  not  Scythia  to  ambitious  Rome. 
Alarbus  goes  to  reft  ;  and  we  furvive 
To  tremble  under  Titus'  threatening  look. 
Then,  Madam,  ftand  refolv'd;  but  hope  withal. 
The  felf-fame  gods,  that  arm'd  the  queen  of  Troy 
With  opportunity  of  (harp  revenge 
Upon  the  Thracian  tyrant  in  his  tent. 
May  favour  Tamora,  the  queen  of  Goths, 
(When  Goths  were  Goths,  and  Tamora  was  queen,) 
To  quit  the  bloody  wrongs  upon  her  foes. 
Re-enter  Lucius,  ^int^jus,  Martius^  and  Mutivs, 
with  their /words  bloody. 

Luc.  See,  lord  and  father,  how  we  have  performed 
Our  Roman  rites :  Alarbus'  limbs  are  lopp'd, 
.  And  entrails  feed  the  facrificing  fire, 
Whofe  fmoke,  like  incenfe,  doth  perfume  the  fky. 
Remaineth  nought,  but  to  inter  our  brethren. 
And  with  loud  'larums  welcome  them  to  Rome. 

7*1  T.  Let  it  be  fo,  and  let  Andronicus 
Make  this  his  lateft  farewell  to  their  fouls. 

[Trumpets  founded,  and  the  coffins  kad inrtbe  tod' 
In  peace  and  honour  reft  you  here,  my  fons ; 
Rome's  readieft  champions,  repofe  you  here. 
Secure  from  worldly  chances  and  mifliaps ! 
Here  lurks  no  treafon,  here  no  envy  fwells. 
Here  grow  no  damned  grudges ;  here,  are  no  ftorms, 
No  noife,  but  filence  and  eternal  fleep : 

Enter  Lafinia. 
In  peace  and  honour  reft  you  here  my  fons ! 

Laf.  In  peace  and  honour  live  lord  Titus  long; 
JVIy  noble  lord  and  father,  live  in  fame ! 
Lo !  at  this  tomb  my  tributary  tears 
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render,  for  my  brethren's  obfequies ; 
\nd  at  thy  feet  I  kneel,  with  tears  of  joy 
ihed  on  the  earth,  for  thy  return  to  Rome : 
),  blefs  me  here  with  thy  vidkorious  hand, 
iVTiofe  fortunes  Rome's  beft  citizens  applaud. 

T/r.  Kind  Rome,  that  haft  thus  lovingly  referv^d 
The  cordial  of  mine  age  to  glad  my  heart ! — 
L.avinia,  live ;  outlive  thy  father's  days, 
\nd  fame's  eternal  date,  for  virtue's  praife ! 
JE/i/^r  Marcus  ^ndronicus,  Saturninus^  Bassi^ 
ANUS,  and  Others. 

Mar.  Long  live  lord  Titus,  my  beloved  brother, 
Uracious  triumpher  in  the  eyes  of  Rome  ! 

7/r.  Thanks,  gentle  tribune,  noble  brother  Marcus. 

Mar.  And  welcome,  nephews,  from  fuccefsful  wars^ 
STou  that  furvive,  and  you  that  fleep  in  fame. 
Fair  lords,  your  fortunes  are  alike  in  all. 
That  in  your  country's  fervice  drew  your  fwords : 
But  fafer  triumph  is  this  funeral  pomp. 
That  hath  afpir'd  to  Solon's  happinefs. 
And  triumphs  over  chance,  in  honour's  bed. — 
Titus  Andronicus,  the  people  of  Rome, 
Whofe  friend  in  juftice  thou  haft  ever  been, 
Send  thee  by  me,  their  tribune,  and  their  truft, 
This  palliament  of  white  and  fpotlefs  hue ; 
And  name  thee  in  eledion  for  the  empire. 
With  tbefe  our  late-deceafed  emperor's  fons  : 
Be  candidatus  then,  and  put  it  on,  . 
And  help  to  fet  a  head  on  headlefs  Rome. 

Tit.  a  better  head  her  glorious  body  fits. 
Than  his,  that  ftiakes  for  age  and  feeblenefs : 
What !  ftiould  I  don  this  robe,  and  trouble  you  ? 
5e  chofen  with  proclamations  to-day ; 
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To-morrow,  yield  up  rule,  refign  my  life. 
And  fet  abroad  new  bufinefs  for  you  all  ? 
Rome,  I  have  been  thy  foldier  forty  years. 
And  led  my  country's  ftrength  fuccefsfiilly  ; 
And  buried  one  and  twenty  valiant  fons. 
Knighted  in  field,  flain  manfully  in  arms. 
In  right  and  fervice  of  their  noble  country  : 
Give  me  a  flaflf  of  honour  for  mine  age. 
But  not  a  fcepter  to  control  the  world : 
Upright  he  held  it,  lords,  that  held  it  laft. 

Mar.  Titus,  thou  fhalt  obtain  and  afk  the  empery. 

Sat.  Proud  and  ambitious  tribune,  canfl  thou  tell?- 

7/r.  Patience,  prince  Saturnine, 

Sat.  Romans,  do  me  right ;— f 
Patricians,  draw  your  fwords,  and  (heath  them  not 
Till  Saturninus  be  Rome's  emperor : — 
Andronicus,  'would  thou  wert  fhipp'd  to  hell. 
Rather  than  rob  me  of  the  people's  hearts. 

Luc.  Proud  Safurnine,  interrupter  of  the  good 
That  noble-minded  Titus  means  to  thee ! 

Tit.  Content  thee,  prince ;  I  will  reftore  to  thee 
The  people's  hearts,  and  wean  them  from  themfelves. 

Bas.  Andronicus,  I  do  flatter  thee. 
But  honpur  thee,  and  will  do  till  I  die ; 
My  fadlion  if  thou  ftrengthen  with  thy  friends, 
I  will  mofl  thankful  be  :  and  thanks,  to  men 
Of  noble  minds,  is  honourable  meed. 

7/r.  People  of  Rome,  and  people's  tribunes  here, 
I  afk  your  voices,  and  your  fufFrages ; 
Will  you  beftow  them  friendly  on  Andronicus  ? ' 

Trib.  To  gratify  the  good  Andronicus, 
And  gratulate  his  fafe  return  to  Rome, 
The  people  will  acpept  whom  he  admits, 
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.  Tribunes,  I  thank  you :  and  this  fuit  I  make, 
y^ou  create  your  emperor*s  eldeft  fon. 
Saturnine ;  whofe  virtues  will,  I  hope, 
\  on  Rome,  as  Titan's  rays  on  earth, 
ipen  juftice  in  this  common-weal : 
if  you  will  eled  by  my  advice, 
1  him,  and  fay, — Long  live  our  emperor! 
R.  With  voices  and  applaufe  of  every  fort, 
ians,  and  plebeians,  we  create 
Saturninus,  Rome's  great  emperor ; 
ly , — Long  live  our  emperor  Saturnine!   \^A  longflourijb. 
\  Titus  Andronicus,  for  thy  favours  done 
in  our  election  this  day, 
thee  thanks  in  part  of  thy  deferts, 
vill  with  deeds  requite  thy  gentlenefs  : 
for  an  onfet,  Titus,  to  advance 
tame,  and  honourable  family, 
ia  will  I  make  my  emperefs, 
\  royal  miflrefs,  miftrefs  of  my  heart, 
n  the  facred  Pantheon  her  efpoufe : 
ne,  Andronicus,  doth  this  motion  pleafe  thee  ? 
'•  It  doth,  my  worthy  lord ;  and,  in  this  match, 
:  me  highly  honoured  of  your  grace  : 
lere,  in  fight  of  Rome,  to  Saturnine, — 
and  commander  of  our  common-weal, 
dde  world's  emperor, — do  I  confecrate 
^ord,  my  chariot,  and  my  prifoners ; 
Its  well  worthy  Rome's  imperial  lord : 
ve  them  then,  the  tribute  that  I  owe, 
honour's  enfigns  humbled  at  thy  feet. 
^  Thanks,  noble  Titus,  father  of  my  life ! 
proud  I  am  of  thee,  andof  thy  gifts, 
:  fhall  record ;  and,  when  I  do  forget  - 
L.  V.  Mm 


54^  TITUS  jfNDRONICUS. 

The  lead  of  thefe  unfpeakable  deferts, 
Romans,  forget  your  fealty  to  me. 

7'iT.  Now,  madam,  are  you  prifoner  to  an  emperor; 

iTo  Tamou. 
To  him,  that  for  your  honour  and  your  ftate. 
Will  ufe  you  nobly,  and  your  followers. 

Sat.  a  goodly  lady,»truft  me;  of  the  hue 
That  I  would  choofe,  were  I  to  choofe  anew. — 
Clear  up,  fair  queen,  that  cloudy  countenance ; 
Though  chance  of  war  hath  wrought  this  change  of  cheer, 
Thou  com'ft  not  to  be  made  a  fcom  in  Rome  : 
Princely  fhall  be  thy  ufage  every  way. 
Reft  on  my  word,  and  let  not  difcontent 
Daunt  all  your  hopes ;  Madam,  he  comforts  you 
Can  make  you  greater  than  the  queen  of  Goths.— 
Lavinia,  you  are  not  difpleas*d  with  this  ? 

Laf.  Not  I,  my  lord ;  fith  true  nobility 
Warrants  thefe  words  in  princely  courtefy. 

Sat.  Thanks,  fweet  Lavinia ^Romans,  let  us  go: 

Ranfomlefs  here  we  fet  our  prifoners  free  : 
Proclaim  our  honours,  lords,  with  trump  and  drum. 

Bas.  Lord  Titus,  by  your  leave,  this  maid  is  mine. 

[Seizif^g  Lafihu* 

Tit.  How,  fir  ?  Are  you  in  earneft  then,  my  lord? 

Bas.  Ay,  noble  Titus  ;  and  refolv'd  withal. 
To  do  myfelf  this  reafon  and  this  right. 

[T'be  Emperor  courts  Tamora  in  dtimbjbciw* 

Mar.  Suum  cuique  is  our  Roman  juftice  : 
This  prince  in  juftice  feizeth  but  his  own. 

Lvc.  And  that  he  will,  and  fhall,  if  Lucius  live. 

T^iT.  Traitors,  avaunt !  Where  is  the  emperor's  guard? 
Treafon,  my  lord ;  Lavinia  is  furpriz'd. 

Sat.  Surprized!  By  whom? 
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Bjfs.  By  him  that  juftly. may 
Bear  his  betroth'd  from  all  the  world  away. 

[Exeunt  Marcus  and  Bassianus,  with  Lavinia. 

MuT.  Brothers,  help  to  convey  her  herice  away. 
And  with  my  fword  Til  keep  this  door  fafe. 

[Exeunt  Lucius,  ^intus,  and  Martius. 

Tit.  Follow,  my  lord,  and  Til  foon  bring  her  back. 

MuT.  My  lord,  you  pafs  not  here. 

!Z/r.  What,  villain  boy ! 
Barr'ft  me  my  way  in  Rome  ?  [Titus  kills  MuTius. 

MuT.  Help  Lucius,  help! 

Re-enter  Lucius. 

Luc.  My  lord,  you  are  unjuft ;  and,  more  than  fo, 
fn  wrongful  quarrel  you  have  flain  your  fon. 

Tit.  Nor  thou,  nor  he,  are  any  fom  of  mine ; 
Vly  fons  would  never  fo  diflionour  me : 
Traitor,  reftore  Lavinia  to  the  emperor. 

Luc.  Dead,  if  you  will ;  but  not  to  be  his  wife, 
rhat  is  another's  lawful  promis'd  love.  [Exit. 

Sat.  No,  Titus,  no ;  the  emperor  needs  her  not, 
Mot  her,  nor  thee,  nor  any  of  thy  flock : 
t*ll  truft,  by  leifure,  him  that  mocks  me  once ; 
riiee  never,  nor  thy  traitorous  haughty  fons, 
Confederates  all  thus  to  diflionour  me. 
Was  there  none  elfe  in  Rome  to  make  a  ftale  of. 
But  Saturnine  ?  Full  well,  Andronicus, 
Agree  thefe  deeds  with  that  proud  brag  of  thine. 
That  faid'ft,  I  begg*d  the  empire  at  thy  hands. 

Tit.  O  monftrous  !  what  reproachful  words  are  thefe? 

Sat.  But  go  thy  ways ;  go,  give  that  changing  piece 
To  him  that  flourifli'd  for  her  with  his  fword : 
A  valiant  fon-in-law  thou  flialt  enjoy ; 
One  fit  to  bandy  with  thy  lawlefs  fons, 
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Tir.  Thefe  words  are  razors  to  my  wounded  heart- 

'  Sjt.  And  therefore,  lovely  Tamora,  queen  of  Goths,— 
Tliat,  like  the  ftately  Phoebe  'mongft  her  nymphs, 
Doft  overfliine  the  gallant'ft  dames  of  Rome, — 
If  thou  be  pleas'd  with  this  my  fudden  choice. 
Behold,  I  choofe  thee,  Tamora,  for  my  bride. 
And  will  create  thee  emperefs  of  Rome. 
Speak,  queen  of  Goths,  doft  thou  applaud  my  choice? 
And  here  I  fwear  by  all  the  Roman  Gods,— 
Sith  prieft  and  holy  water  are  fo  near. 
And  tapers  burn  fo  bright,  and  every  thing 
In  readinefs  for  Hymeneus  ftand,— 
I  will  not  re-falute  the  ftreets  of  Rome, 
Or  climb  my  pala^,  till  from  forth  this  place 
I  lei  d  efpousM  my  bride  along  with  me. 

7!a  m.  And  here,  in  fight  of  heaXren,  to  Rome  I  ftfrestf^ 
If  Saturnine  advance  the  queen  of  Goths, 
She  will  a  handmaid  be  to  his  defires, 
A  loving  nurfe,  a  mother  to  his  youth*  [pany 

Sjt.  Afcend,  fair  queen.  Pantheon  :— Lords,  accom- 
Your  noble  emperor,  and  his  lovely  bride. 
Sent  by  the  heavens  for  prince  Saturnine, 
Whofe  wifdom  hath  her  fonune  conquered : 
There  fhall  we  confummate  our  fpoufal  rites. 

[Exeunt  Satvrninvs^  and  bis  followers ;  TjMOiuf, 
and  her  Sons;  Aaron  and  Goths. 

7/r.  I  am  not  bid  to  wait  upon  this  bride  j— 
Titus,  when  wert  thou  wont  to  walk  atone, 
Difhonour'd  thus,  and  challenged  of  wrongs? 
Re-enter  MjRCuSy  Lucius,  ^intvs^  and Majhtivs. 

Mar.  O,  Titus,  fee,  O,  fee,  what  thou  haft  done! 
In  a  bad  quarrel  flain  a  virtuous  fon. 
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-^lifh  tribune,  no  ;  no  fon  of  mine,— 
.lefe,  confederates  in  the  deed 
^^nonour*d  all  our  family ; 
brother,  and  unworthy  fons  ! 
But  let  us  give  him  burial,  as  becomes  ; 
e  Mutius  burial  with  our  brethren. 
7/r.  Traitors,  away  !  he  refts  not  in  this  tomb. 
This  monument  five  hundred  years  hath  flood, 
Which  I  have  fumptuoufly  re-edified : 
Here  none  but  foldiers,  and  Rome's  fervitors, 
Repofe  in  fame  j  none  bafely  flain  in  brawls  :— 
Bury  him  where  you  can,  he  comes  not  here. 

Mar.  My  lord,  this  is  impiety  in  you  : 
My  nephew  Mutius*  deeds  do  plead  for  him  ; 
He  mufl  be  buried  with  his  brethren* 

^iN.  Mart.  And  fhall,  or  him  we  will  accompany. 
Tit.  And  fhall  ?  What  villain  was  it  fpoke  that  word? 
^iN.  He  that  would  vouch't  in  any  place  but  here. 
Tit.  What,  would  you  bury  him  in  my  defpite  ? 
Mar.  No.  noble  Titus  ;  but  entreat  of  thee 
To  pardon  Mutius.  and  to  bury  hiro. 

7/r.  Marcus,  even  thou  hafl  flruck  upon  my  crefl. 
And,  with  tbefe  boys,  mine  honour  thou  hafl  wounded; 
My  foes  I  do  repute  you  every  one ; 
3o  trouble  me  no  more,  but  get  you  gone. 

Mart.  He  is  not  with  himfelf  j  let  us  withdraw, 
^fiv.  Not  I,  till  Mutius*  bones  be  buried. 

[Marcus  and  the  fons  qf  Titus  kneel. 
Mar.  Brother,  for  in  that  name  doth  nature  plead. 
^iN.  Father,  and  in  that  name  doth  nature  fpeak. 
Tit.  Speak  thou  no  more,  if  all  the  refl  will  fpeed. 

itf^ji.  Renowned  Titus,  more  than  half  my  foul, 

Luc.  Dear  father,  fo\il  and  fubflance  of  us  all,-^. 

M  m  iij 
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Tir.  Thefe  words  are  razors  to  my  wounded  heart- 
'  Sjt.  And  therefore,  lovely  Tamora,  queen  of  Goths,— 
That,  like  the  (lately  Phoebe  'mongft  her  nymphs, 
Doft  overfhine  the  gallant'ft  dames  of  Rome, — 
If  thou  be  pleas'd  with  this  my  fudden  choice. 
Behold,  I  choofe  thee,  Tamora,  for  my  bride. 
And  will  create  thee  emperefs  of  Rome. 
Speak,  queen  of  Goths,  doft  thou  applaud  my  choice? 
And  here  I  fwear  by  all  the  Roman  Gods,*— 
Sith  prieft  and  holy  water  are  fo  near. 
And  tapers  burn  fo  bright,  and  every  thing 
In  readinefs  for  Hymeneus  ftand,— 
I  will  not  re-falute  the  ftreets  of  Rome, 
Or  climb  my  palac|,  till  from  forth  this  place 
I  le*'  d  efpousM  my  bride  along  with  me- 

7!a  m.  And  here,  in  fight  of  heatren,  to  Rome  I  firea/^ 
If  Saturnine  advance  the  queen  of  Goths, 
She  will  a  handmaid  be  to  his  defires, 
A  loving  nurfe,  a  mother  to  his  youth*  [pany 

Sat.  Afcend,  fair  queen.  Pantheon  : — -Lords,  accom- 
Your  noble  iemperor,  and  his  lovely  bride, 
'  Sent  by  the  heavens  for  prince  Saturnine, 
Whofe  wifdom  hath  her  fbnune  conquered : 
There  fhall  we  c6nfummate  our  fpoufal  rites. 

[Exeunt  Saturninus,  ami  bis  followers}  Tamomj, 
and  her  Sons;  Aaron  and  Goths. 

7/r.  I  am  not  bid  to  wait  upon  this  bride  j— 
Titus,  when  wert  thou  wont  to  walk  alone, 
Difhonour^d  thus,  and  challenged  of  wrongs? 
Re-enter  Marcus,  Lucius,  ^intus,  and MAftfivs. 
^  Mar.  O,  Titus,  fee,  O,  fee,  what  thou  haft  done ! 
In  a  bad  quarrel  flain  a  virtuous  fon.  I 
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7/r.  No,  foolifh  tribune,  no ;  no  fon  of  mine,— 
Nor  thou,  nor  thefe,  confederates  in  the  deed 
That  hath  difhonour*d  all  our  family ; 
Unworthy  brother,  and  unworthy  fons  ! 

Luc.  But  let  us  give  him  burial,  as  becomes  ; 
Give  Mutius  burial  with  our  brethren. 

7/r.  Traitors,  away  !  he  refts  not  in  this  tomb. 
This  monument  five  hundred  years  hath  flood, 
Which  I  have  fumptuoufly  re-edified : 
Here  none  but  foldiers,  and  Rome's  fervitors, 
Repofe  in  fame  ;  none  bafely  flain  in  brawls  :— 
Bury  him  where  you  can,  he  comes  not  here. 

Mar.  My  lord,  this  is  impiety  in  you : 
My  nephew  Mutius*  deeds  do  plead  for  him  ; 
He  muft  be  buried  with  his  brethren* 

^iN.  Mart.  And  fhall,  or  him  we  will  accompany. 

7/r.  And  fliall  ?  What  villain  was  it  fpoke  that  word? 

^JN.  He  that  would  vouch't  in  any  place  but  here. 

Tit.  What,  would  you  bury  him  in  my  defpite  ? 

Mar.  No.  noble  Titus  ;  but  entreat  of  thee 
To  pardon  Mutius,  and  to  bury  hiro. 

7/r.  Marcus,  even  thou  haft  ftruck  upon  my  creft, 
And,  with  thefe  boys,  mine  honour  thou  haft  wounded: 
My  foes  I  do  repute  you  every  one ; 
3o  trouble  me  no  more,  but  get  you  gone. 

Mart.  He  is  not  with  himfelf  j  let  us  withdraw. 

^JN.  Not  I,  till  Mutius*  bones  be  buried. 

[Marcus  and  the  fons  of  Titus  kneel. 

Mar.  Brother,  for  in  that  name  doth  nature  plead. 

^iN.  Father,  and  in  that  name  doth  nature  fpeak. 

Tit.  Speak  thou  no  more,  if  all  the  reft  will  fpeed. 

Mar.  Renowned  Titus,  more  than  half  my  foul, 

Luc.  Dear  father,  foul  and  fubftance  of  us  all,-^, 

M  m  iij 
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Mar.  Suflfer  thy  brother  Marcus  to  interr 
His  noble  nephew  here  in  virtue's  neft. 
That  died  in  honour  and  Lavinia's  caufe. 
Thou  art  a  Roman,  be  not  barbarous. 
The  Greeks,  upon  advice,  did  bury  Ajax 
That  flew  himfelf ;  and  wife  Laertes'  fon 
Did  gracioufly  plead  for  his  funerals. 
Let  not  young  Mutius  then,  that  was  thy  joy. 
Be  barr'd  his  entrance  here. 

Tit.  Rife,  Marcus,  rife : — 
The  difmairft  day  is  this,  that  e*er  I  faw. 
To  be  diftionour'd  by  my  fons  in  Rome ! — 
Well,  bury  him,  and  bury  me  the  next. 

[MuTws  is  put  into  tbe  tomb. 

Luc.  There  lie  thy  bones,fweet  Mutius,with  thyfriends, 
Till  we  with  trophies  do  adorn  thy  tomb  ! — 

jIll.'No  man  ftied  tears  for  noble  Mutius  ; 
He  lives  in  fame  that  died  in  virtue's  caufe. 

Mar.  My  lord, ^to  ftcp  out  of  thefe  dreary  dumpsy^ 

How  comes  it,  that  the  fubtle  queen  of  Gk)ths 
Is  of  a  fudden  thus  advanced  in  Rome  ? 

Tit.  I  know  not,  Marcus ;  but,  I  know,  it  is  ; 
Whether  by  device,  or  no,  the  heavens  can  tell : 
Is  ft>e  not  then  beholden  to  the  man 
That  brought  her  for  this  high  good  turn  fo  far  ? 
Yes,  and  will  nobly  hitn  remimerate. 
Tlourijb.     Re-enter,  at  one  fide,  Saturninus,  attended; 

Tamora,  Chiron,  Demetrius,  and  Aaron  :  At  the 

other,  Bassianus,  Lafinia^  and  Others. 

Sat.  So  Bafllanus,  you  have  play'd  your  prize ; 
God  give  you  joy,  fir,  of  your  gallant  bride. 

Bas.  And  you  of  yours,  my  lord  :  I  lay  no  more. 
Nor  Willi  no  lefs  ;  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 
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Sat.  Traitor,  if  Rome  have  law,  or  we  have  power, 
Thou  and  thy  fadion  ihall  repent  this  rape. 

Bas.  Rape,  call  you  it,  niy  lord,  to  feize  my  own, 
My  true-betrothed  love,  and  now  my  wife  ? 
But  let  the  laws  of  Rome  determine  all ; 
Mean  while  I  am  poflefs'd  of  that  is  mine. 

Sat.  'Tis  good,  fir :  You  are  very  ihort  with  us  j 
But,  if  we  live,  we'll  be  as  fharp  with  you. 

Bas.  My  lord,  what  I  have  done,  as  beft  I  may, 
Anfwer  I  muft,  and  ihall  do  with  my  life. 
Only  thus  much  I  give  your  grace  to  know, — 
By  all  the  duties  that  I  owe  to  Rome, 
This  noble  gentleman,  lord  Titus  here. 
Is  in  opinion,  and  in  honour,  wrong'd  ; 
That,  in  the  refcue  of  Lavinia, 
With  his  own  hand  did  flay  his  youngefl  fon, 
Tn  zeal  to  you,  and  highly  mov'd  to  wrath 
To  be  control'd  in  that  he  frankly  gave  : 
deceive  him  then  to  favour.  Saturnine  ; 
That  hath  exprefs*d  himfelf,  in  all  his  deeds, 
\  father,  and  a  friend,  to  thee,  and  Rome, 

7/r.  Prince  Bafllanus,  leave  to  plead  my  deeds ; 
Pis  thou,  and  thofe,  that  have  diflionour'd  me : 
lome  and  the  righteous  heavens  be  my  judge, 
iow  I  have  lov'd  and  honoured  Saturnine  ! 

jTrfif .  My  worthy  lord,  if  ever  Tamora 
Vere  gracious  in  thofe  princely  eyes  of  thine, 
Tien  hear  me  fpeak  indiflferently  for  all ; 
md  at  my  fuit,  fweet,  pardon  what  is  pad. 

Sat.  What !  madam !  be  diflionour'd  openly, 
Lnd  bafely  put  it  up  without  revenge  ? 
^AM.  Not  fo,  my  lord ;  The  gods  of  Rome  forefend^ 
fhould  be  author  to  difhonour  you  ! 

M  m  iiij 
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But,  on  mine  honour,  dare  I  undertake 

For  good  lord  Titus*  innocence  in  all, 

Whofe  fury,  not  diflembled,  fpeaks  his  griefs; 

Then,  at  my  fuit,  look  gracioufly  on  him ; 

Lofe  not  fo  noble  a  friend  on  vain  fuj^fe. 

Nor  with  four  looks  afflid  his  gentle  heart. 

My  lord,  be  ruPd  by  me,  be  won  at  laft, 

Diflemble  all  your  griefs  and  difcontents  : 

You  are  but  newly  planted  in  your  throne ; 

Left  then  the  people,  and  patricians  too^ 

Upon  a  juft  furvey,  take  Titus*  part, 

And  fo  fupplant  us  for  ingratitude, 

(Which  Rome  reputes  to  be  a  heinous  fin,}       .     .^, 

Yield  at  entreats,  and  then  let  me  alone  :  ^         ' 

rU  find  a  day  to  maflacre  them  all. 

And  raze  their  faction,  and  their  family. 

The  cruel  father,  and  his  traitorous  fons^ 

To  whom  I  fued  for  tny  dear  fon's  life ; 

And  make  them  know,  what  'tis  to  let  a  queen 

Kneel  in  the  ftreets,  and  beg  for  grace  in  vain. 

Come,  come,  fweet  emperor,— come,  Andronicus^ 
Take  up  this  good  old  man,  and  cheer  the  heart 
That  dies  in  tempeft  of  thy  angry  frown. 

Sat.  Rife,  Titus,  rife ;  my  emprefs  hath  prevail^. 

Tir.  I  thank  your  majefty,  and  her,  my  lord  : 
Thefe  words,,  thefe  looks,  infufe  new  life  in  me. 

Tam.  Titus,  t  am  incorporate  in  Rome, 
A  Roman  now  adopted  happily. 
And  muft  advife  the  emperor  for  his  good. 

This  day  all  quarrels  die,  Andronicus ; 

And  let  it  be  mine  honour,  good  my  lord. 
That  I  have  reconciled  your  friends  and  you. 
For  you,  prince  Baffianus,  I  have  pafs'd 
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My  word  and  promife  to  the  emperor, 
That  you  will  be  more  mild  and  tra(^ble.-~ 
And  fear  not,  lords, — and  you,  Lavinia  j— 
By  my  advice,  all  humbled  on  your  knees. 
You  fhall  afk  pardon  of  his  majefty. 

Luc.  We  do;  and  vow  to  heaven,  and  to  his  highnefs. 
That,  what  we  did,  was  mildly,  as  vfc  might. 
Tendering  our  filler's  honour,  and  our  own. 

Mjr.  That  on  mine  honour  here  I  do  proteft* 

Sat.  Away,  and  talk  not ;  trouble  us  no  more. — 

Tam.  Nay,  nay,  fweet  emperor,  we  muft  all  be  friends  j 
The  tribune  and  his  nephews  kneel  for  grace ; 
I  will  not  be  denied.     Sweet  heart,  look  back. 

Sat.  Marcus,  for  thy  fake,  and  thy  brother's  Jiere^ 
And  at  my  lovely  Tamora*s  entreats, 
I  do  remit  thefe  young  men's  heinous  faults. 
Stand  up. 

Lavinia,  though  you  left  me  like  a  churl, 
I  found  a  friend  ;  and  fure  as  death  I  fwore, 
I  would  not  part  a  bachelor  from  the  prieft. 
Come,  if  the  emperor's  court  can  feaft  two  brideSj^ 
You  are  my  gueft,  Lavinia,  and  your  friends : 
This  day  Ihall  be  a  love-day,  Tamora. 

Tit.  To-morrow,  an  it  pleafe  your  majefty. 
To  hunt  the  panther  and  the  hart  with  me. 
With  horn  ^nd  hound,  we'll  give  your  grace  bon^jour. 

Sat.  Be  it  fo,  Titus,  and  gramercy  tpo.  [Exeunt^ 


act:  ir, 

SCEN^  J,    the  fame.    Before  fbe  Palace. 
Enter  Aaron. 

Aar.  Now  clinibeth  Tamora  Qlympus'  top. 
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Safe  out  of  fortune's  (hot ;  and  fits  aloft. 
Secure  of  thunder's  crack,  or  lightning  flafh  ; 
Advanced  above  pale  envy's  threatening  reach. 
As  when  the  golden  fun  falutes  the  mom. 
And,  having  gilt  the  ocean  with  his  beams. 
Gallops  the  zodiack  in  his  gliftering  coach. 
And  overlooks  the  higheft-peering  hills  ; 

So  Tamora, 

Upon  her  wit  doth  earthly  honour  wait. 

And  virtue  (loops  and  trembles  at  her  frown. 

Then,  Aaron,  arm  thy  heart,  and  fit  thy  thoughts. 

To  mount  aloft  with  thy  imperial  miftrefs. 

And  mount  her  pitch  ;  whom  thou  in  triumph  long 

Haft  prifoner  held,  fetter'd  in  amorous  chains  ; 

And  fafter  bound  to  Aaron's  charming  eyes. 

Than  is  Prometheus  tied  to  Caucafus. 

Away  with  flavifti  weeds,  and  idle  thoughts  ! 

I  will  be  bright,  and  ihine  in  pearl  and  gold. 

To  wait  upon  this  new-made  emperefs. 

To  wait,  faid  I  ?  to  wanton  with  this  queen. 

This  goddefs,  this  Semiramis  ; — ^this  queen. 

This  fyren,  that  will  charm  Rome's  Saturnine, 

And  fee  his  fhipwreck,  and  his  commonweal's. 

Holla  !  what  ftorm  is  this  ? 

Enter  Chiron  and  Demetrius,  braving. 

Dbm.  Thy  years  want  wit,  thy  wit  wants  edge. 
And  manners,  to  intrude  where  I  am  grac'd ; 
And  may,  for  aught  thou  know'ft,  aflfeded  be. 

Chi.  Demetrius,  thou  doft  over-ween  in  all ; 
And  fo  in  this  to  bear  me  down  with  braves. 
'Tis  not  the  difference  of  a  year,  or  two. 
Makes  me  lefs  gracious,  thee  more  fortunate  : 
I  am  as  able,  and  as  fit,  a§  thou. 
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To  ferve,  and  to  deferve  my  miftrefs'  grace ; 
And  that  my  fword  upon  thee  fhall  approve, 
And  plead  my  paflions  for  Lavinia's  love. 

j^jiRi  Clubs,  clubs !  thefe  lovers  will  not  keep  the  peace. 

Dbm.  Why,  boy,  although  our  mother,  unadvised. 
Gave  you  a  dancing-rapier  by  your  fide. 
Are  you  fo  defperate  grown,  to  threat  your  friends  ? 
Go  to  J  have  your  lath  glued  within  your  fheath. 
Till  you  know  better  how  to  handle  it. 

Chi.  Mean  while,  fir,  with  the  little  (kill  I  have. 
Full  well  (halt  thou  perceive  how  much  I  dare. 

Dbm.  Ay,  boy^  grow  ye  fo  brave  ?  [Tbey  draw'. 

Aar.  Why,  how  now,  lords  ? 
So  near  the  emperor's  palace  dare  you  draw. 
And  maintain  fuch  a  quarrel  openly  ? 
JFuU  well  I  wot  the  ground  of  all  this  grudge ; 
1  would  not  for  a  million  of  gold. 
The  caufe  were  known  to  them  it  moft  concerns ; 
Nor  would  your  noble  mother,  for  much  more," 
Be  fo  difhonour'd  in  the  court  of  Rome. 
For  fhame,  put  up. 

Dbm.  Not  I ;  till  I  have  ftieath'd 
My  rapier  in  his  bofom,  and,  withal, 
Thruft  thefe  reproachful  fpeeches  down  his  throat. 
That  he  hath  breath'd  in  my  diflionour  here. 

Chi.  For  that  I  am  prepared  and  full  refolv*d, — 
Foul-fpoken  coward  \  that  thunder'ft  with  thy  tongue. 
And  with  thy  weapon  nothing  dar'ft  perform.. 

Aar.  Away,  I  fay. — 
Now  by  the  gods,  that  warlike  Goths  adore. 
This  petty  brabble  will  undo  us'all. — 
Why,  lords, — and  think  you  not  how  dangerous 
It  is  to  jut  upon  a  prince's  right  ? 
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What,  is  Lavinia  then  become  fo  loofe. 

Or  Baflianxis  fo  degenerate. 

That  for  her  love  fuch  quarrels  may  be  broach'd. 

Without  controhnent,  juftice,  or  revenge  ? 

Yoimg  lords,  beware !— an  fhould  the  emprefs  know 

This  difcord's  ground,  the  mufick  would  not  pleafe. 

Chi.  I  care  not,  I,  knew  fhe  and  all  the  world ; 
I  love  Lavinia  more  than  all  the  world.  [choice: 

Dem.  Youngling,  learn  thou  to  make  feme  meaner 
Lavinia  is  thine  elder  brother's  hope. 

jIar.  Why,  are  ye  mad  ?  or  know  ye  not,  in  Rome 
How  furious  and  impatient  they  be. 
And  cannot  brook  competitors  in  love  ? 
I  tell  you,  lords,  you  do  but  plot  your  deaths 
By  this  device. 

Chi.  Aaron,  a  thoufand  deaths 
Would  I  propofe,  to  achieve  her  whom  I  love. 

jiAK.  To  achieve  her  ! — How  ? 

Dem.  Why  mak'ft  thou  it  fo  ftrange  ? 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  woo'd  ; 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  won  ; 
She  is  Lavinia,  therefore  muft  be  lov'd. 
What,  man !  more  water  glideth  by  the  miU 
Than  wots  the  miller  of;  and  eafy  it  is 
Of  a  cut  loaf  to  fteal  a  (hive,  we  know  : 
Though  BaiQanus  be  the  emperor's  brother. 
Better  than  he  have  yet  worn  Vulcan's  badge, 

Aar.  Ay,  and  as  good  as  Saturninus  may.  [Afidf^ 

Dem.  Then  why  fliould  he  defpair,  that  knows  to  court 
With  words,  fair  looks,  and  liberality  ?  [it 

What,  haft  thou  not  full  often  ftruck  a  doe. 
And  borne  her  cleanly  by  the  keeper's  nofe  ? 

44R'  Why  then,  it  feems,  fome  certain  fnatch  or  io 


K 


tiTVs  jit^bROf/ictrs^  557 

A^ould  ferve  your  turns. 

Chi.  Ay,  fo  the  turn  were  ferv'd. 

Dem.  Aaron,  thou  haft  hit  it» 

^jiR.  'Would  you  had  hit  it  too  ; 
rhen  ftiould  not  we  be  tir^d  with  this  ado- 
iVliy,  hark  ye,  hark  ye, — -And  are  you  fuch  fools^ 
To  fquare  for  this  ?  Would  it  offend  you  then 
That  both  fliould  fpeed  ? 

Chi.  rfaith,  not  me. 

Dem.  Nor  me, 
Id  I  were  one. 

jijR.  For  fhame,  be  friends;  and  join  for  that  you  jar^ 
Fis  policy  and  ftratagem  muft  do 
!liat  you  dffeft ;  and  fo  muft  you  refolve ; 
liat  what  you  cannot,  as  you  would,  achieve, 
ou  muft  perforce  accomplifh  as  you  may. 
ake  thik  of  me,  Lucrece  was  not  more  chafte 
'ban  this  Lavinia,  Baffianus'  love. 
L  fpeedier  courfe  than  lingering  languiftiment 
luft  we  purfuc,  and  I  have  found  the  path- 
ly  lords,  a  folemn  hunting  is  in  hand ; 
"here  will  the  lovely  Roman  ladies  troop  : 
Tie  foreft  walks  are  wide  and  fpacious ; 
Liid  many  unfrequented  plots  there  are, 
itted  by  kind  for  rape  and  villainy : 
ingle  you  thither  then  this  dainty  doe, 
end  ftrike  her  home  by  force,  if  not  by  words : 
Tiis  way,  or  not  at  all,  ftand  you  in  hope, 
ome,  come,  our  emprefs,  with  her  facred  wit, 
o  villainy  and  vengeance  confecrate, 
/ill  we  acquaint  with  all  that  'we  intend ; 
ind  ftie  ftiall  file  our  engines  with  advice, 
'hat  will  not  fuffer  you  to  fquare  yourfelves. 
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But  to  your  wifties'  height  advance  you  both. 
The  emperor's  court  is  Uke  the  houfe  of  fame. 
The  palace  full  of  tongues,  of  eyes,  of  ears  : 
The  woods  are  ruthlefs,  dreadful,  deaf,  and  dull ; 
There  fpeak,  and  ftrike,  brave  boys,  and  take  your  turns: 
There  ferve  your  luft,  fhadow'd  from  heaven's  eye, 
And  revel  in  Lavinia's  treafury. 

Chi.  Thy  counfel,  lad,  fmells  of  no  cowardice. 

Dem.  Sit  fas  aut  nefas^  till  I  find  the  ftream 
To  cool  this  heat,  a  charm  to  calm  thefe  fits. 
Per  Stygay  per  manes  vebor.  [ExenL 

SCENE  11.    A  Forejl  near  Rome.  A  Lodge  feen  at  a  if 

tance.    Horns  ^  and  cry  of  bounds  ^  beard. 
Ijiter  Titus  Andronicus,  witb  Hunters^  &fr-  Marcus, 
Lucius,  ^intus  and Martius. 
Tit.  The  hunt  is  up,  the  mom  is  bright  and  grey, 
The  fields  are  fragrant,  and  the  woods  are  green : 
Uncouple  here,  and  let  us  make  a  bay. 
And  wake  the  emperor  and  his  lovely  bride. 
And  roufe  the  prince  ;  and  ring  a  hunter^s  peal, 
That  all  the  court  may  echo  with  the  noife. 
Sons,  let  it  be  your  charge,  as  it  is  ours. 
To  tend  the  emperor's  perfon  carefully : 
I  have  been  troubled  in  my  fleep  this  night. 
But  dawning  day  new  comfort  hath  infpir'd- 
Horns  wind  a  peal.    Enter  Saturninus^  Tamora^  Bjs- 
siANus,  Lafinia,  ChiroNj  Demetrius,  and  At- 
tendants. 

Tit.  Many  good  morrows  to  your  majefly  ; 

Madam,  to  you  as  many  and  as  good  !— 
I  promifed  your  grace  a  hunter's  peal. 

Sat.  And  you  have  rung  it  luftily,  my  lords. 
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Somewhat  too  early  for  new-married  ladies. 

Bas.  Lavinia,  how  fay  you  ? 

Laf.  1  fay,  no  ;      . 
[  have  been  broad  awake  two  hours  and  more. 

Sat.  Come  on  then,  horfe  and  chariots  let  us  have, 
Ajid  to  our  fport : — Madam,  now  Ihall  ye  fee 
Dur  Roman  hunting.  [To  Tamqra. 

Mar.  I  have  dogs,  my  lord. 
Will  roufe  the  proudeft  panther  in  the  chafe. 
And  climb  the  higheft  promontory  top. 

Tit.  And  I  have  horfe  will  follow  where  the  game 
Makes  way,  and  run  like  fwallows  o'er  the  plain. 

Dem.  Chiron,  we  hunt  no;?,  we,  with  horfe  nor  hound, 
But  hope  to  pluck  a  dainty  doe  to  ground.  [^Elxeunt. 

SCENE  III.    AdefertpartoftbeForeJi. 
Enter  Aaron^  with  a  bag  of  gold. 
Aar.  He,  that  had  wit,  would  think  that  I  had  none, 
To  bury  fo  much  gold  under  a  tree. 
And  never  after  to  inherit  it. 
Let  him,  that  thinks  of  me  fo  abjedly. 
Know,  that  this  gold  muft  coin  a  ftratagem  ; 
Which,  cunningly  efFeded,  will  beget 
A  very  excellent  piece  of  villainy  : 
And  fo  repofe,  fweet  gold,  for  their  unreft,  [Hides  the  gold. 
That  have  their  alms  out  of  the  emprefs'  cheft. 

Enter  Tamora. 
Tam.  My  lovely  Aaron,  wherefore  look'ft  thou  fad, 
When  every  thing  doth  make  a  gleeful  boaft  ? 
The  birds  chaunt  melody  on  every  bulh ; 
The  fnake  lies  rolled  in  the  cheerful  fun ; 
The  green  leaves  quiver  with  the  cooling  wind. 
And  make  a  checquer'd  fhadow  on  the  ground  : 
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Under  their  fweet  fhade,  Aaron,  let  us  fit. 

And — ^whilft  the  babbling  echo  mocks  the  hounds^ 

Replying  fhrilly  to  the  well-tun'd  horns, 

As  if  a  double  hunt  were  heard  at  once, — 

Let  tis  fit  down,  and  mark  their  yelling  noife: 

And — after  conflid,  fuch  as  was  fuppos^d 

The  wandering  prince  and  Dido  once  enjoy'd. 

When  with  a  happy  ftorm  they  were  furpriz'd^ 

And  curtainM  with  a  counfel-keeping  cave,— 

We  may,  each  wreathed  in  the  other's  arms, 

Our  paflimes  done,  pofiefs  a  golden  (lumber  ; 

Whiles  hounds,  and  horns,  and  fweet  melodious  birds, 

Be  unto  us,  as  is  a  nurfe*s  fdfig 

Of  lullaby,  to  bring  her  babe  afldep. 

j4ar.  Madam,  though  Venus  govern  your  defircs, 
Saturn  is  dominator  over  mine  : 
What  fignifies  my  deadly-ftanding  eye. 
My  filence,  and  my  cloudy  melancholy  ? 
My  fleece  of  woolly  hair  that  now  uncurls. 
Even  as  an  adder,  when  (he  doth  unroll 
To  do  fome  fatal  execution  ? 
No,  madam,  thefe  are  no  venereal  figns  ; 
Vengeance  is  in  my  heart,  death  in  my  hand. 
Blood  and  revenge  are  hammering  in  my  head. 
Hark,  Tamora,— the  emprefs  of  my  foul. 
Which  never  hopes  more  heaven  than  refts  in  thee,— 
This  is  the  day  of  doom  for  Baffianus  ; 
His  Philomel  muft  lofe  her  tongue  to-day  ; 
Thy  fons  make  pillage  of  her  chaftity. 
And  wafti  their  hands  in  Baffianus'  blood. 
Seefl  thou  this  letter  ?  take  it  up,  I  pray  thee. 
And  give  the  king  this  fatal-plotted  fcroll : — 
Now  queftion  me  no  more,  we  are  efpied; 

I 


tlTUS  ANDRONICUS.  561 

tiere  comes  a  parcel  of  our  hopeful  booty, 
Which  dreads  not  yet  their  lives*  deftrudion. 

Tam.  Ah,  my  fweet  moor,  fweeter  to  me  than  life  ! 

:Aar.  No  more,  great  emprefs,  Baflianus  comes; 
Be  crofs  Vith  him  ;  and  Til  go  fetch  thy  fons 
To  back  thy  quarrels,  whatfoe'er  they  be.  [Exit. 

Enter  Bassianus  and  Lafinia. 

Bas.  Who  have  we  here  ?  Rome^s  royal  emperefs, 
tJnf\imi{h*d  of  her  well-befeeming  troop  ? 
Or  is  it  Dian,  habited  like  her  ; 
Who  hath  abandoned  her  holy  groves, 
To  fee  the  general  hunting  in  this  foreft  ? 

Tam.  Saucy  controller  of  our  private  fteps  ! 
Had  I  the  power,  that,  fome  fay,  Dian  had, 
Thy  temples  fliould  be  planted  prefently 
With  horns,  as  was  Afteon's  ;  and  the  hounds 
Should  drive  upon  thy  new -transformed  limbs. 
Unmannerly  intruder  as  thou  art ! 

Laf.  Under  your  patience,  gentle  emperefs, 
*Tis  thought  you  have  a  goodly  gift  in  horning  j 
And  to  be  doubted,  that  your  Moor  and  you 
Are  fingled  forth  to  try  experiments  : 
Jove  fhield  your  hufband  from  his  hounds  to-day ! 
'Tis  pity,  they  (hould  take  him  for  a  ftag. 

Bas.  Believe  me,  queen,  your  fwarth  Cimmerian 
Doth  make  your  honour  of  his  body's  hue. 
Spotted,  detefted,  and  abominable. 
Why  are  you  fequefter'd  from  all  your  train  ? 
Difmounted  from  your  fnow- white  goodly  fteed, 
And  wander'd  hither  to  an  obfcure  plot, 
Accompanied  with  a  barbarous  Moor, 
If  foul  defire  had  not  conduded  you  ? 

Laf.  And,  being  intercepted  in  your  fport, 

Vol.  V.  ^  u 
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Great  reafon  that  iriy  noHe  lord  be  rated 
For  faucinefs — ^I  pray  you,  let  us  hence. 
And  let  her  'joy  her  raven-colour*d  love ; 
This  valley  fits  the  purpofe  pafling  well. 

Bas.  The  king,  my  brother,  fhallhave  note  of  this. 

Lav.  Ay,  for  thefe  flips  have  made  him  noted  long 
Good  king !  to  be  fo  mightily  abus'd ! 

l^AM.  Why  have  I  patience  to  endure  all  this  ? 
Enter  Chiron  and  Demetrius. 

Dem.  How  now,  dear  fovereign,  and  our  gracious  mi 
Why  doth  your  highnefs  look  fo  pale  and  wan  ?         [the 

Tam.  Have  I  not  reafon,  think  you,  ta  look  pale  ? 
Thefe  two  have  'tic'd  me  hither  to  this^  place, 
A  barren  detefted  vale,  you  fee,  it  is : 
The  trees,  though  fummer,  yet  fiwrlorn  and  lean. 
Overcome  with  mofs,  and  baleful  mifletoe- 
Here  never  ftiines  the  fun  ;  here  nothing  breeds, 
Unlefs  the  nightly  owl,  or  fatal  raven. 
And,  when  they  fliowed  me  this  abhorred  pit,> 
They  told  me,  here,  at  dead  time  of  the  nighty 
A  thoufand  fiends,  a  thoufand  hifling  fnakes. 
Ten  thoufand  fwelling  toads,  as  many  urchinSy 
Would  make  fuch  fearful  and  confufed  cries. 
As  any  mortal  body,  hearing  it. 
Should  flraight  fall  mad,  or  elfe  die  fuddenly. 
No  fooner  had  they  told  this  helUfli  tale. 
But  ftraight  they  told  me,  they  would  bind  mc  heie 
Unto  the  body  of  a  difmal  yew ; 
And  leave  me  to  this  miferable  death. 
And  then  they  calPd  me,  foul  adulterefs, 
Lafcivious  Gk)th,  and  all  the  bitterefl  terms 
That  ever  ear  did  hear  to  luch  effect. 
And,  had  you  not  by  wondrous  fortuiie  come. 
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This  vengeance  on  me  had  they  executed  : 
Revenge  it,  as  you  love  your  mother's  Ufe, 
Or  be  ye  not  henceforth  calPd  my  children. 

Dem.  This  is  a  witnefs  that  I  am  thy  fon.  [Stabs  Bas. 

Chi.  And  this  for  me,ftruck  home  to  Ihow  my  ftrength. 

[Stabbing  bim  likcwife. 

Laf.  Ay  come,  Semiramis, — nay,  barbarous  Tamora ! 
For  no  name  fits  thy  nature  but  thy  ovm  ! 

^AM.  Give  me  thy  poniard  j  you  fliall  know,  my  boys. 
Your  mother's  hand  fhall  right  your  mother's  wrong. 

Dem.  Stay,  madam,  here  is  more  belongs  to  her ; 
Firft,  thrafli  the  corn,  then  after  bum  the  ftraw  : 
This  minion  flood  upon  her  chaftity. 
Upon  her  nuptial  vow,  her  loyalty. 
And  with  that  painted  hope  braves  your  mightinefs  : 
And  fhall  fhe  carry  this  unto  her  grave  ? 

Chi.  And  if  fhe  do,  I  would  I  were  an  eunuch. 
Drag  hence  her  hufband  to  fome  fecret  hole. 
And  make  his  dead  trunk  pillow  to  our  lufl. 

T'am.  But  when  you  have  the  honey  you  defire, 
Let  not  this  wafp  outlive,  us  both  to  fling. 

Chi.  I  warrant  you,  madam;  we  will  make  that  fure.— 
Come,  miflrefs,  now  perforce  we  will  enjoy 
That  nice-preferved  honefly  of  yours. 

Laf.  O  Tamora  !  Thou  bear'fl  a  woman's  face,-— . 

^AM.  I  will  not  hear  her  fpeak  ;  away  with  her. 

Laf.  Sweet  lords,  entreat  her  hear  me  but  a  word. 

Dem.  Liflen,  fair  madam :  Let  it  be  your  glory, 
To  fee  her  tears ;  but  be  your  heart  to  them. 
As  unrelenting  flint  to  drops  of  rain, 

Laf.  When  did  the  tiger's  young  ones  teach  the  dam  ? 
O,  do  not  learn  her  wrath  ;  fhe  taught  it  thee  : 
The  milk,  thou  fuck'fl  from  her,  did  turn  to  marble  ; 

N  n  ij 
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Even  at  thy  teat  thou  hadft  thy  tyranny — 

Yet  every  mother  breeds  not  fons  alike  ; 

Do  thou  entreatt  her  (how  a  wonian  pity.       [To  Chiron. 

Chi.  What !   would'ft  thou  have  me  prove  myfelf  a 
baftard  ? 

Ljf.  'Tis  true  ;  the  raven  doth  not  hatch  a  lark  : 
Yet  1  have  heard,  (O  could  I  find  it  now !) 
The  lion,  mov'd  with  pity,  did  endure 
To  have  his  princely  paws  par'd  all  away. 
Some  fay,  that  ravens  fofter  forlorn  children, 
The  whilft  their  own  birds  famifh  in  their  nefts  : 
O,  be  to  me,  though  thy  h?.rd  heart  fay  no. 
Nothing  fo  kind,  but  fomething  pitiful ! 

TjiM.  I  know  not  what  it  means  ;  away  with  her. 

LjiF.  O,  let  me  teach  thee  :  for  my  father's  fake. 
That  gave  thee  life,  when  well  he  might  have  (lain  thee, 
Be  not  obdurate,  open  thy  deaf  ears- 

T'yiM.  Hadft  thou  in  perfon  ne*er  offended  me. 
Even  for  his  fake  am  I  pitilefs : 
Remember,  boys,  I  pour'd  forth  tears  in  vain, 
To  fave  your  brother  from  the  facrifice  ; 
But  fierce  Andronicus  would  not  relent ; 
Thei'efore  away  with  her,  and  ufe  her  as  you  will ; 
The  worfe  to  her,  the  better  lov'd  of  me. 

L^r.  O  Tamora,  be  call'd  a  gentle  queen. 
And  with  thine  own  hands  kill  me  in  this  place  : 
For  'tis  not  life,  that  I  have  begg'd  fo  long ; 
Poor  I  was  flain,  when  Baffianus  died. 

TjiM.  What  begg'ft  thou  then?  fond  woman,  let  me  go. 

Ljir.  Tis  prefent  death  I  beg ;  and  one  thing  more, 
That  womanhood  denies  my  tongue  to  tell : 
O,  keep  me  from  their  worfe  than  killing  luft, 
And  tumble  me  into  ibme  loathfome  pit ; 
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ere  never  man's  yeye  may  behold  my  body  ^ 
this,  and  be  a  charitable  murderer. 
''jiM.  So  (hould  I  rob  my  fweet  fons  of  their  fee : 
let  them  fatisfy  their  luft  on  thee. 
)em.  Away ;  for  thou  haft  ftaid  us  here  too  long. 
jAt.  No  grace?  no  womanhood  ?  Ah  beaftly  creature! 

I  blot  and  enemy  to  our  general  name  ! 
ifufion  fall 

^Hi.  Nay,  then  Til  flop  your  mouth  :— Bring  thou  her 
hufband ;  U^^^ggi^g  off  Lav  in  ia* 

s  is  the  hole  where  Aaron  bid  us  hide  him.     [Exeunt. 
''am.  Farewell,  my  fons  :  fee,  that  you  make  her  fure: 
er  let  my  heart  know  merry  cheer  indeed, 
all  the  Andronici  be  made  away. 
y  will  I  hence  to  feek  my  lovely  Moor, 
i  let  my  fpleenful  fons  this  trull  deflour.  [£xrV. 

SCENE  IF.    Hhefame. 
Enter  Aakok^  with  ^iNTus^and Martius. 
4ar.  Come  on,  my  lords ;  the  better  foot  before  : 
light  will  I  bring  you  to  the  loathfome  pit, 
lere  I  efpy'd  the  panther  faft  afleep. 
luiN.  My  fight  is  very  dull,  whatever  it  bodes. 
dART.  And  mine,  I  promife  you;  wer't  not  for  fliame, 

II  could  I  leave  our  fport  to  fleep  awhile. 

[Martius  falls  into  tie  pit. 
luiN.  What,  art  thou  fallen  ?  What  fubtle  hole  is  this, 
lofe  mouth  is  covered  with  rude-growing  briars ; 
3n  whofe  leaves  are  drops  of  new-flied  blood, 
frefti  as  morning's  dew  diftill'd  on  flowers  ? 
^ery  fatal  place  it  feems  to  me : 
ak,  brother,  haft  thou  hurt -thee  with  the  fall  ? 
^RT.  O,  brother,  with  the  difmalleft  objc6l 
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That  ever  eye,  with  fight,  made  he^rt  lament.       [here } 

^jiR.  [y(fide.]  Now  will  I  fetch  the  king  to  find  them 
That  he  thereby  may  give  a  likely  guefs, 
How  thefe  were  they,  that  made  aWay  his  brother. 

[Exit  JJKON. 

Mart.  Why  doft  not  comfort  me,  and  help  me  out 
From  this  unhallow'd  and  blood-ftain'd  hole  ? 

^iN.  I  am  furprized  with  an  uxicouth  fear  : 
A  chilling  fweat  o*er-runs  my  trembling  joints  ; 
My  heart  fufpedls  more  than  mine  eye  can  fee. 

Mart.  To  prove  thou  haft  a  true- divining  heart, 
Aaron  and  thou  look  down  into  this  den. 
And  fee  a  fearful  fight  of  blood  and  death, 

^iN.  Aaron  is  gone ;  and  my  compafilonate  heart 
Will  not  permit  mine  eyes  once  to  behold 
The  thing,  whereat  it  trembles  by  furmife : 
O,  tell  me  how  it  is ;  for  ne'er  till  now 
Was  I  a  child,  to  fear  I  know  not  what. 

Mart.  Lord  Baflianus  lies  embrewed  here. 
All  on  a  heap,  like  to  a  flaughter'd  lamb. 
In  this  detefted,  dark,  blood-drinking  pit. 

^iN.  If  it  be  dark,  how  doft  thou  know  'tis  he  ? 

Mar  t.  Upon  his  bloody  finger  he  doth  wear 
A  precious  ring,  that  lightens  all  the  hole. 
Which,  like  a- taper  in  fome  monument, 
Dothihine  upon  the  dead  man's  earthy  cheeks, 
And  (hows  the  ragged  entrails  of  this  pit  : 
So  pale  did  fhine  the  moon  on  Pyramus, 
When  he  by  night  lay  bath-d  in  maiden  blood. 
O  brother,  help  me  with  thy  feinting  hand,— 
If  fear  hath  made  thee  faint,  as  me  it  hath,—. 
Out  of  this  fell  devouring  receptacle. 
As  hateful  as  Cocytus'  rrjifty  mouth. 
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^iN.  Reach  me  thy  hand,  that  I  may  help  thee  out ; 
3r,  wanting  ftrength  to  do  thee  fo  much  good, 
\  may  be  pluck'd  into  the  fwallowing  womb 
)f  this  deep  pit,  poor  Baffianus'  grave. 
\  have  no  ftrength  to  pluck  thee  to  the  brink. 

Mart.  Nor  I  no  ftrength  to  climb  without  thy  help. 

^JN.  Thy  hand  once  more ;  1  will  not  loofe  again, 
nil  thou  art  here  aloft,  or  I  below  : 
Phou  canft  not  come  to  me,  I  come  to  thee.      [FaJU  in. 
Enter  Saturninvs  and  Aaron. 

Sat.  Along  with  me: — ^I'll  fee  what  hole  is  here, 
\nd  what  he  is,  that  now  is  leaped  into  it.--r- 
Jay,  who  art  thou,  that  lately  didft  defcend 
[nto  this  gaping  hollow  of  the  earth  ? 

Mart.  The  unhappy  fon  of  old  Andronicus; 
Brought  hither  in  a  moft  unlucky  hour, 
To  find  thy  brother  Baffianus  dead. 

Sat.  My  brother  dead?  I  know,  thou  doft  but  jeft  ; 
He  and  hi3  lady  both  are  at  the  lodge. 
Upon  the  north  fide  of  this  pleafaiit  chafe  ^ 
Tis  not  an  hour  fince  I  left  him  there. 

Mart.  We  know  not  where  you  left  him  all  alive. 
But,  out  alas  !  here  have  we  found  him  dead. 
Enter  Tamora,  with  Attendants;  Titus  Andronicus^ 

and  Lucius. 

Tam.  Where  is  my  lord,  the  king  ? 

Sat.  Here,  Tamora;  though  griev'd  with  killing  grief. 

Tam^  Where  is  thy  brother  Baflianns^ 

Sat.  Now  to  the  bottom  doft  thou  fearch  my  wound; 
Poor  Bafllinus  here  lies  murdered. 

Tam.  Then  all  too  late  I  bring  this  fatal  writ, 

[Giving  a  letter. 
The  complot  gf  this  timelefs  tragedy ; 
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And  wonder  greatly,  that  man's  face  can  fold 
In  plealing  fmiles  fuch  murderous  tyranny. 

SjiT.  [Reads.]  An  tfwe  mifs  to  meet  bim  bandfomly^^ 
Sweet  bunt/man^  Bqffianus  Uis,  we  mean^^^^ 
Do  tboufo  much  as  dig  the grofuefor  him; 
I'bou  knowyi  our  meaning :  Look  for  thy  reward 
Among  tbe  nettles  at  tbe  elder-tree^ 
Whicb  overjhades  tbe  moutb  (f  t bat  fame  pit ^ 
Where  we  decreed  to  bury  Baffmnus. 
Do  tbisy  and  pur  chafe  us  thy  Iq/ling  friends. 
O,  Taaiora !  was  ever  heard  the  Uke  ? 
This  is  the  pit,  and  this  the  elder-tree  ; 
Look,  firs,  if  you  can  find  the  huntfman  out, 
That  (hould  have  murder'd  Baffianus  here. 

jiAR.  My  gracious  lord,  here  is  the  bag  of  gold- 

[Shomng  it. 

Sat.  Two  of  thy  whelps,  [Tb77r.]  fpU  curs  of  bloody 

Have  here  bereft  my  brother  qf  his  life : [kind, 

Sirs,  drag  them  from  the  pit  unto  the  prifon ; 
There  let  them  bide,  until  we  have  devis'd 
Some  never-heard-of  torturing  pain  for  them. 

T'am.  What,  are  they  in  this  pit  ?  O  wondrous  thing ! 
How  eafily  murder  is  difcovered  ! 

Tit.  High  emperor,  upon  my  feeble  knee 
I  beg  this  boon,  with  tears  not  lightly  fhed, 
That  this  fell  fault  of  my  accurfed  fons, 
Accurfed,  if  the  fault  be  prov'd  in  them, 

Sat.  If  it  be  prov'd !  you  fee,  it  is  apparent 

Who  found  this  letter  ?  Tamora,  was  it  you  ? 
.I'am.  Andronicus  himfelf  did  take  it  up. 

Tit.  I  did,  my  lord :  yet  let  me  be  their  bail : 
For  by  my  father's  reverend  tomb,  I  vow. 
They  fhall  be  ready  at  your  highnefs'  will, 
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o  anfwer  their  fufpicion  with  their  lives. 

Sat.  Thou  fhalt  not  bail  them  ;  fee,  thou  follow  me, 
Dme  bring  the  murder'd  body,  fome  the  murderers : 
.et  them  not  fpeak  a  word,  the  guilt  is  plain  ; 
or,  by  my  foul,  were  there  worfe  end  than  death, 
'hat  end  upon  them  fliould  be  executed. 

7jm.  Andronicus,  I  will  entreat  the  king  ; 
ear  not  thy  fons,  they  fliall  do  well  enough. 

Tit.  Come,  Lucius,  come ;  Hay  not  to  talk  with  them. 

[Exeunt  /everaliy, 

SCENE  F.    The  fame. 

Enter  Demetrius  and  Chiron^  witi  Lafinia^  ra^ 

vijh'd;  her  bands  cut  off,  and  her  tongue  cut  out. 

Dem.  So,  now  go  tell,  an  if  thy  tongue  can  fpeak, 
l^o  'twas  that  cut  thy  tongue,  and  ravifti'd  thee. 

Chi.  Write  down  thy  mind,  bewray  thy  meaning  fo; 
ind,  if  thy  Humps  will  let  thee,  play  the  fcribe. 

Dem.  See,  how  with  figns  and  tokens  (he  can  fcowl. 

Chi.  Go  home,  call  for  fweet  water,  wafli  thy  hands. 

Dem.  She  hath  no  tongue  to  call,  nor  hands  to  wafh ; 
ind  fo  let's  leave  her  to  her  filent  walks. 

Chi.  An  'twere  my  cafe,  I  Ihould  go  hang  myfelf. 

Dem.  If  thou  hadft  hands  to  help  thee  knit  the  cord. 

[Exeunt  Demetrius  and  Chiron. 
Enter  Marcus. 

Mar.  Who's  this, — my  niece,  that  flies  away  fo  fad  ? 
oufin,  a  word ;  Where  is  your  hufband  ? — 
'  I  do  dream,  'would  all  my  wealth  would  wake  me ! 
'I  do  wake,  fome  planet  fl:rike  me  down, 
hat  I  may  flumber  in  eternal  fleep  ! — 
peak,  gentle  niece,  what  ftem  ungentle  hands 
[ave  lopp'd,  andhew'd,  and  made  thy  body  bare 
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Of  her  two  branches  ?  thofe  fweet  ornaments, 

Whofe  circling  (hadows  kings  have  fought  to  fleep  in; 

And  might  not  gain  fo  great  a  happinefs. 

As  half  thy  love  ?  Why  doft  not  fpeak  to  me  ? — 

Alas,  a  crimfon  river  of  warm  blood. 

Like  to  a  bubbling  fountain  ftirr'd  with  win|l» 

Doth  rife  and  fall  between  thy  rofed  lips. 

Coming  and  going  with  thy  honey  breath. 

But,  fure,  fome  Tereus  hath  defloured  thee ; 

And,  left  thou  fliould'ft  deted  him,  cut  thy  tongue. 

Ah,  now  thou  tum'ft  away  thy  face  for  (hame ! 

And,  notwithftanding  all  this  lofs  of  blood, — 

As  from  a  conduit  with  three  illiiing  fpouts^-i-^ 

Yet  do  thy  cheeks  look  red  as  Titan's  face, 

Blulhiog  to  be  encountered  with  a  cloud. 

Shall  I  fpeak  for  thee  ?  (hall  I  fay,  ^tis  fo  ? 

O,  that  I  knew  thy  heart ;  and  knew  the  beaft, 

That  I  might  rail  at  him  to  eafe  my  mind ! 

Sorrow  concealed,  like  an  oven  ftopp-d. 

Doth  bum  the  heart  to  cinders  where  it  is. 

Fair  Philomela,  (he  but  loft  her  tongue. 

And  in  a  tedious  fampler  few'd  her  mind : 

But,  lovely  niece,  that  mean  is  cut  from  thee ; 

A  craftier  Tereus  haft  thou  met  withal, 

And  he  hath  cut  thofe  pretty  fingers  oflf. 

That  could  have  better  few'd  than  Philomel. 

O,  had  the  monfter  feen  thofe  lily  hands 

Tremble,  like  afpen  leaves,  upon  a  lute. 

And  make  the  filken  ftrings  delight  to  kifs  them ; 

He  would  not  then  have  touched  them  for  his  life : 

Or,  had  he  heard  the  heavenly  harmony, 

Which  that  fweet  tongue  hath  made, 

fie  would  haVe  dropp'd  his  knife,  and  fell  afleep^ 
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\s  Cerberus  at  the  Thracian  poet's  feet. 

;;;ome,  let  us  go,  and  make  thy  father  blind  j 

^'or  fuch  a  fight  will  blind  a  father's  eye  : 

)ne  hour's  ftorm  will  drown  the  fragrant  meads ; 

rt^hat  will  whole  months  of  tears  thy  father's  eyes  ? 

Do  not  draw  back,  for  we  will  mourn  with  thee ; 

3,  could  our  mourning  eafe  thy  mifery !  [Exeaat. 


^CT  III. 
SCENE  J.    Rome,     ji  Street. 
Enter  Senators,  Tribunes,   and  Oncers  of  juftice^  with 
Mjrtius  and  ^intus,  bounds  pdffi^g  on  to  the  place 
of  execution ;  Titus goinj  before,  pleading. 

Tit.  Hear  me,  grave  fathers !  noble  tribunes,  flay !' 
For  pity  of  mine  age,  whofe  youth  was  fpent 
[n  dangerous  wars,  whilft  you  fecurely  flept ; 
For  all  my  blood  in  Rome^s  great  quarrel  fhed  j 
For  all  the  frofty  nights  that  I  have  watch'd  ; 
\nd  for  thefe  bitter  tears,  which  now  you  fefe 
Filling  the  aged  wrinkles  in  my  cheeks ; 
Be  pitiful  to  my  condemned  fons, 
Whofe  fouls  are  not  corrupted  as  'tis  thought ! 
For  two  and  twenty  fons  I  never  wept, 
Becaufe  they  died  in  honour's  lofty  bed. 
For  thefe,  thefe,  tribunes,  in  the  duft  I  write 

[Throwing  himfelfon  the  ground. 
\fy  heart's  deep  languor,  and  my  foul's  fad  tears. 
Let  my  tears  ftanch  the  earth's  dry  appetite ; 
My  fons'  fweet  blood  will  make  it  (hame  and  blufh. 

{Exeunt  Senators,  Tribunes,  &fr.  with  the  prifoner^. 
3  earth  !  I  will  befriend  thee  more  with  rain, 
That  (hall  diftil  from  thefe  twp  ancient  urns, 


O,  reverend  tribunes  !  gentle  aged  men ! 
Unbind  my  fons,  reverfe  the  doom  of  death 
And  let  me  fay,  that  never  wept  before. 
My  tears  are  now  prevailing  orators. 

Luc.  O,  noble  father,  you  lament  in  vain 
The  tribunes  hear  you  not,  no  man  is  by. 
And  you  recount  your  forrows  to  a  ftone. 

7/r.  Ah,  Lucius,  for  thy  brothers  let  me 
Grave  tribunes,  once  more  I  entreat  of  you. 

Luc.  My  gracious  lord,  no  tribune  hears  y 

Tit.  Why,  'tis  no  matter,  man  :  if  they  d 
They  would  not  mark  nie  ;  or,  if  they  did  r 
All  bootlefs  to  them,  they'd  not  pity  me. 
Therefore  I  tell  my  forrows  to  the  ftones ; 
Who,  though  they  cannot  anfwer  my  diftrei 
Yet  in  fome  fort  they're  better  than  the  trib 
For  that  they  will  not  intercept  my  tale  : 
When  I  do  weep,  they  humbly  at  my  feet 
Receive  my  tears,  and  feem  to  weep  with  mi 
And,  were  they  but  attired  in  grave  weeds, 
Rome  could  afford  no  tribune  like  to  thefe. 
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ly  evcrlafting  doom  of  banifhment. . 

Tit.  O  happy  man !  they  have  befriended  thee, 
/hy,  foolifti  Lucius,  doft  thou  not  perceive, 
'hat  Rome  is  but  a  wildemefs  of  tigers  ? 
'igers  muft  prey  ;  and  Rome  affords  no  prey, 
ut  me  and  mine :  How  happy  art  thou  then^ 
rom  thefe  devourers  to  be  banifhed  ? 
lut  who  comes  with  our  brother  Marcus  here  ? 

Enter  Marcus  and  Lavinij,  , 

Mar.  Titus,  prepare  thy  noble  eyes  to  weep ; 
)r,  if  not  fb,  thy  noble  heart  to  break ; 
bring  confuming  forrow  to  thine  age. 

Tjt.  Will  it  confume  me  ?  let  me  fee  it  then. 

Mar.  This  was  thy  daughter. 

Tit.  Why,  Marcus,  fo  fhe  is. 

Luc.  Ah  me  !  this  objed  kills  me  ! 

Tit.  Famt-hearted  boy,  arife,  and  look  upon  her :— • 
peak,  my  Lavinia,  what  accurfed  hand 
lath  made  thee  handlefs  in  thy  father's  fight  ? 
Vliat  fool  hath  added  water  to  the  fea  ? 
)r  brought  a  faggot  to  bright-burning  Troy  ? 
ly  grief  was  at  the  height,  before  thou  cam'ft, 
iind  now,  like  Nilus,  it  difdaineth  bounds — 
Jive  me  a  fword,  V\\  chop  oflF  my  hands  too  ; 
or  they  have  fought  for  Rome,  and  all  in  vain,; 
Lnd  they  have  nurs'd  this  woe,  in  feeding  life ; 
a  bootlefs  prayer  have  they  been  held  up, 
Lnd  they  have  ferv'd  me  to  effedlefs  ufe  : 
Tow,  all  the  fervice  I  require  of  them 
;,  that  the  one  will  help  to  cut  the  other.— 
Pis  well,  Lavinia,  that  thou  haft  no  hands ;  : 

or  hands,  to  do  Rome  fervice,  are  but  vain. 

Luc.  Speak,  gentle  fifter,  who  hath  martyr'd  thee  ? 
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Mar.  O,  that  delightful  engine  of  her  thoughtSi 
That  blabb'd  them  with  fuch  pleaiing  eloquence. 
Is  torn  from  forth  that  pretty  hollow  cage  ; 
Where,  like  a  fweet  melodious  bird,  it  fung 
Sweet  varied  notes,  enchanting  every  ear  ! 

Luc.  O,  fay  thou  for  her,  who  hath  done  this  deed  ? 

Mar.  O,  thus  I  found  her,  ftraying  in  the  park, 
Seeking  to  hide  herfelf ;  as  doth  the  deer. 
That  hath  received  fome  unrecuring  wound. 

Tit.  It  was  my  deer ;  and  he,  that  wounded  her. 
Hath  hurt  me  more,  than  had  he  kill'd  me  dead : 
For  now  I  ftand  as  one  upon  a  rock, 
Environed  with  a  wildemefs  of  fea  ; 
Who  marks  the  waxing  tide  grow  wave  by  wave, 
Expeding  ever  when  fbme  envious  furge 
Will  in  his  brinifh  bowels  fwallow  him. 
This  way  to  death  my  wretched  fons  arc  gone  ; 
Here  ftands  my  other  fon,  a  banifh'd  man  ; 
And  here  my  brother,  weeping  at  my  woes ; 
But  that,  which  gives  my  foul  the  greateft  fpura. 
Is  dear  Lavinia,  dearer  than  my  fouL— • 
Had  I  but  feen  thy  pidhire  in  this  plight. 
It  would  have  madded  me  ;  What  (hall  I  do 
Now  I  behold  thy  Uvely  body  fo  ?  , 
Thou  haft  no  hands,  to  wipe  away  thy  tears ; 
Nor  tongue,  to  tell  me  who  hath  martyred  thee  : 
Thy  hufband  he  is  dead  ;  and,  for  his  death. 
Thy  brothers  are  condemned,  and  dead  by  this  :— 
Look,  Marcus !  ah,  fon  Lucius,  look  on  her  ! 
When  I  did  name  her  brothers,  then  frefli  tears 
Stood  on  her  cheeks  ;  as  doth  the  honey  dew 
Upon  a  gather'd  lily  almoft  withered.  [huflxand: 

Mar.  Perchance,  flie  weeps  becaufe  they  kill'd  her 
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rcKance,  becaufe  fhe  knows  them  innocent. 
Tit.  If  they  did  kill  thy  hufband,  then  be  joyful^ 
caufe  the  law  hath  ta*en  revenge  on  them.— 
S  no,  they  would  not  do  fo  foul  a  deed ; 
itnefs  the  forrow  that  their  filler  makes. — 
ntle  Lavinia,  let  me  kif?  thy  lips ; 

make  fome  fign  how  I  may  do  thee  eafe  : 
all  thy  good  uncle,  and  thy  brother  Lucius, 
id  thou,,  and  I,  fit  round  about  fome  fountain  > 
oking  all  downwards,  to  behold  our  cheeks 
>w  they  are  flain'd ;  like  meadows,  yet  not  dry 
ith  miry  flime  left  on  them  by  a  flood  ? 
id  in  the  fountain  fhall  we  gaze  fo  long, 
U  the  frefh  tafle  be  taken  from  that  cleamefs, 
id  made  a  brine-pit  with  our  bitter  tears  ? 

fhall  we  cut  away  our  hands,  like  thine  ? 

fhall  we  bite  our  tongues,  and  in  dumb  fhows 
fs  the  remainder  of  our  hateful  days  ? 
hat  fhall  we  do  ?  let  us,  that  have  our  tongues, 
>t  fome  device  of  further  mifery, 
>  make  us  wonder'd  at  in  time  to  come. 
Luc.  Sweet  father,  ceafe  your  tears ;  for,  at  your  grief, 
*,  how  my  wretched  filler  fobs  and  weeps. 
Mar.  Patience,  dear  niece: — good  Titus,dry  thine  eyes. 
Tit.  Ah,  Marcus,  Marcus !  brother,  well  I  wot, 
ly  napkin  cannot  drink  a  tear  of  mine, 
r  thou,  poor  man,  hafl  drown'd  it  with  thine  own. 
Luc.  Ah,  my  Lavinia,  T  will  wipe  thy  cheeks* 
Tit.  Mark,  Marcus,  mark  !  I  underftand  her  figns  : 
id  fhe  a  tongue  to  fpeak,  now  would  fhe  fay 
lat  to  her  brother  which  I  faid  to  thee  ; 
s  napkin,  with  his  true  tears  all  bewet, 
n  do  no  fervice  on  her  forrowful  cheeks. 

4  t 
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O,  what  a  fyrapathy  of  woe  is  this  ! 
As  far  from  help  as  limbo  is  from  blif& 

Enter  Aaron. 

Aar.  Titus  Andronicus,  my  lord  the  emperor 
Sends  thee  this  word, — That,  if  thou  love  thy  fons, 
Let  Marcus,  Lucius^  or  thyfelf,  old  Titus, 
Or  any  one  of  you,  chop  off  your  hand. 
And  fend  it  to  the  king :  he  for  the  fame. 
Will  fend  thee  hither  both  thy  fons  alive  ; 
And  that  fhall  be  the  ranfom  for  their  fault. 

Tit.  O,  gracious  emperor !  O,  gentle  Aaron  ! 
Did  ever  raven  fing  fo  like  a  lark. 
That  gives  fweet  tidings  of  the  fun's  uprife  ? 
With  all  my  heart,  1*11  fend  the  emperor 
My  hand ; 
Good  Aaron,  wilt  thou  help  to  chop  it  off? 

Luc.  Stay,  father ;  for  that  noble  hand  of  thine. 
That  hath  thrown  down  fo  many  enemies, 
Shall  not  be  fent ;  my  hand  will  ferve  the  turn : 
My  youth  can  better  fpare  my  blood  than  you ; 
And  therefore  mine  fhall  fave  my  brothers'  lives. 

Mar.  Which  of  your  hands  hath  not  defended  Rome, 
And  rear'd  aloft  the  bloody  battle-ax. 
Writing  deflrudlion  on  the  enemy's  cafUe  ? 
O,  none  of  both  but  are  of  high  defert  : 
My  hand  hath  been  but  idle  ;  let  it  ferve 
To  ranfom  my  two  nephews  from  their  death ; 
Then  have  I  kept  it  to  a  worthy  end, 

Aar.  Nay,  come  agree,  whole  hand  fhall  go  along, 
For  fear  they  die  before  their  pardon  come. 

Mar.  My  hand  fhall  go. 

Luc.  By  heaven,  it  fhall  not  go. 

7/r.  Sirs,  flrive  no  more;  fuch  withered  herbs  as  tbefc 
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Af6  meet  for  plucking  tip,  and  therefore  mine. 

Luc.  Sweet  father,  if  I  (hall  be  thought  thy  fon, 
Let  me  redeem  my  brothers  both  from  death. 

Mjr.  And,  for  GUI'  father's  fake,  and  mother's  care, 
Now  let  me  (how  a  brother's  love  to  thee.  ' 

5/r.  Agree  between  you ;  I  will  fpare  my  hand. 

Luc.  Then  I'll  go  fetch  an  axe. 

Mjr.  But  I  will  ufe  the  axe. 

[Exeunt  Luciiis  and  Marcus. 

Tit.  Come  hither,  Aaron  ;  I'll  deceive  them  both ; 
Lend  me  thy  hand,  and  I  will  give  thee  mine. 

Aar.  If  that  be  call'd  deceit,  I  will  be  honeft^ 
And  never,  whilft  I  live,  deceive  men  fo : — 
But  I'll  deceive  you  in  another  fort, 
And,  that  you'll  fay,  ere  half  an  hour  can  pafs.       [AJide. 

[He  cuts  off  TiTUs^s  band^ 
Enttr  Lucius  and  Marcus. 

Tir.  Now, ftay  your  ftrife;  what  fhall  be,is  defpatch'd,— 
Good  Aaroii,  give  his  majefty  my  hand  : 
Tell  him,  it  was  a  hand  that  warded  him 
iFrom  thoufand  dangers  ;  bid  him  bury  it ; 
More  hath  it  merited,  that  let  it  have. 
As  for  my  fons,  fay,  I  account  of  them 
As  jewels  purchas'd  at  an  eafy  price  ; 
And  yet  dear  too,  becaufe  I  bought  piine  own. 

AdR.  I  go,  Andronicus  :  and  for  thy  hand^ 
Look  by  and  by  to  have  thy  fons  with  thee  : — 
Their  heads,  I  mean — O,  how  this  villainy  [Afide. 

Doth  fat  me  with  the  very  thoughts  of  it ! 
Let  fools  do  good,  and  fair  men  call  for  grace, 
Aaron  will  have  his  foul  black  like  his  face.  [Exit. 

TiT^  O,  here  I  lift  this  one  hand  up  to  heaven, 
And  bow  this  feeble  ruin  to  the  earth  : 

Vol.  V.  Oo 
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If  any  power  pieties  wretched  tears, 

To  that  I  call :— -What,  wilt  thou  kueel  with  me  ? 

[7b  Ljfinu 
Do  thea,  dear  heart ;  fojr  heavep  (hall  hear  our  prayers; 
Or  with  our  fighs  we'll  breathe  the  welkin  dim. 
And  ftain  the  fuu  with  fog,  as  fometime  clouds. 
When  they  do  hug  hiiji  in  their  melting  bofoms. 

Mar.  O  !  brother  fpeak  with  poflibiUties, 
And  do  not  break  into  tjiefe  deep  extremes. 

7/r.  Is  not  my  for  row  deep^  having  no  botto^i  ? 
Then  be  my  paflions  bottonjle^s  with  them. 

Mar.  But  yet  let  r^afon  govern  thy  lament. 

7/r.  If  there  were  reafon  for  tbefe  miferies. 
Then  into  limits  could  I  bin.d  my  woes : 
When  heaven  doth  weep,  doth  not  thie  earth  overflow  ? 
If  the  wii:id5  rage,  doth  pot  the  fea  wax  mad. 
Threatening  the  welkin  with  his  big-fwoln  face  ? 
And  wilt  thou  have  a  reafon  for  this  coil  ? 
I  am  the  fea  ;  hark,  how  her  fighs  do  blow  ! 
She  is  the  weeping  welkin,  I  the  earth  : 
Then  muft  my  fea  be  moved  with  her  (ighs  ; 
Then  muft  my  earth  with  her  jcontimial  tears 
Become  a  deluge,  overflowed  and  drown'd  : 
For  why  ?  my  bowels  cannot  hide  hier  woes. 
But  like  a  drunkard  muft  I  vomit  them. 
Then  give  roe  leave  ;  for  lofers  will  have  leave 
To  eafe  their  ftomachs  with  their  bitter  tongues. 
Enter  a  l^sssENGSRy  with  two  beads  and  a  band* 

Mess.  Worthy  Andronicus,  ill  art  thou  repay'd 
For  that  good  hand  thou  fent'ft  the  epoperor. 
Here  are  the  heads  of  thy  two  noble  fons ; 
And  here's  thy  hand,  in  fcom  to  thee  fent  back ; 
Thy  griefs  their  fports,  thy  refolutioa  mock'd : 
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lat  woe  is  roe  to  think  upon  thy  woes, 

Dre  than  remembrance  of  my  father's  death.       {^Exit^ 

MjiR.  Now  let  hot  ^tna  cool  in  Sicily, 

id  be  my  heart  an  ever-burning  hell ! 

lefe  miferies  are  more  than  may  be  borne  ! 

)  weep  with  them  that  weep  doth  eafe  fome  deal, 

It  forrow  flouted  at  is  double  death. 

Luc.  Ah,  that  this  fight  (hould  make  fo  deep  »  wound, 

id  yet  detefted  life  not  fhrink  thereat ! 

lat  ever  death  (hould  let  life  bear  his  name, 

Tiere  life  hath  no  more  intereft  but  to  breathe ! 

[L^if^iNJA  kijf^s  him. 
Mar.  Alas,  poor  heart,  that  kifs  is  comfortlefj^, 
;  frozen  water  to  a  ftarved  fnake, 
7/r.  When  will  this  fearful  (lumber  have  an  end  ? 
Mar.  Now,  farewell,  flattery :  Die,  Andronicus  ; 
lou  doft  not  (lumber :  fee,  thy  two  fons'  head^ ; 
ly  warlike  hand  ;  thy  mangled  daughter  here  ; 
ly  other  banifli'd  fon,  with  this  dear  fight 
•uck  pale  and  bloodlefs  ;  and  thy  brother,  I, 
en  like  a  ftony  image,  cold  and  numb. 
I !  now  no  more  will  I  control  thy  griefs  : 
:nt  off  thy  filver  hair,  thy  other  hand 
lawing  with  thy  teeth  ;  and  be  this  difmal  fight 
le  clo(ing  up  of  our  moft  wretched  eyes ! 
)w  is  a  time  to  ftorm  ;  why  art  thou  ftill  ? 
Tit.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Mar.  Why  doft  thou  laugh!  it  fits  not  with  this  hour. 
7/r.  Why,  I  have  not  another  tear  to  (hed  : 
fides,  this  forrow  is  an  enemy, 
id  would  ufurp  upon  my  watry  eyes,  • 

id  make  them  blind  with  tributary  tears ; 
,eu  which  way  (hall  I  find  revenge's  cave  ? 

Ooij 
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For  thefe  two  heads  do  feem  to  fpeak  to  me  ; 

And  threat  me,  I  fliall  never  come  to  blifs. 

Till  all  thefe  mifchiefs  be  returned  again. 

Even  in  their  throats  that  have  committed  thenu 

Come,  let  me  fee  what  taik  I  have  to  do. — 

You  heavy  people,  circle  me  about ; 

That  I  may  turn  me  to  each  one  of  you. 

And  fwear  unto  my  foul  to  right  your  wrongs. 

The  vow  is  made. — Come,  brother,  take  a  head ; 

And  in  this  hand  the  other  will  I  bear  : 

Lavinia,  thou  (halt  be  employed  in  thefe  things ; 

Bear  thou  my  hand,  fweet  wench,  between  thy  teeth. 

As  for  thee,  boy,  go,  get  thee  from  my  fight ; 

Thou  art  an  exile,  and  thou  muft  not  ftay  : 

Hie  to  the  Goths,  and  raife  an  army  there : 

And,  if  you  love  me,  as  I  think  you  do. 

Let's  kifs  and  part,  for  we  have  much  to  do. 

[Exeunt  Titus,  Marcus,  and  Lafin^ 
Luc.  Farewell,  Andronicus,  my  noble  father ; 
The  woeful'ft  man  that  ever  liv'd  in  Rome  ! 
Farewell,  proud  Rome !  till  Lucius  come  again. 
He  leaves  his  pledges  dearer  than  his  life. 
Farewell,  Lavinia,  my  noble  fitter ; 
O,  Vould  thou  wert  as  thou  'tpfore  haft  been ! 
But  now  nor  Lucius,  nor  Lavinia  lives. 
But  in  oblivion,  and  hateful  griefs. 
If  Lucius  live,  he  will  requite  your  wrongs ; 
And  make  proud  Saturninus  and  his  emprefs 
Beg  at  the  gates,  like  Tarquin  and  his  queen. 
Now  will  I  to  the  Goths,  and  raife  a  power. 
To  be  rcveng'd  on  Rome  and  Saturnine.  [jfo 


SCENE  11.   A  Room  in  Ti  rus^s  Houfe.  A  banqutja  ob 
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Enter  Titus,  Marcus,  Lafinia,  and  young  Lucius,  a 

Bor. 

Tit.  So,  fo ;  now  fit :  and  look,  you  eat  no  more 
Than  will  preferve  juft  fo  much  ftrength  in  us 
As  will  revenge  thefe  bitter  woes  of  ours. 
Marcus,  unknit  that  forrow-wreathen  knot ; 
Thy  niece  and  I,  poor  creatures,  want  our  hands 
And  cannot  pailionate  our  tenfold  grief 
With  folded  arms.    This  poor  right  hand  of  mine 
[s  left  to  tyrannize  upon  my  breaft ; 
And  when  my  heart,  all  mad  with  mifery, 
Beats  in  this  hollow  prifon  of  my  flefh. 
Then  thus  I  thump  it  down. — 
Thou  map  of  woe,  that  thus  doft  talk  in  figns  ! 

[To  Lafinia. 
When  thy  poor  heart  beats  with  outrageous  beating. 
Thou  canft  not  firike  it  thus  to  make  it  ftill. 
Wound  it  with  fighing,  girl,  kill  it  with  groans  ; 
Or  get  fome  little  knife  between  thy  teeth. 
And  juft  againft  thy  heart  make  thou  a  hole  ; 
That  all  the  tears  that  thy  poor  eyes  let  faU, 
IVfay  run  into  that  fink,  and  foaking  in, 
Drown  the  lamenting  fool  in  fea-falt  tears. 

Mar.  Fye,  brother,  fye  !  teach  her  not  thus  to  lay 
Such  violent  hands  upon  her  tender  life. 

Tit.  How  now !  has  forrow  made  thee  dote  already  ? 
Why,  Marcus,  no  man  fliould  be  mad  but  I. 
What  violent  hands  can  flie  lay  on  her  life  ? 
Ah,  wherefore  doft  thou  urge  the  name  of  hands;— 
To  bid  iEneas  tell  the  tale  twice  o^er. 
How  Troy  was  burnt,  and  he  made  miferable  ^ 
0,  handle  not  the  theme,  to  talk  of  hands ; 

Left  we  remember  ftill,  that  we  have  none 
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Fye,  fye,  how  frantickly  1  fquare  my  talk  ! 

As  if  we  fliould  forget  we  had  no  hands. 

If  Marcus  did  not  name  the  word  of  hunds  \ — ^ 

Come,  let's  fall  to  ;  and,  gentle  girl^  eat  this : — 

Here  is  no  drink  !  Hark,  Marcus,  what  fhe  fays  ;-*— 

I  can  interptet  all  her  martyr'd  figtis  j— ^ 

She  fays,  (lie  drinks  no  other  drink  but  tears, 

Brew'd  with  her  forrows,  mefh'd  upon  her  cheeks : — 

Speechlefs  complainer,  I  will  learti  thy  thought } 

In  thy  dumb  adion  will  I  be  as  perfed. 

As  begging  hermits  in  their  holy  prayers  : 

Thou  flialt  not  figh,  nor  hold  thy  flumps  to  heatrfn, 

Nor  wink,  nor  nod,  nor  kneel,  nor  make  a  figft. 

But  I,  of  thefe,  will  wreft  an  alphabet, 

And,  by  ftill  pradice,  learn  to  know  thy  meaning. 

Bor.  Good  grandtire,  leave  thefe  bitter  deep  laments: 
Make  my  aunt  merry  with  fome  pleafing  tale. 

AIar.  Alas,  the  tender  boy,  in  paflion  mov'd, 
Doth  weep  to  fee  his  grandfire's  heaTinefs.  ^ 

7/r.  Peace,  tender  fapling  ;  thou  art  made  of  tears, 

And  tears  will  quickly  melt  thy  life  away 

[Marcus j9rikes  /be  dijb  toitb  a  kfi^e^ 
What  doft  thou  ftrike  at,  Marcus,  with  thy  knife  ? 

Mar.  At  that  that  I  have  kilPd,  my  lord  ;  a  fly. 

7/r.  Out  on  thee,  murderer  !  thou  kilFft  mj  heart; 
Mine  eyes  are  cloy'd  with  view  of  tyranny  : 
A  deed  of  death,  done  on  the  innocent^ 
Becomes  not  Titus'  brother ;  Get  thee  gone  ; 
I  fee,  thou  art  not  for  my  company. 

Mar.  Alas,  my  lord,  I  have  but  kiD'd  a  fly. 

Tit.  But  how,  if  that  fly  had  a  father  and  mother? 
How  would  he  hang  his  flender  gilded  wiftgs, 
And  buz  lamenting  doings  in  the  air  ? 
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Poor  harmlcfe  fly ! 

That  with  his  pretty  buzzing  melody. 

Came  here  to  make  us  merry  ;  and  thou  haft  kilPd  him. 

Mar.  Pardon  me,  fir ;  'twas  a  black  ill*-favourM  fly, 
Like  to  the  emprefs'  MJoor ;  therefore  I  kiird  him. 

Ttt.  O,  O,  O, 
Then  pardon  me  for  reprehending  thee. 
For  thou  haft  done  a  charitable  deed. 
Give  me  thy  knife,  I  will  ihfult  on  him ; 
Flattering  myfelf,  as  if  it  were  the  Moor, 
Come  hither  purpofely  to  poifon  me. — 
There's  for  thyfelf,  and  that's  for  Tamora. — 

Ah,  firrah ! 

Yet  I  do  think  we  are  not  brought  fo  low. 
But  that,  between  us,  we  can  kill  a  fly, 
That  comes  in  likenefs  of  a  coal-black  Moor. 

Mar.  Alas,  poor  man !  grief  has  fo  wrought  on  him, 
He  takes  falfe  ftiadows  for  true  fubftances. 

Tit.  Come,  take  away. — Lavinia,  go  with  me  : 
I'll  to  thy  clofet ;  and  go  read  with  thee 
Sad  ftories,  chanced  in  the  times  of  old. — 
Come,  boy,  and  go  with  me ;  thy  fight  is  young. 
And  thou  (halt  read,  when  mine  begins  to  dazzle. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT  IF. 

SCENt  T.    defame.    Before  Titus's  Houfe. 

Enter  Titus  and  Marcus.     Then  enter  young  Lucius, 

La  r  INI  A  rminhg  after  him. 

Bor.  Help,  grandfire,  help  !  my  aunt  Lavinia 
Follows  me  every  where,  I  know  not  why : — 
Good  uncle  Marcus,  fee  how  fwift  flie  comts ! 

O  0  iiij 
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Alas,  fweet  aunt,  I  know  not  what  you  mean. 

Mar.  Stand  by  me,  Lucius ;  do  not  fear  thine  aunt, 

7/r.  She  loves  thee,  boy,  too  well  to  do  thee  harm. 

Bor.  Ay,  when  my  father  was  in  Rome,  ihe  did. 

Mar.  What  means  my  niece  Lavinia  by  thefe  figns? 

7/r.  Fear  her  not,  Lucius : — Somewhat  doth  fhe  mean: 
See,  Lucius,  fee,  how  much  fhe  makes  of  thee  : 
Somewhither  would  fhe  have  thee  go  with  her. 
Ah,  boy,  Cornelia  never  with  more  care 
Read  to  her  fons,  than  fhe  hath  read  to  thee. 
Sweet  poetry,  and  TuUy's  Or^-tor. 
Canft  thou  not  guefs  wherefore  fhe  plies  thee  thus  ? 

Bor.  My  lord,  I  know  not,  I,  nor  can  I  guefs, 
Unlefs  fome  fit  or  frenzy  do  poflefs  her  : 
For  I  have  heard  my  grandfire  fay  full  oft. 
Extremity  of  griefs  would  make  men  mad ; 
And  I  have  read,  that  Hecuba  of  Troy 
Ran  mad  through  forrow :  That  made  me  to  fear ; 
Although,  my  lord,  I  know,  my  noble  aunt 
Loves  me  as  dear  as  e'er  my  mother  did, 
And  would  not,  but  in  fury,  fright  my  youth : 
Which  made  me  down  to  throw  my  books,  and  fly ; 
Caufelefs,  perhaps :  But  pardon  me,  fweet  aunt: 
And,  madam,  if  my  uncle  Marcus  go, 
I  will  moft  willingly  attend  your  ladyfhip. 

Mar.  Lucius,  I  will. 
[La  FIN  J  A  turns  over  the  books  wbicb  Lucius  bos  ktfall* 

Tit.  How  now,  Lavinia? — Marcus,  what  means  tbii? 
Some  book  there  is  that  fhe  defires  to  fee : — 
Which  is  it,  girl,  of  thefe  ? — ^Open  them,  boy.— 
But  thou  art  deeper  read,  and  better  fkill'd ; 
Come,  and  take  choice  of  all  my  library, 
An^  fo  beguile  thy  forrow,  till  the  heavens 
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.eveal  the  damn*d  contriver  of  this  deed. — 
VTiy  lifts  (he  up  her  arms  in  fequencc  thus  ? 

Mjr.  I  think,  Ihe  means,  that  there  was  more  than  one 
^lonfederate  in  the  fad ; — Ay,  more  there  was  : — 
)r  elfe  to  heaven  (he  heaves  them  for  revenge. 

7/r.  Lucius,  what  book  is  that  fhe  tofleth  fo  ? 

Bor.  Grandfire,  'tis  Ovid's  Metamorphofis ; 
^y  mother  gave't  me. 

MjiR.  For  love  of  her  that's  gone, 
i^erhaps  fhe  culPd  it  from  among  the  reft. 

"Tit.  Soft !  fee,  how  bufily  fhe  turns  the  leaves! 
3elp  her : — 

IVhat  would  fhe  find  ? — Lavinia,  fhall  I  read  ? 
rhis  is  the  tragick  tale  of  Philomel, 
Aind  treats  of  Tereus'  treafon,  and  his  rape  ; 
Aind  rape,  I  fear,  was  root  of  thine  annoy. 

AUr.  See,  brother,  fee;  note,  how  fhe  quotes  the  leaves* 

Tit.  Lavinia,  wert  thou  thus  furpriz'd,  fweet  girl, 
Ravifh'd,  and  wrong'd,  as  Philomela  was, 
Forc'd  in  the  ruthlefs,  vafl,  and  gloomy  woods  ? — 

See,  fee ! 

Ay,  fuch  a  place  there  is,  where  we  did  hunt, 
(O,  had  we  never,  never,  hunted  there  !) 
Patterned  by  that  the  poet  here  defcribes. 
By  nature  made  for  murders,  and  for  rapes. 

Mar.  O,  why  fhould  nature  build  fo  foul  a  den, 
Unlefs  the  gods  deUght  in  tragedies  !  [friends,— 

Tit.  Give  figns,  fweet  girl, — for  here  arc  none  but 
What  Roman  lord  it  was  durft  do  the  deed : 
Or  flunk  not  Saturnine,  as  Tarquin  erft. 
That  left  the  camp  to  fin  in  Lucrece'  bed  ?         [me. — 
Mar.  Sit  down,  fweet  niece  j — ^brother,  fit  down  by 
Apollo,  Pallas,  Jove,  or  Mercury, 
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Infpire  me,  that  I  may  this  treafon  find  f — 
My  lord,  look  here ; — look  here,  Lavinia  : 
This  fahdy  plot  is  plain  ;  guide,  if  thou  canft. 
This  after  me,  \rhen  I  have  writ  my  name 
Without  the  help  of  a^y  hand  at  all. 

[He  writes  bis  name  wiib  his  Jlqff^  and  guides  it  ti 
bis  feet  and  moutb. 
Curs'd  be  that  heart,  that  forced  us  to  this  (hift  !— 
V^ite  thou,  good  nieee ;  and  here  difplay,  at  laft, 
What  God  will  have  difcover'd  for  revenge : 
Heaven  guide  thy  pen  to  print  thy  forrows  plain, 
That  we  may  know  the  traitors,  and  the  truth ! 

[She  takes  tbejlaffin  bet  mouthy  and  guides  it  with  i 
JiumpSy  and  writes. 
TtiT.  O,  do  you  read,  ray  lord,  what  fhe  hath  writ  ? 
Stuprum — Cbiron-^Demetrius. 

Mak.  What,  what ! — the  luftful  fons  of  Tamora 
Performers  of  this  |ieinous,  bloody  deed  ? 

7/r.  Magne  nominator  poli^ 
^am  lentus  audisfcelera  7  tarn  lentus  vides  ? 

Mar.  O,  calm  thee,  gentle  lord !  although,  I  know, 
There  is  enough  written  upon  this  earth. 
To  flir  a  mutiny  in  the  mildeft  thoughts. 
And  arm  the  minds  of  infants  to  exclaims. 
My  lord,  kneel  down  with  me ;  Lavinia,  kneel  ; 
And  kneel,  ftreet  boy,  the  Rortnan  He6tor*s  hope ; 
And  f\#eai*  with  me, — as  with  the  woful  feere, 
Aijd  fether,  of  that  chafte  difhonour'd  dame. 
Lord  Junius  Brutus  fware  for  Lucrece'  rape,-^ 
That  we  will  profecute,  by  godd  advice, 
Mortal  revenge  upon  thefe  traitik'Olis  Goths, 
And  fee  their  Wood,  or  die  with  this  reproach. 
7/r»  Tis  fure  enough,  an  you  kAew  how, 
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But  if  you  hurt  thefe  bear-whelps,  tliteft  beware  : 

The  dam  will  wake ;  atjd^  if  fhe  wind  you  oikce, 

She's  with  the  lion  deeply  ftill  in  league, 

And  lulls  hito  wbilft  fhe  playeth  on  her  ba^kj 

And,  when  he  fleeps,  will  (he  do  what  (he  Kft. 

Yotf  re  &  youfig  huntfmaA,  M^gus  ;  let  it  akrti6  ; 

And,  come/ 1  will  go  get  a  leaf  of  brafs. 

And  with  a  gad  of  fteel  will  write  tbefe  w6fd&, 

And  lay  it  by  :  the  angry  northern  wind 

Will  blow  thefe  fands,  like  Sybil's  leaver,  abro&d, 

And  where's  your  leflbn  then  ? — Boy,  what  fay  you  ? 

Bor.  I  fay,  my  lord,  that  if  I  were  a  man. 
Their  mother's  bed-chamber  (hould  tiot  be  fafe 
For  thefe  bad-bondmen  w  the  yoke  of  Rottie. 

Mar.  Ay,  that^s  my  boy !  thy  father  hath  fuU  (rft 
For  this  ungrateful  coufttry  done  the  like. 
I    Boy.  And,  uncle,  fo  will  ),  ati  if  I  five. 

Tit.  Come,  go  with  me  into  mine  armoury ; 
Lucius,  I'll  fit  thee ;  and  withal,  niy  boy 
Shall  carry  from  me  to  the  empfefs*  fons 
Prefents,  that  I  intend  to  fend  them  both  : 
Come,  come  ;  thou'lt  do  thy  meflage,  wilt  thou  Aot  ? 

Bor.  Ay,  with  my  dagger  in  their  bofoms,  grandfire. 

Tit.  No,  boy,  not  fo;  I'll  teach  thee  another  courfe. 
Lavinia,  come  :---Marcus,  look  to  my  houfe  ; 
Lucius  and  I'll  go  brave  it  at  the  court ; 
Ay,  marry,  will  we,  fir ;  and  well  be  waited  on. 

\^Exeunt  Titus,  Lavinia,  and  B&f. 

Mar.  O  heavens,  can  you  hear  a  good  man  groan^ 
And  not  relent,  or  not  compaffion  him  ? 
Marcus,  attend  him  iti  his  ecftafy  ; 
That  hath  more  fears  of  forrow  in  his  heart, 
Thaia  foe^meil's  marks  upon  his  batter'd  (hiel4 ; 
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But  yet  fo  juft,  that  he  will  not  revenge : — 

Revenge  the  heavens  for  old  Andronicus !  [Exiu 

SCENE  II.    l!befame.   A  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Aakon^  Chiron^  and  Demetrius^  at  one  door; 

at  another  door^  young  LuGiuSy  and  an  Attendant,  with  a 

bundle  of  weapons^  and  verfes  writ  upon  then. 

Chi.  Demetrius,  here's  the  fon  of  Luciiis ; 
JEEe  hath  fome  meflage  to  deliver  to  us. 

Aar.  Ay,  fome  mad  meflage  from  his  mad  grand- 
father. 

Bor.  My  lords,  with  all  the  humblene&  I  may, 
I  greet  your  honours  from  Andronicus ; — 
And  pray  the  Roman  gods,  confound  you  both.   [AJUc. 

Dem.  Gramercy,  lovely  Lucius :  What's  the  news  ? 

Bor.  That  you  are  both  decypher'd,  that's  the  news, 
For  villains  mark'd  with  rape.  [A^e.]  May  it  pleafe  you, 
My  grandfire,  well-advis'd,  hath  fent  by  me 
The  goodlieft  weapons  of  his  armoury. 
To  gratify  your  honourable  youth. 
The  hope  of  Rome ;  for  fo  he  bade  me  fay ; 
And  fo  I  do,  and  with  his  gifts  prefent 
Your  lordfhips,  that  whenever  you  have  need. 
You  may  be  armed  and  appointed  well  : 
And  fo  I  leave  you  both,  [AJtde.]  Uke  bloody  villains. 

[Exeunt  Bor  and  Attendant. 

Dem.  What's  here?  A  fcroU;  and  written  round  about? 
Let's  fee  j 

Integer  vita^  fcelerifque  purus, 
Non  eget  Mauri  jaculis^  neque  arcu. 

Chi.  O,  'tis  a  verfe  in  Horace ;  I  know  it  well  : 
I  read  it  in  the  grammar  long  ago. 

Aar.  Ay, \o& ! — z  verfe  in  Horace ;— right,  you  have  it. 


>Artde. 
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Now,  what  a  thing  it  is  to  be  an  afs  ! 

Here's  no  found  jefl !  the  old  man  hath  found 

their  guilt ; 
And  fends  the  weapons  wrapp'daboutwith lines, 
That  wound,beyond  their  feeling,  to  the  quick^ 
But  were  our  witty  emperefs  well  a-foot. 
She  would  applaud  Andronicus'  conceit. 
But  let  her  reft  in  her  unreft  awhile. 
And  now,  young  lords,  was't  not  a  happy  ftar 
Led  us  to  Rome,  ftrangers,  and,  more  than  fo. 
Captives,  to  be  advanced  to  this  height  ? 
It  did  me  good,  before  the  palace  gate 
To  brave  the  tribune  in  his  brother's  hearing. 

Dem.  But  me  more  good,  to  fee  fo  great  a  lord 
Bafely  infinuate,  and  fend  us  gifts. 

Aar.  Had  he  not  reafon,  lord  Demetrius  ? 
Did  you  not  ufe  his  daughter  very  friendly  ? 

Dbm.  I  would,  we  had  a  thoufand  Roman  dames 
At  fuch  a  bay,  by  turn  to  ferve  our  luft. 

Chi.  a  charitable  wifh,  and  full  of  love, 

Aar.  Here  lacks  but  your  mother  for  to  fay  amen. 

Chi.  And  that  would  fhe  for  twenty  thoufand  more. 

Dem.  Come,  let  us  go  ;  and  pray  to  all  the  gods 
For  our  beloved  mother  in  her  pains. 

Aar.  Pray  to  the  devils ;  the  gods  have  given  us  o'er. 

[AJide.    Flourijb. 

Dbm.  Why  do  the  emperor's  trumpets  flourifh  thus  ? 

Chi.  Belike,  for  joy  the  emperor  hath  a  fon. 

Dem.  Soft ;  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  a  Nurse,  with  a  Black-a-moor  Child  in  her  arms. 

NuR.  Good  morrow,  lords  : 
O,  tell  me,  did  you  fee  Aaron  the  Moor  ? 

Aar.  Well,  more,  or  lefs,  or  ne'er  a  whit  at  all, 
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Here  Arron  is ;  and  wfc*|:  with  A^ron  now  ? 

NuR.  O  gexitie  A^roa,  we  are  all  undone  ! 
Now  help,  or  woe  betide  thee  evermore  ! 

j4ar.  Why,  what  a  caiterwauUtig  doft  thou  keep  ? 
What  doft  thou  wrap  and  fumble  in  thine  ^rms  ? 

NuR.  O,  that  which  I  would  hide  from  heaven's  eye, 
Our  emprefs's  fbaroe,  and  ftately  Romje's  difgraoe  ;— 
She  is  delivered,  lords,  fbe  is  delivered. 

Aar.  To  whom  ? 

NuR.  I  vcitm^,  {he's  brought  to  l>ed. 

j4ar.  Well,  God 
Give  her  good  reft !  What  hath  he  fent  Ji/er  ? 

NuR.  A  devil. 

jiAR.  Why,  then  (he's  the  deviPs  dam ;  ^  joyful  iffue. 

NuR.  A  joylefs,  difraal,  black,  and  forroiyful  iffue : 
Here  is  the  babe,  as  loathfome  as  a  toad 
Amongft  the  faireft  breeders  of  our  clin).e. 
The  emprefs  fends  it  thee,  thy  ftamp,  thy  feal. 
And  bids  thee  chriften  it  with  thy  dagger's  point. 

jiAR.  Out,  out,  you  whore  !  is  black  fo  bafc  a  hu^  ?— 
Sweet  blowfe,  you  are  a  beauteous  bloflbm,  fure. 

Deu.  Villain,  what  haft  thou  done? 

JIar.  Done  \  that  which  thou 
Canft  not  undo. 

Chi.  Thou  haft  undone  our  mother. 

jiAK.  Villain,  I  have  done  thy  mother. 

Dem.  And  therein,  hellifli  dog,  thou  haft  undone. 
Woe  to  her  chance,  and  damn'd  her  loatbed  choice ! 
Accurs'd  the  offspring  of  fo  foul  a  fiend  ! 

Chi.  It  ftiall  not  live. 

jiAR.  It  ftiall  not  die. 

NuR.  Aaron,  it  muft ;  tlie  mother  wills  it  fo. 

^AR,  What,  muft  it,  nurle  I  then  let  no  man,  but  I, 
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Do  exeacution  on  my  flefh  and  blood.  . 

Dem.  rU  broach  the  tadpole  on  my  rapier's  point : 
Nurfe,  give  it  me  ;  my  fword  fliaU  foon  defpatch  if. 

Aar.  Sooner  this  fword  (hall  plough  thy  bowels  up- 

[Takes  the  child  from  the  Nurse,  fmd  drctfvs^ 
Stay,  murderous  villains !  will  you  kill  your  brothej:  ? 
Now,  by  the  burning  tapers  of  the  fky. 
That  (hone  fo  brightly  when  this  boy  was  got. 
He  dies  upon  my  fcymitar's  (harp  point. 
That  touches  this  my  firft-bom  fon  and  heir ! 
I  tell  you,  younglings,  not  Enceladus, 
With  all  his  threatening  band  of  Typhon's  brood. 
Nor  great  Alcides,  nor  the  god  of  war. 
Shall  feissiB  this  prey  out  of  his  father's  han^s. 
What,  what ;  ye  fanguine,  (hallow-beajrted  boys  ! 
Ye  white-lim'd  \ralls  !  ye  alehoufe  painted  fign$ ! 
Coal-black  is  better  than  another  hue, 
In  that  it  fcorns  to  bear  another  hue : 
For  all  the  water  in  the  ocean 
Can  never  turn  a  fwan's  black  legs  to  white. 
Although  (he  lave  them  hourly  in  the  flood*-~ 
Tell  the  emperefs  from  me,  I  am  of  age 
To  keep  mine  own  ;  excufe  it  how  (he  c^n. 

Dem.  Wilt  thou  betray  thy  noble  miftrefs  thus  ? 

Aar.  My  miftrefs  is  my  niiftrefsj  this,  ipyfelf ; 
The  vigour,  and  thp  pidure  of  my  youth  : 
This,  before  all  the  world,  do  I  prefer ; 
This,  maugre  all  the  world,  will  I  keep  fafe. 
Or  fome  of  you  (hall  fmoke  for  it  in  Rome. 

Dem.  By  this  our  nriother  is  for  ever  (ham'd, 

Chi.  Rome  will  defpife  her  for  this  foul  efcape. 

NuR.  The  emperor,  in  his  rage,  will  doom  her  death. 

Chj.  I  l)lu(h  to  think  upon  this  ignomy. 
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Aak.  Why  there's  the  privilege  your  beauty  beaft : 
Fye,  treacherous  hue  !  that  will  betray  with  blufliing 
The  clofe  ena6b  and  counfels  of  the  heart ! 
Here's  a  young  lad  fram'd  of  another  leer : 
Look,  how  the  black  flave  fmiles  upon  the  father ; 
As  who  fhould  fay,  Old  lad,  I  am  thine  own. 
He  is  your  brother,  lords  ;  fenfibly  fed 
Of  that  felf-blood  that  firft  gave  life  to  you  ; 
'And,  from  that  womb,  where  you  imprifon'd  were^ 
He  is  enfranchifed  and  come  to  light : 
Nay,  he's  your  brother  by  the  furer  iide. 
Although  my  feal  be  ftamped  in  his  face- 

HvK.  Aaron,  what  (hall  I  fay  unto  the  emprefs  ? 

Dbm.  Advife  thee,  Aaron,  what  is  to  be  done, 
And  we  will  all  fubfcribe  to  thy  advice  ; 
Save  thou  the  child,  fo  we  may  all  be  fafe. 

Aak.  Then  fit  we  down,  and  let  us  all  confult. 
My  fon  and  I  will  have  the  wind  of  you  : 
Keep  there :  Now  talk  at  pleafure  of  your  fafety. 

\T^heyJit  on  the  ground. 

Dbm.  How  many  women  faw"  this  child  of  his  ? 

Aar.  Why,  fo,  brave  lords;  When  we  all  join  in 
league, 
I  am  a  lamb  :  but  if  you  brave  the  Moor, 
The  chafed  boar,  the  mountain  lionefs. 
The  ocean  fwells  not  fo  as  Aaron  ftorms. — 
But,  fay  again,  how  many  faw  the  child  ? 

NvR.  Ck)melia  the  midwife,  and  myfelf. 
And  no  one  elfe,  but  the  deliver'd  emprefs. 

Aar.  The  emperefs,  the  midwife,  and  yourfelf  : 
Two  may  keep  counfel,  when  the  third's  away : 
Go  to  the  emprefs;  tell  her,  this  I  faid  : —      \^Stabbing  ber* 
Weke,  weke ! — ^fo  cries  a  pig,  prepar'd  to  the  fpit. 

a 
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t)EM.  What  mean'ft  thou,  Aaron?  Wherefore  didft 

jIar.  O,  lord,  fir,  'tis  a  deed  of  policy  :      [thou  this  ? 
Shall  (he  live  to  betray  this  gUilt  of  ours  ? 
A  long-tongu'd  babbling  goflip  ?  no,  lords,  no. 
And  now  be  it  known  to  you  my  full  intent. 
NJot  far,  one  Muliteus  lives,  my  countryman. 
His  wife  but  yeftemight  was  brought  to  bed ; 
His  child  is  Hke  to  her,  fair  as  you  are  : 
3o  pack  with  him,  and  give  the  mother  gold, 
And  tell  them  both  the  circumftance  of  all ; 
And  how  by  this  their  child  fhall  be  advanced, 
And  be  received  for  the  emperor's  heir, 
And  fubftituted  in  the  place  of  mine, 
To  calm  this  tempeft  whirling  in  the  court  j 
And  let  the  emperor  dandle  him  for  his  own. 
Hark  ye,  lords  ;  ye  fee,  that  I  have  given  her  phyfick, 

[Pointing  to  the  Nurfc# 
And  you  mufl  needs  beftow  her  funeral  j 
The  fields  are  near,  and  you  are  gallant  grooms : 
Phis  done,  fee  that  you  take  no  longer  days. 
But  fend  the  midwife  prefently  to  me. 
The  midwife,  and  the  nurfe,  well  made  away. 
Then  let  the  ladies  tattle  what  they  pleafe. 

Cm.  Aaron,  I  fee,  thou  wilt  not  truft  the  air 
With  fecrets. 

Dem.  For  this  care  of  Tamora, 
tterfelf,  and  hers,  are  highly  bound  to  thee. 

[Exeunt  Dem.  and  Chi.  bearing  offtbe^xxx^e^ 

^AR.  Now  to  the  Goths,  as  fwift  as  fwallow  flies  j 
There  to  difpofe  this  treafure  in  mine  arms. 
And  fecretly  to  greet  the  emprefs'  friends — 
Come  on,  you  thick-lipp'd  flave,  V\\  bear  you  hence  j 
For  it  i^  you  that  puts  us  to  our  fhifts  : 

VOL-V.  Pp 
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rU  make  you  feed  on  berries,  and  on  roots. 

And  feed  on  curds  and  whey,  and  fuck  the  goat. 

And  cabin  in  a  cave ;  and  bring  you  up 

To  be  a  warrior,  and  command  a  camp.  [£« 

SCENE  in.    "Tie  fame.    J  publick  Place. 
Enter  Titus,  bearing  arrows,  with  fetters  at  the  ends 

them;   with  him  Makcus,  young  Lucius^  and  cth 

Gentlemen,  with  bows. 

Tit.  Come,Marcus,come ; — Kinfmen,thisistheway:- 
Sir  boy,  now  let  me  fee  your  archery ; 
Look  ye  draw  home  enough,  and  'tis  there  flraight : 
Terras  AJlraa  reliquit : 

Be  you  remembered,  Marcus,  fhe's  gone,  fhe's  fled. 
Sir,  take  you  to  your  tools.     You,  coufins,  fhall 
Go  found  the  ocean,  and  caft  your  nets ; 
Happily  you  may  find  her  in  the  fea ; 
Yet  there's  as  little  juftice  as  at  land  : — 
No  ;  Publius  and  Sempronius,  you  muft  do  it ; 
'Tis  you  muft  dig  with  mattock,  and  with  fpade. 
And  pierce  the  inmoft  center  of  the  earth  : 
Then,  when  you  come  to  Pluto's  region, 
I  pray  you,  deliver  him  this  petition  : 
Tell  him,  it  is  for  juftice,  and  for  aid  ; 
And  that  it  comes  from  old  Andronicus, 
Shaken  with  forrows  in  ungrateful  Rome. — 
Ah,  Rome ! — Well,  well ;  I  made  thee  miferable^ 
What  time  I  threw  the  people's  fuffrages 

On  him  that  thus  doth  tyrannize  o'er  me. 

Go,  get  you  gone ;  and  pray  be  careful  all. 
And  leave  you  not  a  man  of  war  unfearch'd ;. 
This  wicked  emperor  may  have  (hipp'd  her  hence, 
And,  kinfmen,  then  we  may  go  pipe  for  juftice. 
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MjIR.  O,  Publius,  is  not  this  a  heavy  cafe, 
)  fee  thy  noble  uncle  thus  diftradl  ? 
Pub.  Therefore,  my  lord,  it  highly  us  concerns, 
f  day  and  night  to  attend  him  carefully  ; 
ad  feed  his  humour  kindly  as  we  may, 
ill  time  beget  fome  careful  remedy. 
Mjr.  Kinfmen,  his  forrows  are  paft  remedy, 
in  with  the  Goths  ;  and  with  revengeful  war 
ake  wreak  on  Rome  for  this  ingratitude, 
nd  vengeance  on  the  traitor  Saturnine. 
Tit.  Publius,  how  now  ?  how  now,  my  mafters  ?  What, 
ave  you  met  with  her  ? 

Pub.  No,  my  good  lord ;  but  Pluto  fends  you  word 
you  will  have  revenge  from  hell,  you  fhall : 
[arry,  for  Juftice,  (he  is  fo  employed, 
e  thinks,  with  Jove  in  heaven,  or  fomewhcre  elfc, 
)  that  perforce  you  muft  needs  flay  a  time. 
7/r.  He  doth  me  wrong,  to  feed  me  with  delays. 
11  dive  into  the  burning  lake  below, 
.nd  pull  her  out  of  Acheron  by  the  heels.— 
[arcus,  we  are  but  flirubs,  no  cedars  we ; 
o  big-bon'd  men,  framed  of  the  Cyclops*  fize : 
ut  metal,  Marcus,  fteel  to  the  very  back ; 
et  wrung  with  wrongs,  more  thSn  our  backs  can  bear:-., 
ind,  fith  there  is  no  juftice  in  earth  nor  hell, 
Vt  will  folicit  heaven  ;  and  move  the  gods, 
o  fend  down  juftice  for  to  wreak  our  wrongs  : 
lome,  to  this  gear.     You  are  a  good  archer,  Marcus. 

[He  gives  tbem  the  arrows^ 
td  Jovem,  that's  for  you  : — Here,  adApoUinem: — 
td  Martem,  that's  for  myfelf ; — 
lere,  boy,  to  Pallas  : — Here,  to  Mercury : 
'o  Saturn,  Caius,  not  to  Saturnine,— 
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You  were  as  good  to  (hoot  againft  the  wind.*^-^ 
To  it,  boy.     Marcus,  loofe  when  I  bid  : 
O'  my  word,  I  have  written  to  effed ; 
There's  not  a  god  left  unfoHcited. 

Mar.  Kinfmen^  fhoot  all  your  (hafts  into  the  court: 
We  will  afHidl  the  emperop  in  his  pride.  [Lucius! 

Tit.  Now,  matters,  draw,  [fTbey  JhootJ]  O,  Veil  (aid, 
Good  boyy  in  Virgo's  lap ;  give  it  Pallas. 

Mar.  My  lord,  I  aim  a  mile  beyond  the  moon ; 
Your  letter  is  with  Jupiter  by  this. 

Tit.  Ha !  Publius,  Publius,  what  fiaft  thou  done ! 
See,  fee,  thou  haft  (hot  off*  one  of  Taurus'  horns. 

Mar.  This  Was  the  fport,  my  lord ;  when  Publius  (hot, 
The  bull  being  gall'd,  gave  Aries  fuch  a  knock 
That  down  fell  both  the  rams'  horns  in  the  court ; 
And  who  (hould  find  them  but  the  emprefs'  villain  ? 
She  laugh'd,  and  told  the  Moor,  he  (hould  not  choofe 
But  give  them  to  his  mafter  for  a  prefent* 

Tit.  Why,  there  it  goes :  God  give  your  lord(hip  joyi 
Enter  a  Clown^  with  a  bajket  and  two  pigeons. 
News,  news  from  heaven  !  Marcus,  the  poft  is  come. 
Sirrah,  what  tidings  ?  have  you  any  letters  ? 
Shall  I  have  juftice  ?  what  fays  Jupiter  ? 

Glq.  Ho  !  the  gibbdt-maker  ?  he  fays,  that  he  hath 
taken  them  down  again,  for  the  man  muft  not  be  hang'd 
till  the  next  week. 

Tit.  But  what  fays  Jupiter,  I  a(k  thee? 

Glo.  Alas,  firy  I  know  not  Jupiter ;  I  never  drank  witk 
Jbim  in  all  my  life. 

Tit.  Why,  villain,  art  not  thou  the  carrier  ? 

Clo.  Ay,  of  my  pigeons,  (ir  ;  nothing  elfe. 

Tit.  Why,  didft  thou  not  come  from  heaven  ? 

Clq^  From  heaven  ?  alas,  fir,  I  never  came  there :  Q^ 
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forbid,  I  fliould  be  fo  bold  to  prefs  to  heaven  in  my  young 
days.  Why,  I  am  going  with  my  pigeons  to  the  tribunal 
plebs,  to  take  up  a  matter  of  brawl  betwixt  my  uncle  and 
one  of  the  emperial's  men. 

MjiR.  Why,  fir,  that  is  as  fit  as  can  be,  to  ferve  for 
your  oration ;  and  let  him  deliver  the  pigeons  to  the 
smperor  from  you. 

7/r.  Tell  me,  can  you  deliver  an  oration  to  the  em- 
peror with  a  grace  ? 

Clo.  Nay,truly ,  fir,I  could  never  faygrace  in  all  my  life. 

Tit.  Sirrah,  come  hither  ;  make  no  more  ado. 
But  give  your  pigeons  to  the  emperor : 
By  me  thou  ftialt  have  juftice  at  his  hands. 
Hold,  hold ; — mean  while,  here's  money  for  thy  charges. 
Give  me  a  pen  and  ink — 
Sirrah,  can  you  with  a  grac^  deliver  a  fupplication  ? 

Clo.  Ay,  fir. 

Tit.  Then  here  is  a  fupplication  for  you.  And  when 
yon  come  to  him,  at  the  firfl:  approach,  you  muft  kneel ; 
then  kifs  his  foot ;  then  deliver  up  your  pigeons ;  and 
then  look  for  your  reward.  TU  be  at  hand,  firj  fee  you 
io  it  bravely. 

Clo.  I  warrant  you,  fir ;  let  me  alone. 

Tit  Sirrah,  hafl:  thou  a  knife  ?  Come,  let  me  fee  it. 
Here,  Marcus,  fold  it  in  the  oration; 
For  thou  hafl:  made  it  like  an  humble  fuppliant  :-^ 
And  when  thou  haft  given  it  to  the  emperor, 
Knock  at  my  door,  and  tell  me  what  he  fays. 

Clo.  God  be  with  you,  fir ;  I  will. 

Tit.  Come,  Marcus,  let's  go  :  Publius,  follow  me. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENIC  JK    the  fame.    Before  the  Palace  ^ 

Pa*, 
p  nj 
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Enter  Satvrninus,  I'amora^  Chiron^  Dbmetri 

Lords  and  Oibers :  Saturninus  with  the  arrows  im 

band^  that  Tit\xs  Jbot. 

Sat.  Why,  lords,  what  wrongs  are  thefe?  Was  ever  i 
An  emperor  of  Rome  thus  overborne, 
Troubled,  confronted  thus ;  and,  for  the  extent 
Of  egal  juftice,  us'd  in  fuch  contempt  ? 
My  lords,  you  know,  as  do  the  mightful  gods. 
However  thefe  difturbers  of  our  peace 
Buz  in  the  people's  ears,  there  nought  hath  pafs'd^ 
But  even  with  law,  againft  the  wilful  fons 
Of  old  Andronicus.     And  what  an  if 
His  forrows  have  fo  overwhelmed  his  wits, 
6hall  we  be  thus  afflicted  in  bis  wreaks. 
His  fits,  his  frenzy,  and  his  bittemefs  ? 
And  now  he  writes  to  heaven  for  his  redrefs : 
See,  here's  to  Jove,  and  this  to  Mercury ; 
-This  to  Apollo  ;  this  to  the  god  of  war  : 
Sweet  fcroUs  to  fly  about  the  ftreets  of  Rome  ! 
What's  this,  but  libelling  againfl  the  fenate, 
•And  blazoning  our  injuftice  every  where  ? 
A  goodly  humour,  is  it  not,  my  lords  ? 
As  who  would  fay,  in  Rome  no  juftice  were. 
But,  if  I  live,  his  feigned  ecftacies 
Shall  be  no  {belter  to  thefe  outrages : 
But  he  and  his  (hall  know,  that  juftice  lives 
In  Saturninus'  health  ;  whom,  if  flie  fleep. 
He'll  fo  awake,  as  fhe  in  fury  fliall 
Cut  off  the  proud'ft  confpirator  that  lives. 

Tam.  My  gracious  lord,  my  lovely  Saturnine, 
Lord  of  my  life,  commander  of  my  thoughts. 
Calm  thee,  and  bear  the  faults  of  Titus'  age. 
The  effeifts  of  forrow  for  his  valiant  fons^ 
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iVhofe  lofs  hath  pierced  him  deep-,  and  fcarr'd  his  heart ; 

^nd  rather  comfort  his  diftrefled  plight. 

Than  profecute  the  meaneft,  or  the  beft, 

For  thefe  contempts.     Why,  thus  it  (hall  become 

High-witted  Tamora  to  gloze  with  all :  \^Afide. 

But,  Titus,  I  have  touched  thee  to  the  quick, 

rhy  life-blood  out :  if  Aaron  now  be  wife, 

Then  is  all  fafe,  the  anchor's  in  the  port. — 

Enter  Clown. 
How  now,  good  fellow  ?  would'fl  thou  fpeak  with  us  ?  ' 

JClo.  Yes,  forfooth,  an  your  mifterfhip  be  emperial. 

T^AM.  Emprefs  I  am,  but  yonder  fits  the  emperon 

Clo.  Tis  he. — God,  and  faint  Stephen,  give  you  good 
ien :  I  have  brought  you  a  letter,  and  a  couple  of  pi- 
geons here.  ISaturninus  reads  the  letter. 

Sat.  Go,  take  him  away,  and  hang  him  prefently, 

Clo.  How  much  money  muft  I  have  ? 

T'am.  Come,  firrah,  you  muft  be  hanged. 

Clo.  Hang'd !  By  V  lady,  then  I  have  brought  up  a  neck 
to  a  fair  end.  [Exit ^guarded. 

Sat.  Defpiteful  and  intolerable  wrongs  ! 
Shall  I  endure  this  monftrous  villainy  ? 
I  know  from  whence  this  fame  device  proceeds  j 
May  this  be  borne  ? — as  if  his  traitorous  fons. 
That  died  by  law  for  murder  of  our  brother. 
Have  by  my  means  been  butchered  wrongfully. — 
Go,  drag  the  villain  hither  by  the  hair  j 
Nor  age,  nor  honour,  fhall  ftiape  privilege : — 
For  this  proud  mock,  I'll  be  thy  llaughter-man ; 
Sly  frantick  wretch,  that  holp'ft  to  make  me  great. 
In  hope  thyfelf  fhould  govern  Rome  and  me. 

Enter  JEmilius. 
What  news  with  thee,  iEmilius  ? 

P.... 
pmj 
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JEmil.  Arm,  arm,  my  lords ;  Rome  never  had  more 
caufe  ! 
The  Goths  have,  gathered  head ;  and  with  a  power 
Of  high-refolved  men,  bent  to  the  fpoil. 
They  hither  march  amain,  under  condud: 
Of  Lucius,  fon  to  old  Andronicus  ; 
Who  threats,  in  courfe  of  this  revenge,  to  do 
As  much  as  ever  Coriolanus  did. 

Sat.  Is  warlike  Lucius  general  of  the  Goths  ? 
Thefe  tidings  nip  me ;  and  I  hang  the  head 
As  flowers  with  froft,  or  grafs  beat  down  with  florms. 
Ay,  now  begin  our  forrows  to  approach  : 
'Tis  he,  the  common  people  love  fo  much  ; 
My felf  hath  often  over-heard  them  fay, 
(When  1  have  walked  like  a  private  man,) 
That  Lucius*  banifliment  was  wrongfully. 
And  they  have  wifh'd  that  Lucius  were  their  emperor. 

I'jtM.  Why  ihould  you  fear  ?  is  not  your  city  ftrong  ? 

Sat.  Ay,  but  the  citizens  favour  I^ucius  ; 
And  will  revolt  from  me,  to  fuccour  him. 

Tam.  King,  be  thy  thoughts  imperious,  like  thynamct 
Is  the  fun  dimmed,  that  gnats  do  fly  in  it  ? 
The  eagle  fuffers  little  birds  to  fing. 
And  is  not  careful  what  they  mean  thereby; 
Knowing,  that  with  the  fliadow  of  his  wings. 
He  can  at  plcafure  flint  their  melody  2 
Even  fo  may'ft  thou  the  giddy  men  of  Rome. 
Then  cheer  thy  fpirit :  for  know,  thou  emperor^ 
I  will  enchant  the  old  Andronicus, 
With  words  more  fweet,  and  yet  more  dangerous. 
Then  baits  to  ififh,  or  honey-ftalks  to  flieep; 
When  as  the  one  is  wounded  with  the  bait, 
The  other  rotted  with  delicious  feed. 
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Sat.  But  he  will  not  entreat  his  fon  for  us. 

Tam.  If  Tamora  entreat  him,  then  he  will : 
For  I  can  fmooth,  and  fill  his  aged  ear 
With  golden  promifes ;  that  were  his  heart 
Almoft  impregnable,  his  old  ears  deaf, 
Yet  fhould  both  ear  and  heart  obey  my  tongue— 
Go  thou  before,  be  our  embaflador :  [2c?  JSmiliuS^ 

Say,  that  the  emperor  requefts  a  parley 
Of  warUke  Lucius,  and  appoint  the  meeting. 

Sat.  iEmilius,  do  this  meflage  honourably : 
And  if  he  (land  on  hoflage  for  his  fafety. 
Bid  him  demand  what  pledge  will  pleafe  him  beft. 

^MiL.  Your  bidding  fhall  I  do  eflfedually, 

{Exit  ^MILIUS^ 

Tam.  Now  will  I  to  that  old  Andronicus ; 
And  temper  him,  with  all  the  art  I  have. 
To  pluck  proud  Lucius  from  the  warlike  Goths. 
And  now,  fweet  emperor,  be  blithe  again. 
And  bury  all  thy  fear  in  my  devices. 

Sat.  Then  go  fuccefsfully,  and  plead  to  him,     lExettftk 

SCENE  I.    Plains  near  Rome. 
Enter  Lucius^  and  Goths,  with  drum  and  colours^ 

Luc.  Approved  warriors,  and  my  faithful  friends, , 
I  have  received  letters  from  great  Rome, 
Which  fignify,  what  hate  they  bear  their  emperor. 
And  how  defirous  of  our  fight  they  are. 
Therefore,  great  lords,  be,  as  your  titles  witncfs, 
Imperious,  and  impatient  of  your  wrongs ; 
And,  wherein  Rome  hath  done  you  any  fcath^ 
I^t  him  make  treble  fatisfadioQ.  . 
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1  Goth.  Brave  flip,  fprung  from  the  great  Andronicus, 
Whofe  name  was  once  our  terror,  now  our  comfort ; 
Whofe  high  exploits,  and  honourable  deeds, 
Ingrateful  Rome  requites  with  foul  contempt. 

Be  bold  in  us :  We'll  follow  where  thou  lead'ft,— 
Like  flinging  bees  in  hotteft  furamer's  day, 
JLed  by  their  mafter  to  the  flower'd  fields, — 
And  be  aveng'd  on  curfed  Tamora. 

Goths.  And,  as  he  faith,  fo  fay  we  all  with  him. 

Luc.  I  humbly  thank  him,  and  I  thank  you  all. 
But  who  comes  here,  led  by  a  lufly  Goth  ? 
Enter  a  Goth,  leading  Aaron,  with  bis  child  in  bis  arm. 

2  Goth.  Renowned  Lucius,  from  our  troops  I  fbay'd, 
To  gaze  upon  a  ruinous  monaflery ; 

And  as  I  eamcflly  did  fix  mine  eye 
Upon  the  wafled  building,  fuddenly 
I  heard  a  child  cry  xmdemeath  a  wall : 
I  made  unto  the  noife ;  when  foon  I  heard 
The  crying  babe  controlled  with  this  difcourfe  : 
Peace,  tawny Jlave;  balfme,  and balftby  dam! 
JDid  not  tby  bue  btivray  wbafe  brat  tbou  art^ 
Had  nature  lent  tbee  but  tby  motber's  look. 
Villain,  tbou  migbfft  bofve  been  an  emperor : 
Bui  wbere  tbe  bull  and  cow  are  botb  milk-wbitc^ 
Tbey  nrcer  do  beget  a  coal-black  calf. 
Peace,  villain,  peace  / — even  thus  he  rates  the  babCi— - 
For  I  mujl  bear  tbee  to  a  trufty  Gotb  ; 
Wbo^  wben  be  knoivs  tbou  art  tbe  emprefs^  babe^ 
Will  bold  tbee  dearly  for  tby  motber^ s  fake. 
With  this,  my  weapon  drawn,  I  rufh'd  upon  him, 
Surpriz'd  him  fuddenly  ;  and  brought  him  hither. 
To  ufe  ^  you  think  needful  of  the  man. 
Luc.  O  worthy  Goth  !  this  is  the  incarnate  devil. 
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That  robb'd  Andronicus  of  his  good  hand  : 
This  is  the  pearl  that  pleas'd  your  emprefs'  eye ; 

And  here's  the  bafe  fruit  of  his  burning  luft 

Say,  waU-ey'd  flave,  whither  would'ft  thou  convey 

This  growing  image  of  thy  fiend-like  face  ? 

Why  doft  not  fpeak  ?  What!  deaf?  No ;  not  a  word  ? 

A  halter,,  foldiers  ;  hang  him  on  this  tree, 

And  by  his  fide  his  fruit  of  baftardy. 

jiAfi.  Touch  not  the  boy,  he  is  of  royal  blood. 

Luc  Too  like  the  fire  for  ever  being  good. — 
Firft,  hang  the  child,  that  he  may  fee  it  fprawl ; 
A  fight  to  vex  the  father's  foul  withaL 
Get  me  a  ladder. 

[A  ladder  brought^  which  Aaron  is  obliged  to  afcend^ 

Aar.  Lucius,  fave  the  child ; 
And  bear  it  from  me  to  the  emperefs. 
If  thou  do  this,  I'll  fliow  thee  wond'rous  things, 
Th^t  highly  may  advantage  thee  to  hear : 
If  thou  wilt  not,  befall  what  may  befall, 
I'll  fpeak  no  more  ;  But  vengeance  rot  you  all ! 

Luc.  Say  on ;  and,  if  it  pleafe  me  which  thou  fpeak'ft, 
Thy  child  (hall  live,  and  I  will  iSse  it  nourifh'd. 
•     Aar.  An  if  it  pleafe  thee  ?  why,  aflure  thee,  Lucius, 
^Twill  vex  thy  foul  to  hear  what  I  fliall  fpeak ;. 
For  I  muft  talk  of  murders,  rapes,  and  maflacrcs, 
Adts  of  black  night,  abominable  deeds,  ' 

Complots  of  mifchief,  treafon ;  villainies 
Ruthful  to  hear,  yet  piteoufly  performed : 
And  this  fliall  all  be  buried  by  my  death, 
Unlefs  thou  fwear  to  me,  my  child  fliall  live. 

Luc.  Tell  on  thy  mind ;  I  fay,  thy  child  fliall  live. 

Aar.  Swear,  that  he  fliall,  and  then  I  will  begin. 

Luc.  Who  flioul4  I  fwear  by  ?  thou  believ'fl;  ao  go4 ; 
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That  granted,  how  can'ft  thon  believe  an  oath  ? 

Aar.  What  if  I  do  not  ?  as,  indeed,  I  do  not  : 
Yet, — for  I  know  thou  art  reUgious, 
And  haft  a  thing  within  thee,  called  confcience  ; 
With  twenty  popifh  tricks  and  ceremonies. 
Which  I  have  feen  thee  careful  to  obferve,— 
Therefore  I  urge  thy  oath  ; — For  that,  I  know. 
An  idiot  holds  his  bauble  for  a  god. 
And  keeps  the  oath,  which  by  that  god  he  fweaA; 
To  that  rU  urge  him : — Therefore,  thou  (halt  vow 
By  that  fame  god,  what  god  foe'er  it  be. 
That  thou  ador'ft  and  haft  in  reverence, —  - 
To  fave  my  boy,  to  nourifh,  and  bring  him  up; 
Or  elfe  I  will  difcover  nought  to  thee. 

Luc.  Even  by  my  god,  I  fwear  to  thee,  I  will. 

jIar.  Firft,  know  thou,  I  begot  him  on  the  emprefs, 

Luc.  O  moft  infatiate,  luxurious  woman ! 

JIar.  Tut,  Lucius  !  this  was  but  a  deed  of  charitjc. 
To  that  which  thou  Ihalt  hear  of  me  anon. 
'Twas  her  two  fons  that  murder'd  BafOanus  : 
They  cut  thy  fifter*s  tongue,  and  ravifliM  her. 
And  cut  her  hands  ;  and  trimmed  her  as  thou  (aw^ft. 

Luc.  O,  deteftable  villain!  calPft  thou  that  trimming 

Aar.  Why,  fhe  was  wafli'd,  and  cut,  and  trimm'd 
and  'twas 
Trim  fport  for  them  that  had  the  doing  of  it. 

Luc.  O,  barbarous,  beaftly  villams,  like  thyfelf ! 

Aar.  Indeed,  I  was  their  tutor  to  inftrudl  themi 
That  codding  fpirit  had  they  from  their  mother^ 
As  fure  a  card  as  ever  won  the  fet ; 
That  bloody  mind,  I  think,  they  leam'd  of  mc^ 
As  true  a  dog  as  ever  fought  at  head. — 
Well,  let  my  deeds  be  witnefs  of  my  worths 
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1  trained  thy  brethren  to  that  guileful  hole^ 
Where  the  dead  corpfe  of  Baflianus  lay : 
I  wrote  the, letter  that  thy  father  found. 
And  hid  the  gold  within  the  letter  mentioned, 
Confederate,  with  the  queen,  and  her  two  fons  j 
And  what  not  done,  that  thou  haft  caufe  to  rue^ 
Wherein  I  had  jio  ftroke  of  mifehief  in  it  ? 
1  play'd  the  cheater  for  thy  father's  hand ; 
And,  wfcen  I  had  it,  drew  myfelf  apart. 
And  almoft  broke  my  heart  with  extreme  laughter; 
I  pry'd  me  through  the  crevice  of  a  wall. 
When,  for  his  hand,  he  had  his  two  fons'  heads  j 
Beheld  his  tears,  and  laugh'd  fo  heartily, 
That  both  mine  eyes  were  rainy  like  to  his ; 
And  when  I  told  the  emprefs  of  this  fport, 
She  fwounded  almoft  at  my  pleafing  tale. 
And,  for  my  tidings,*  gave  me  twenty  kifles* 

Goth.  What  !  canft  thou  fay  all  this,  and  never  blufh? 

jijiR.  Ay,  like  a  black  dog,  a^  the  faying  is- 

Luc.  Art  thou  not  forry  for  thefe  heinous  deeds  ? 

jIjIR.  Ay,  that  I  had  not  done  a  thoufand  more* 
Even  now  I  curfe  the  day,  (and  yet,  I  think. 
Few  come  within  the  compafs  of  my  curfe,) 
Wherein  I  did  not  fome  notorious  ill : 
As  kill  a  man,  or  elfe  devife  his  death ; 
Ravifh  a  maid,  or  plot  the  way  to  do  it ; 
Acciife  fome  innocent,  and  forfwear  myfelf: 
Set  deadly  enmity  between  two  friends  j 
Make  poor  men*s  cattle  break  their  necks ; 
Set  fire  on  barns  and  hay-ftacks  in  the  night, 
And  bid  the  owners  quench  them  with  their  tears. 
Oft  have  I  digg'd  up  dead  men  from  their  graves. 
And  let  them  upright  at  their  dear  friends'  doors^ 
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Even  when  their  forrows  almoft  were  forgot ; 
And  on  their  fkins,  as  on  the  bark  of  trees. 
Have  with  my  knife  carved  in  Roman  letters. 
Let  not  yourforrow  die^  though  I  am  dead. 
Tut,  I  have  done  a  thoufand  dreadful  things. 
As  willingly  as  one  would  kill  a  fly  ; 
And  nothing  grieves  me  heartily  indeed. 
But  that  I  cannot  do  ten  thoufand  more. 

Luc.  Bring  down  the  devil ;  for  he  mufl  not  die 
So  fweet  a  death,  as  hanging  prefently. 

Aar.  If  there  be  devils,  would  I  were  a  devil^ 
To  live  and  bum  in  everlafting  fire  ; 
So  I  might  have  your  company  in  hell. 
But  to  torment  you  with  my  bitter  tongue  ! 

Luc.  Sirs,  flop  his  mouth,  and  let  him  fpeak  no  mo 
Enter  a  Goth. 

Goth.  My  lord,  there  is  a  meflenger  from  Rome, 
Defires  to  be  admitted  to  your  prefence. 

Luc.  Let  him  come  near. — 

Enter  ^milius. 
Welcome,  iEmiUus,  what's  the  news  from  Rome  ? 

jEmil.  Lord  Lucius,  and  you  princes  of  the  Goths 
The  Roman  emperor  greets  you  all  by  me : 
And,  for  he  underftands  you  are  in  arms. 
He  craves  a  parley  at  your  fether's  houfe. 
Willing  you  to  demand  your  hoftages. 
And  they  Ihall  be  immediately  delivered. 

I  Goth.  What  fays  our  general  ? 

Luc.  iEmilius,  let  the  emperor  give  his  pledges 
Unio  my  father  and  my  uncle  Marcus, 
And  we  will  come. — March  away.  [Exa 

SCENE  IL    Rome.    Before  Titus's  Hcmfe. 
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Enter  "Tamora,  Chiron,  and  Demetrii/s,  Sfguis'd. 
1'am.  Thus,  in  this  ftrange  and  fad  habiliment, 
I  will  encounter  with  Andronicus ; 
And  fay,  I  am  Revenge,  fent  from  below, 
To  join  with  him,  and  right  his  heinous  wrongs. 
Knock  at  his  ftudy,  where,  they  fay,  he  keeps. 
To  ruminate  ftrange  plots  of  dire  revenge ; 
Tell  him.  Revenge  is  come  to  join  with  him. 
And  work  confufion  on  his  enemies.  V^bey  inoch 

Enter  I'lTus,  above. 

Tit.  Who  doth  moleft  my  contemplation  ? 
I»  it  your  trick,  to  make  me  ope  the  door  ; 
That  fo  my  fad  decrees  may  fly  away, 
And  all  my  ftudy  be  to  no  efFeft  ? 
You  are  deceivM :  for  what  I  mean  to  do, 
See  here,  in  bloody  lines  I  have  fet  down ; 
And  what  is  written  fhall  be  executed. 

Tam.  Titus,  I  am  come  to  talk  with  thee. 

Tit.  No  ;  not  a  word :  How  can  I  grace  my  talk. 
Wanting  a  hand  to  give  it  adlion  ? 
Thou  haft  the  odds  of  me,  therefore  no  more. 

Tam.  If  thou  did'ft  know  me,thouwouId'ft  talk  with  me. 

Tit.  I  am  not  mad ;  I  know  thee  well  enough  : 
Witnefs  this  wretched  ftump,  thefe  crimfon  lines ; 
Witnefs  thefe  trenches,  made  by  grief  and  care  ; 
Witnefs  the  tiring  day,  and  heavy  night ; 
Witnefs  all  forrow,  that  I  know  thee  well 
For  our  proud  emprefs,  mighty  Tamora : 
Is  not  thy  coming  for  my  other  hand  ? 

Tam.  Know  thou,  fad  man,  I  am  not  Tamora ; 
She  is  thy  enemy,  and  I  thy  friend : 
I  am  Revenge ;  fent  from  the  infernal  kingdom. 
To  eafe  the  gnawing  vulture  of  thy  mind, 

s        1 
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By  'forking  wreakful  vengeance  on  thy  foes. 
Come  down,  and  welcome  me  to  this  world's  light  j 
Confer  with  me  of  murder  and  of  death  : 
There's  not  a  hoUdw  cave,  or  lurking-place^ 
No  vaft  obfcurity,  or  mifty  vale^ 
Where  bloody  murder^  or  detefted  rape^ 
Can  couch  for  fear,  but  I  will  find  thenji  dut  j 
And  in  their  ears  tell  them  my  dreadful  name. 
Revenge,  which  makes  the  foul  offenders  quake; 

Tit.  Art  thou  Revenge  ?  and  art  thou  fent  to  md^ 
To  be  a  torment  to  mine  enemies  ?      f 

T:4M.  I  am ;  therefore  come  down^  and  welcome  me* 

Tit.  Do  me  fome  ferviee,  ere  I  come  to  thee. 
Lo,  by  thy  fide  where  Rape,  and  Murder,  Hands ; 
Now  give  fome  'furance  that  thou  art  Revenge, 
Stab  them,  or  tear  them  on  thy  chariot  wheels ; 
And  then  Til  come,  and  be  thy  waggoner. 
And  whirl  along  with  thee  about  the  globes. 
Provide  thee  proper  palfries^  black  as  jet^ 
To  hale  thy  vengeful  waggon  fwift  away, 
And  find  out  murderers  in  their  guilty  caves : 
And,  when  thy  car  is  loaden  with  their  heads^  . 
I  will  difmount,  and  by  the  waggon  wheel 
Trot,  like  a  fervile  footman,  all  day  long  j 
Even  from  Hyperion's  rifing  in  the  eaft^ 
Until  his  very  downfal  in  the  fea. 
And  day  by  day  Fll  do  this  heavy  taflc^ 
So  thou  deftroy  Rapine  and  Murder  there^ 

Tam.  Thefe  are  my  miniflers,  and  come  with  mc; 

Tit.  Are  they  thy  miniflers  ?  what  are  they  call'd? 

Tam.  Rapine,  and  Murder  j  therefore  called  fo, 
'Caufe  they  take  vengeance  of  fuch  kind  of  men. 

Tit*  Good  lord,  how  like  the  emprefs'fons  they  are! 
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And  you,  the  emprefs !  But  we  worldly  men 
Have  miferable,  mad,  miftaking  eyes. 

0  fweet  Revenge,  now  do  I  come  to  thee : 

And,  if  one  arm's  embracement  will  content  thee, 

1  will  embrace  thee  in  it  by  and  by. 

[Exit  "Titus,  from  above. 

TjIM.  This  clofing  with  him  fits  his  lunacy : 
Whate'er  I  forge,  to  feed  his  brain-fick  fits. 
Do  you  uphold  and  maintain  in  your  fpeeches. 
For  now  he  firmly  takes  me  for  Revenge; 
And  being  credulous  in  this  mad  thought, 
ril  make  him  fend  for  Lucius,  his  fon ; 
And,  whilft  I  at  a  banquet  hold  him  fure, 
rU  find  fome  cunning  pradlice  out  of  hand. 
To  fcatter  and  difperfe  the  giddy  Goths, 
Or,  at  the  leaft,  make  them  his  enemies. 
See,  here  he  comes,  and  I  muft  ply  my  theme. 

Enter  "tiTus. 

T'lT.  Long  have  I  been  forlorn,  and  all  for  thee : 
Welcome,  dread  fury,  to  my  woful  houfe ; — 

Rapine,  and  Murder,  you  are  welcome  too : 

How  like  the  emprefs  and  her  fons  you  are ! 
Well  are  you  fitted,  had  you  but  a  Moor ; — 
Could  not  all  hell  afford  you  fuch  a  devil  ? — 
For,  well  I  wot,  the  emprefs  never  wags. 
But  in  her  company  there  is  a  Moor ; 
And,  would  you  reprefent  our  queen  aright. 
It  were  convenient  you  had  fuch  a  devil  : 
But  welcome,  as  you  are.    What  fhall  we  do  ? 

I'jM.  What  would'ft  thou  have  us  do,  Andronicus  ? 

Dem.  Show  me  a  murderer,  Vl\  deal  with  him. 

Cht.  Show  me  a  villain,  that  hath  done  a  rape, 
And  I  am  fent  to  be  revenged  on  him. 

Vol.  V.  Qji 
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7'jIM.  Show  me  a  thoufand,  that  have  done  thee  wrong 
And  I  will  be  revenged  on  them  all. 

Tit.  Look  round  about  the  wicked  ftreets  of  Rome  j 
And  when  thou  find'ft  a  man  that's  like  thyfelf, 
Good  Murder,  flab  him  ;  he's  a  murderer. — 
Go  thou  with  him  ;  and,  when  it  is  thy  hap. 
To  find  another  that  is  lik^  to  thee, 
Good  Rapine,  flab  him  ;  he  is  a  ravifher.— 
Go  thou  with  them  j  and  in  the  emperor's  court 
There  is  a  queen,  attended  by  a  Moor ; 
Well  may'fl  thou  know  her  by  thy  own  proportion, 
For  up  and  down  fhe  doth  refemble  thee ; 
I  pray  thee,  do  on  them  fome  violent  death, 
They  have  been  violent  to  me  and  mine. 

TjIm.  Well  hafl  thou  lefTon'd  us;  this  fhall  we  do, 
But  would  it  pleafe  thee,  good  Andronicus, 
To  fend  for  Lucius,  thy  thrice  valiant  fon, 
Who  leads  towards  Rome  a  band  of  warlike  Goths, 
And  bid  him  come  and  banquet  at  thy  houfe  : 
When  he  is  here,  even  at  thy  folemn  feafl, 
I  will  bring  in  the  emprefs  and  her  fons. 
The  emperor  himfelf,  and  all  thy  foes ; 
And  at  thy  mercy  fhall  they  floop  and  kneel. 
And  on  them  fhalt  thou  eafe  thy  angry  heart. 
What  fays  Andronicus  to  this  device  ? 

Tit.  Marcus,  rny  brother ! — 'tis  fad  Titus  calls. 
Enter  Marcus. 
Go,  gentle  Marcus,  to  thy  nephew  Lucius  ; 
Thou  fhalt  inquire  him  out  among  the  Goths : 
Bid  him  repair  to  me,  and  bring  with  him 
Some  of  the  chiefefl  princes  of  the  Goths ; 
Bid  him  encamp  his  foldiers  where  they  are : 
Tell  him,  the  emperor  and  the  emprefs  too 


TITUS  JNDRONICUS.  6l  I 

"eafts  at  my  houfe  j  and  he  fhall  feaft  with  them. 
This  do  thou  for  my  love ;  and  fo  let  him, 
Ais  he  regards  his  aged  father's  life. 

MjIR.  This  will  I  do,  and  foon  return  again.  [Exit. 

T'jtM.  Now  will  I  hence  about  thy  bufinefs, 
\nd  take  my  minifters  along  with  me. 

Tit.  Nay,  nay,  let  Rape  and  Murder  ftay  with  me ; 
3r  elfe  I'll  call  my  brother  back  again. 
And  cleave  to  no  revenge  but  Lucius. 

Tam.  What  fay  you,  boys  ?  will  you  abide  with  him, 
WTiiles  I  go  tell  my  lord  the  emperor. 
How  I  have  governed  our  determined  jeft  ? 
iTield  to  his  humour,  fmooth  and  fpeak  him  fair,     [Aftde. 
Ajid  tarry  with  him,  till  I  come  again. 

Tit.  I  know  them  all,  though  they  fuppofe  me  mad  ; 
And  will  o'er-reach  them  in  their  own  devices, 
Al  pair  of  curfed  hell-hounds,  and  their  dam.         {^Aftdc. 

Beh.  Madam,  depart  at  pleafure,  leave  us  here. 

Tam.  Farewell,  Andronicus :  Revenge  now  goes 
To  lay  a  complot  to  betray  thy  foes.         \E^it  Tamora. 

T^iT.  I  know,  thou  doft ;  and,  fweet  Revenge,  farewell. 

Chi.  Tell  us,  old  man,  how  fhall  we  be  employed  ? 

7/r.  Tut,  I  have  work  enough  for  you  to  do. — 
Publius,  come  hither,  Caius,  and  Valentine  ! 
Enter  Publius^  and  Others. 

Pub.  What's  your  will  ? 

Tit.  Know  you  thefe  two  ? 

Pub.  Th'  emprefs'  fons, 
[  take  them,  Chiron,  and  Demetrius. 

Tit.  Fye,  Publius,  fye !  thou  art  too  much  deceiv'd  j 
The  one  is  Murder,  Rape  is  the  other's  name ; 
And  therefore  bind  them,  gentle  Pubhus ; 
Claius,  and  Valentine,  lay  hands  on  them  : 
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Oft  have  yoti  heard  me  wifh  for  fuch  an  haur. 
And  now  I  find  it :  .therefore  bind  them  fure ; 
And  flop  their  mouths,  if  they  begin  to  cry, 

[Exit  ^iTvs^—^PuBLWs,  lie.  lay  bold  on  Chiron  m 
Demetrius. 

Chi.  Villains,  forbear ;  we  are  the  emprefs*  fens. 

Pub.  And  therefore  do  we  what  we  are  commanded— 
Stop  clofe  their  mouths,  let  them  not  fpeak  a  word; 
Is  he  fure  bound  ?  look,  that  you  bind  them  faft. 

Re-enter  7'itus  Andronicus,  witb  Lavinia;  Jbc 
bearing  a  bafon  ;  and  be  a  knife. 

Tit.  Come,  come, Lavinia;  look,thy  foes  are  bound;- 
Sirs,  flop  their  mouths,  let  them  not  fpeak  to  me ; 
But  let  them  hear  what  fearful  words  I  utter...-. 
O  villains,  Chiron  and  Demetrius  ! 
Here  (lands  the  fpring  whom  you  have  ftaki'd  with  mud 
This  goodly  fummer  with  your  winter  mix*d. 
You  kiird  her  hulband ;  and,  for  that  vile  fault, 
Two  of  her  brothers  were  condemned  to  death  : 
My  hand  cut  off,  and  made  a  merry  jeft  : 
Both  her  fweet  hands,  her  tongue,  and  that,  more  dear 
Than  hands  or  tongue,  her  fpotlefs  chaftity. 
Inhuman  traitors,  you  conflrain'd  and  forced. 
What  would  you  fay,  if  I  fhould  let  you  fpeak  ? 
Villains,  for  fhame  you  could  not  beg  for  grace. 
Hark,  wretches,  how  I  mean  to  martyr  you. 
This  one  hand  yet  is  left  to  cut  your  throats  ; 
Whilft  that  Lavinia  'tween  her  flumps  doth  hold 
The  bafon,  that  receives  your  guilty  blood. 
You  know,  your  mother  means  to  feaft  with  ilie. 
And  calls  herfelf,  Revenge,  and  thinks  me  mad»— 
Hark,  villains ;  I  will  grind  your  bones  to  dufl^ 
And  with  your  blood  and  it.  111  make  a  pafle  ; 
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And  of  the  pafte  a  coffin  I  will  rear, 

And  make  two  pafties  of  your  flianieful  heads ;  v 

And  bid  that  ftrumpet,  your  unhallow'd  dam,  ^ 

Like  to  the  earth,  fwallow  her  own  increafe. 

This  is  the  feaft  that  I  have  bid  her  to, 

And  this  the  banquet  fhe  fhall  furfeit  on ; 

For  worfe  than  Philomel  you  us'd  my  daughter, 

And  worfe  than  Progne  I  will  be  reveng'd  : 

And  now  prepare  your  throats. — Lavinia,  come, 

[He  cuts  their  throats. 
Receive  the  blood :  and,  when  that  they  are  dead, 
Let  me  go  grind  their  bones  to  powder  fmall. 
And  with  this  hateful  liquor  temper  it ; 
And  in  that  pafle  let  their  vile  heads  be  bak'd. 
Come,  come,  be  every  one  officious 
To  make  this  banquet  ;  which  I  wifh  may  prove 
More  flem  and  bloody  than  the  Centaurs'  feaft. 
So,  now  bring  them  in,  for  I  will  play  the  cook, 
And  fee  them  ready  'gainft  their  mother  comes. 

[Exeunt  hearing  the  dead  bodies. 

SCENE  III.    The  fame.    A  Pavilion,  with  tables,  ^c. 

Enter  Lucius,  Marcus,  and  Goths,  with  Aaron, 

prifoner. 

Luc.  Uncle  Marcus,  fmce  'tis  my  father's  mind, 
That  I  repair  to  Rome,  I  am  content. 

I  Goth.  And  ours  with  thine,  befall  what  fortune  will. 

Luc.  Good  uncle,  take  you  in  this  barbarous  Moor, 
This  ravenous  tiger,  this  accurfed  devil ; 
Let  him  receive  no  fuftenance,  fetter  him, 
Till  he  be  brought  unto  the  emprefs'  face. 
For  teftimony  of  her  foul  proceedings; 
And  fee  the  ambufh  of  our  friends  be  ftrong  : 
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I  fear,  the  emperor  means  no  good  to  us. 

j4ar.  Some  devil  whifper  curfes  in  mine  ear. 
And  prompt  me,  that  my  tongue  may  utter  forth 
The  venomous  malice  of  my  fwelling  heart ! 

Luc.  Away,  inhuman  dog !  ynhallow'd  flave  ! — 
Sirs,  help  our  uncle  to  convey  him  in. — 

[Exeunt  Goths^  with  Aaron.    Flourijb. 
The  trumpets  fliow,  the  emperor  is  at  hand. 

Enter  Saxurnjnus,  and  T'amora,  with  Tribunes, 
Senators,  and  Others. 

Sat.  What,  hath  the  firmament  more  funs  than  one? 

Luc.  WTiat  boots  it  thee,  to  call  thyfelf  a  fun  ? 

Mar.  Rome's  emperor,  and  nephew,  bre^k  the  parle; 
Thefe  quarrels  muft  be  quietly  debated. 
The  feafl  is  ready,  which  the  careful  Titus 
Hath  ordain'd  to  an  honourable  end. 
For  peace,  for  love,  for  league,  and  good  to  Rome  : 
Pleafe  you,  therefore,  draw  nigh,  and  take  your  places. 

Sat.  Marcus,  we  will. 

[Hautboys  found.  T'he  company  Jit  down  at  tabic. 
Enter  T'lTus,  drejs*d  like  a  cook,  Lafinia,  veiled, young 
Lucius,  and  Others.   Titus  places  the  dijhes  on  the  table. 

Tit.  Welcome,  my  gracious  lord ;  welcome,  dread 
Welcome,  ye  warlike  Goths;  welcome,  Lucius;    [queen; 
And  welcome,  all :  although  the  cheer  be  poor, 
*Twill  fill  your  flomachs  j  pleafe  you  eat  of  it. 

Sat.  Why  art  thou  thus  attir'd,  Andronicus  ? 

Tit.  Becaufe  I  would  be  fure  to  have  all  well. 
To  entertain  your  highnefs,  and  your  emprefs. 

Tam.  We  are  beholden  to  you,  good  Andronicus. 

Tit.  An  if  your  highnefs  knew  my  heart,  you  were. 
My  lord  the  emperor,  refdlve  me  this ; 
Was  it  well  done  of  rafh  Virginius, 
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To  fldy  his  daughter  with  his  own  right  hand, 
Becaufe  fhe  was  «nforc'd,  ftain'd,  and  deflour'd  ? 

Sat.  It  was, 
Andronicus. 

T/r.  Your  reafon,  mighty  lord  ! 

Sat.  Becaufe  the  girl  fhould  not  furvive  her  {hamfe. 
And  by  her  prefence  ftill  renew  his  forrows. 

7'iT.  A  reafon  mighty,  ftrong,  and  efFedual ; 
A  pattern,  precedent,  and  lively  warrant, 
For  me,  moft  wretched,  to  perform  the  like : — 
Die,  die,  Lavinia,  and  thy  fhame  with  thee  ; 

[He  kills  Lafinia. 
And,  with  thy  fhame,  thy  father's  forrow  die  ! 

Sat.  What  haft  thou  done,  unnatural,  and  unkind  ? 

Tit.  Kiird  her,  for  whom  my  tears  have  made  me 
I  am  as  woful  as  Virginius  was  :  [blind. 

And  have  a  thoufand  times  more  caufe  than  he 
To  do  this  outrage  ; — and  it  is  now  done. 

Sat.  What,  was  fhe  ravifli'd  ^  tell,  who  did  the  deed. 

Tit.  Will't  pleafe  you  eat?  wilPt  pleafe  your  highnefs 
feed  ? 

Tam.  Why  haft  thou  flain  thine  only  daughter  thus  ? 

Tit.  Not  I ;  'twas  Chiron,  and  Demetrius  ; 
They  ravifh'd  her,  and  cut  away  her  tongue. 
And  they,  'twas  they,  that  did  her  all  this  wrong. 

Sat.  Go,  fetch  them  hither  to  us  prefently. 

Tit.  Why,  there  they  are  both,  baked  in  that  pie  j 
Whereof  their  mother  daintily  hath  fed. 
Eating  the  flefh  that  fhe  herfelf  hath  bred. 
*Tis  true,  'tis  true ;  witnefs  my  knife's  fharp  point. 

[Killing  Tamora. 

Sat.  Die,  frantick  wretch,  for  this  accurfed  deed. 

[Killing  Titus. 
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Luc.  Can  the  fon's  eye  behold  his  father  bleed  ? 
There's  meed  for  meed,  death  for  a  doadly  deed. 

[Kills  Saturninus.  A  great  tumult.  Tie  ptofde  in 
confufton  difperfe.  Marcus y  Lucius ^  and  tbdr  par- 
tifans  qfcend  thejieps  before  Titus's  boufe. 

Mar.  You  fad-fac'd  men,  people  and  fons  of  Rome, 
By  uproar  fever 'd,  like  a  flight  of  fowl 
Scatter'd  by  winds  and  high  tempeftuous  gufls, 
O,  let  me  teach  you  how  to  knit  again 
This  fcatter'd  corn  into  one  mutual  flieaf, 
Thefe  broken  limbs  again  into  one  body^ 

Sbn.  Left  Rome  herfelf  be  bane  unto  herfelf ; 
And  ftie,  whom  mighty  kingdoms  court'fy  to. 
Like  a  forlorn  and  defperate  caft-away, 
Do  (hameful  execution  on  herfelf. 
But  if  my  frofty  figns  and  chaps  of  age, 
Grave  witnefTes  of  true  experience, 
Cannot  induce  you  to  attend  my  words,-—  [ceftor, 

Speak,  Rome's  dear  friend;  [To  Lucius.']  as  erft  our  an- 
When  with  his  folemn  tongue  he  did  difcourfe. 
To  love-fick  Dido's  fad  attending  ear, 
The  ftory  of  that  baleful  burning  night, 
When  fubtle  Greeks  furpriz'd  king  Priam's  Troy; 
Tell  us,  what  Sinon  hath  bewitch'd  our  ears, 
Or  who  hath  brought  the  fatal  engine  in, 
That  gives  our  Troy,  our  Rome,  the  civil  wound.— 
My  heart  is  not  compad  of  flint,  nor  fteel  j 
Nor  can  I  utter  all  our  bitter  grief. 
But  floods  of  tears  will  drown  my  oratory, 
And  break  my  very  utterance  ;  even  i'the  time 
When  it  fhould  move  you  to  attend  me  moft, 
Lending  your  kind  commiferation : 
Here  is  a  captain,  let  him  tell  the  tale } 
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Your  hearts  will  throb  and  weep  to  hear  him  fpeak. 
Lvc.  Then,  noble  auditory,  be  it  known  to  you, 
That  curfed  Chiron  and  Demetrius 
Were  they  that  murdered  our  emperor's  brother ; 
And  they  it  were  that  ravifhed  our  fifter : 
For  their  fell  faults  our  brothers  were  beheaded  j 
Our  father's  tears  defpis'd ;  and  bafely  cozen'd 
Of  that  true  hand,  that  fought  Rome's  quarrel  out. 
And  fent  her  enemies  unto  the  grave. 
Laftly,  my felf  unkindly  baniflied. 
The  gates  fliut  on  me,  and  tum'd  weeping  out. 
To  beg  relief  among  Rome's  enemies ; 
Who  drown'd  their  enmity  in  my  true  tears, 
And  op'd  their  arms  to  embrace  me  as  a  friend : 
And  I  am  the  turn'd-fbrth,  be  it  known  to  you, 
That  have  preferv'd  her  welfare  in  my  blood  ; 
And  from  her  bofom  took  the  enemy's  point, 
Sheathing  the  fteel  in  my  advent'rous  body. 
Alas  !  you  know,  I  am  no  vaunter,  I ; 
My  fears  can  witnefs,  dumb  although  they  are, 
That  my  report  is  juft,  and  full  of  truth. 
But,  foft,  methinks,  I  do  digrefs  too  much, 
Citing  my  worthlefs  praife :  O,  pardon  me  ; 
For  when  no  friends  are  by,  men  praife  themfelves. 
Mar.  Now  is  my  turn  to  fpeak  ;  Behold  this  child, 

[Pointing  to  the  child  in  the  arms  of  an  attendant. 
Of  this  was  Tamora  delivered  ; 
The  iflue  of  an  irreligious  Moor, 
Chief  archited  and  plotter  of  thefe  woes  ; 
The  villain  is  alive  in  Titus'  houfe, 
Damn'd  as  he  is,  to  witnefs  thij  is  true. 
Now  judge,  what  caufe  had  Titus  to  revenge 
Thefe  wrongs,  unfpeakable,  pad  patience, 
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Or  more  thaii  any  living  man  could  bear. 

Now  you  have  heard  the  truth,  what  fay  you,  Romans? 

Have  we  done  aught  amifs  ?  Show  us  wherein. 

And,  from  the  place  where  you  behold  us  now. 

The  poor  remainder  of  Andronici 

Will,  hand  in  hand,  all  headlong  caft  us  down. 

And  on  the  ragged  ftones  beat  forth  our  brains. 

And  make  a  mutual  clofure  of  our  houfe. 

Speak,  Rbmans,  fpeak  :  and^  if  you  fay,  we  fhall, 

Lo,  hand  in  hand,  Lucius  and  I  will  fall. 

JEmil.  Come,  come,  thou  reverend  man  of  Rome^ 
And  bring  our  emperor  gently  in  thy  hand, 
Lucius  our  emperor  j  for^  well  I  know. 
The  common  voice  do  cry,  it  fhall  be  fo.  [peror ! 

Rom.  l^Severalfpeaki]  Lucius,  all  hail;  Rome's  royal  em- 
Lucius,  l^c.  defcend. 

Mar.  Go,  go  into  old  Titus'  forrowful  houfe; 

[To  an  Attendant. 
And  hither  hale  that  mifbelieving  Moor, 
To  be  adjudg'd  fome  direful  flaughtering  death, 
As  punifliment  for  his  moft  wicked  hfe.  [governor! 

Rom.  [Several  fpeakJ]  Lucius,  all  hail ;  Rome's  gracious 

Luc.  Thanks,  gentle  Romans;  May  I  govern  fo, 
To  heal  Rome's  harms,  and  wipe  away  her  woe ! 
But,  gentle  people,  give  me  aim  awhile, — 
For  iiature  puts  me  to  a  heavy  tafk ; — 
Staiid  all  aloof; — but,  uncle,  draw  you  near. 
To  fhed  obfequious  tears  upon  this  trunk  :— 
O,  take  this  warm  kifs  on  thy  pale  cold  lips,  [KiJJes  TiTVS. 
Thefe  forrowful  drops  upon  thy  blood-ftain'd  face, 
The  laft  true  duties  of  thy  noble  fon  ! 

Mar.  Tear  for  tear,  and  loving  kifs  for  kifs, 
Thy  brother  Marcus  tenders  on  thy  lips  ; 
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O,  were  the  fum  of  thefe  that  I  fhould  pay 
Countlefs  and  infinite,  yet  would  I  pay  them ! 

Luc.  Come  hither,  boy  ;  come,  come,  and  leam  of  us 
To  melt  in  fhowers  :  Thy  grandfire  lov'd  thee  well  : 
Many  a  time  he  danc'd  thee  on  his  knee. 
Sung  thee  afleep,  his  loving  bread  thy  pillow ; 
Many  a  matter  hath  he  told  ta  thee. 
Meet,  and  agreeing  with  thine  infancy  ; 
In  that  refped  then,  like  a  loving  child. 
Shed  yet  fome  fmall  drops  from  thy  tender  fpring, 
Becaufe  kind  nature  doth  require  it  fo  : 
Friends  fhould  aflbciate  friends  in  grief  and  woe  : 
Bid  him  farewell ;  commit  him  to  the  grave  ; 
Do  him  that  kindnefs,  and  take  leave  of  him. 

Bor.  O  grandfire,  grandfire  !  even  with  all  my  heart 
^Would  I  were  dead,  fo  you  did  live  again ! 

0  lord,  I  cannot  fpeak  to  him  for  weeping  ; 
My  tears  will  choke  me,  if  I  ope  my  mouth. 

Enter  Attendants,  with  j4aron. 

I  Rom.  You  fad  Andronici,  have  done  with  woes  ; 
Give  fentence  on  this  execrable  wretch. 
That  hath  been  breeder  of  thefe  dire  events. 

Luc.  Set  him  breafl:-deep  in  earth,  and  famifli  him ; 
There  let  him  Hand,  and  rave  and  cry  for  food : 
If  any  one  relieves  or  pities  him, 
For  the  offence  he  dies.    This  is  our  doom  : 
Some  flay,  to  fee  him  faflen'd  in  the  earth. 

Aar.  O,  why  fhould  wrath  be  mute,  and  fury  dumb  ? 

1  am  no  baby,  I,  that,  with  bafe  prayers, 
I  fhould  repent  the  evils  I  have  done  ; 
Ten  thoufand,  worfe  than  ever  yet  I  did. 
Would  I  perform,  if  I  might  have  my  will; 
If  one  good  deed  in  all  my  life  I  did, 
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I  do  repent  it  from  my  very  foul, 

Luc.  Some  loving  friends  convey  the  emperor  hence, 
An4  give  him  burial  in  his  fjither's  jgrave  : 
My  father,  and  Lavinia,  (hall  forthwith 
Be  clofed  in  our  houfehold's  monument. 
As  for  that  heinous  tiger,^  Tamora, 
No  funeral  rite,  nor  man  in  mournful  weeds. 
No  mournful  bell  {hall  ring  her  burial  j 
But  throw  her  forth  to  beafts,  and  birds  of  prey ; 
Her  life  was  beaft-Uke,  and  devoid  of  pity  ; 
And,  being  fo,  (hall  h^ye  like  want  of  pity. 
See  jiiftice  ^one  to  Aaron,  that  damn*d  Moor, 
By  whom  our  heavy  haps  hsid  their  beginning  : 
Then,  afterwards,  tp  order  well  the  flate ; 
That  hke  events  may  ne*er  it  ruinate.  lExeant, 
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